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	1. Chapter 1

Night came upon the island like it always did; it came accompanied with dark masses of clouds, and a wet kind of feeling to linger in the air. Overhead, the blackness edging across the skies hid away the moon and the stars, almost adding a kind of exaggeration to the night. The overcast promised either a hard rain, or a mushy snow. Either way, the weather was like it always was, and always had been. Since the bad weather was starting to make its first appearances, the village was empty. People were staying holed up in their homes, being wise as they stayed inside.

But a few people _were_ outside, braving the weather unlike all the others as they emerged from the forest. By the state of their clothes and hair, they'd been inside the woods for far too long. Each man had some sort of scratch or bruise from maneuvering the tough terrain, and their eyes were raw with exhaustion as they stumbled towards the head of the village. Their feet dragged against the grass, and a few weary mummers started among them as they raised their eyes up to the cloudy sky a little nervously. But the man at the head of their posse didn't waver as he made for the Chief's home, so they had no choice but to keep on.

Trudging up the steep slope up towards the house, they finally reached the destination. The people in tow sighed gratefully as they came to a gathered halt, thanking their lucky stars that the gale hadn't broken yet. Although, looking at the sky, they knew that it was pure luck. Even the clouds seemed to bend under the weight of its held-in water. The man that had been assigned to lead their expedition pushed his way up to the door without a single glance at the sky, reaching up and knocking on the rough wood respectfully.

A thunderclap shook the island, and no sooner had the noise ripped through the air did the night sky light up with a bright light. Lightening sliced apart the clouds for the briefest moment, a jagged scar in the dark. From the back of the group, Spitelout let out a loud curse as he tried to calm down from his brief flash of fear at the sudden noise. "Gobber, is ridiculous!" He said loudly, the head of their party turning at his sudden outburst. The man jabbed a finger back up at the clouds, obviously fuming as his face turned a slight shade of pink. "This is the millionth time that we've gone out there! And it's going to storm any minute now! We need to be in our homes, not out there wandering around the forest!"

Gobber opened his mouth to reply to the angry shout, when suddenly one of the men rounded on the hot-headed Viking. "Of course _you_ would think that!" He snapped angrily, eyes like twin flames as he glared holes through the man. Spitelout narrowed his eyes crossly at the statement, but the speaker didn't falter in his words. "It's not like you would care, isn't that right? After all, it's not _your_child out there somewhere!"

Spitelout snarled angrily, taking a step forward as he balled his hands into two tight fists. "And you know why?" He asked critically, flashing back his own retort at the accusation. "It's because _my_kid doesn't go off running headfirst into trouble like your's does." The man stiffened like a board at this, but Spitelout only deepened his glare. "Snotlout knows better than to run off and hide out who-knows-where! Besides, we've skirted nearly the entire forest by now and they're nowhere to be found! Obviously if they were here, we woulda caught sight of them. It's a useless task."

Gobber could see that the man was slowly fluffing up with anger. His face was a stark scarlet, and the man knew that if he let the two of them keep going, then someone would end up hurt or injured. And besides, Stoick was a sight enough without all this trouble with fighting villagers. This was the last thing they needed. Looking over to the man who had challenged Spitelout in the first place, Gobber eyed him carefully. "Calm down, Hofferson." He said in what he hoped was a comforting tone. Ask anyone in the village, he was never the consoling type. "I'm sure that we'll be able to find both your daughter and everyone else without too much-"

Thunder drowned out the rest of his speech, another flash of white-hot light making its appearance as the island shrunk underneath the heavy weight of the coming squall. But Hofferson wasn't fazed by it, squaring himself up angrily as he looked at Spitelout with a sense of utmost fury. "What do you mean they're nowhere to be found?" He repeated in an angered haze. "We haven't even made a dent in our searching yet! Don't you _want_them not to be found? Have you forgotten that it's not just me who lost someone? It's _your_nephew out there too, ya know! Just because Snotlout isn't out there too-"

Spitelout snarled angrily, doing a sufficient job of cutting the man off. "Don't tell me how I should feel about kids." He said crossly, seething with anger at both this pointless fight, and their pointless job of scouring the island. They've been at it for days, and it was obvious that everyone was at their breaking point. "And even if Snotlout was out there, it still wouldn't matter! Unlike you, I don't _baby_my kids. We're Vikings! Not some pansy group of people that need to hold hands."

Hofferson only bristled even more at the comment, drawing himself up as he jabbed an accusing finger into his opponent's face. "Oh, yeah?" He yelled angrily, Gobber cursing the gods as he started forward angrily. "I guess that explains how well _your_kid turned out!" He spat. "I guess that's why he's in such a big shadow of your nephew that you obviously don't care about!" Spitelout looked ready to explode at this comment. The other members in their party had slowly backed away from their skirmish, eyes wide with a nervous kind of fear. Some even stepped so far away from the house that they were slowly getting drenched from the rain that was starting to whip itself down from the cloudy sky.

"Alright, you two!" Gobber snapped angrily, lunging forward and forcing the two apart with a heavy shove. The two fell away from each other, still throwing looks of anger as they regained their footing. "I realize that you all are tired." The blacksmith went on, shooting the pair a sharp look as he remained their physical barrier. "But that doesn't give you any kinda excuse to throw your weight around!" Giving each man one last glare, he added: "Now pipe down, stop your yellin', and let's report to Stoick."

Spitelout looked away with a sharp grumble of irritation. "It's not like it'll come out any different." He growled under his breath. "We've come back with the same news a million times over. He'll just tell us to do the same exact thing all over again. Why do we even bother coming back to talk to him?"

At this, Gobber allowed himself to feel a little spark of anger. Much as he liked to keep a level-head most of the time, these words did little to help him maintain his composure. He turned stiffly, back at the door by now. Once again, he gave another series of knocks on the door, though this time the banging was considerably harder as he slammed his hand against the wood. "Now listen here, Spitelout." He growled, eyes narrowing into thin slits of anger as he looked at the Chief's anything-but-level-headed brother. True, he was a good warrior, and always showed where his loyalty lied in the end, though Gobber found himself fully frustrated with him more than half the time. Much like his son, Gobber reflected sourly.

"Much as you like to forget _all the time_," Gobber said scathingly, hearing footsteps start up on the other side of the door. "Stoick is chief. That means ya listen to him, ya do what he says, and ya don't question it. So right now I'd suggest that ya shut up, stand in line, and stop your buggin' before I have to make ya." His voice was barbed at the end, obviously sending the Viking a warning that he needn't voice. Taking the hint with a disgruntled glower, Spitelout turned away pointedly just in time for Stoick to open the door.

The chief answered like he always did, with a large sweeping motion that was slightly rushed. His eyes immediately went to the group, searching the pockets and holes that were apparent in the party. But, like all the times before, his expression grew a little angry as he didn't catch sight of any extra people in tow. The Chief leaned forward, blinking thoughtfully as he took a quick glance up at the stormy sky. Clearing his throat, he turned back to the group. "Go home." He said firmly, making it an order with the tone of his voice. Gobber twitched angrily as he saw Spitelout breathe out a sigh of relief. "Gobber, you have to stay behind and tell me what happened."

Without a single goodbye, or any additional words of that type, Stoick turned and headed back into his house. Unnerved, Gobber stood still for a few moments, blinking slowly as he tried to wrap his mind around what was happening. It was falling apart so fast, sometimes the man had trouble trying to keep up with it. Reluctantly, he turned and nodded awkwardly to the search party, standing still for a moment and watching the group break up with irritated mumbles. He stood on the stoop of the Haddock Home, eyes following his fellow Vikings as they all fled for their families. The Vikings tried to dodge the raindrops that were now coming down at a million miles an hour, and Gobber realized with a sigh that he would have to make the long trek back home just like them soon. And his house was on the other side of the village.

_The things I do for this guy._Gobber thought with irritation, turning hesitantly and walking in after his friend. He took time to shut the door behind him, taking care to make sure it was locked. With a storm that looked like it had some nasty potential like this, he didn't want the door blowing open from the wind. Once he was sure that the wooden barrier wouldn't act up, he turned around and followed Stoick. The man was hunched over a large table on the other side of the room, scowling as he grabbed up a pencil and furiously scratched across the surface of a map.

Gobber sighed as he recognized the sheet of paper; Stoick had been keeping track of how far the search parties had gone out, and what section of the island they checked. The map that he was busy scribbling over was a layout of the island of Berk. The chief had been busy scratching over some parts of the map and circling others that might hold what they were looking for. Looking a little ruefully at the stressed-out leader, Gobber shifted a little uneasily. "You could have at least said something to em." He said finally, voice oddly quiet in the noticeably-empty home. "They've been working hard lately."

"Not hard enough." Stoick growled angrily, not even pausing to glance back over at his friend. "Where did you search today?"

Gobber sighed, more pointedly this time. Walking over to Stoick's side with his same lopsided gait, the man reached over and drew a finger from one point to the other on the map. They had searched farther today, starting out earlier in the morning and going up until the moon was high in the sky. Or, would be high in the sky, if not for the clouds that blocked it. "From Raven's Point to the Cove. We figured that they might be there of all places, but we came up with nothing." He stopped himself just short of saying: like all the other times. He snapped his mouth closed before the words could slip out, but Stoick didn't seem to notice his almost-blunder.

The Chief took his pencil, ramming it down angrily against the table as he scratched out the area furiously in black. He pressed so hard that by the time he was finished with the task, there were bits and pieces of the charcoal scattered across the table, chunks that hadn't been used yet. Gobber eyed the pieces a little oddly, but Stoick's freezing voice cut off his thoughts as the man began to speak in a low tone. "They must be somewhere here, then." He growled, jabbing his finger down to gesture at the small space that had yet to be mauled off the paper. "We have to get out there soon and find them before they can move. We have to-"

"You know." Gobber said stiffly, looking at Stoick a little reproachfully as he narrowed his eyes. "We could try a different approach." The Chief finally seemed to hear Gobber this time, finally managing to tear his gaze away from the map as he turned to his friend. His eyes were a little distant, and Gobber wondered with pang whether the odd expression was from worry or anger. And he became even more concerned when he couldn't make a valuable guess on the two; he could be either one. "How about we search a little-"

"We have been searching, Gobber." Stoick said, fuming as he didn't wait for the man to finish speaking. Gobber went silent at this, choking back his flash of impatience and anger as he listened to the Chief with a dull look. The man turned on his heel, pacing up and down the room like he was in deep thought. "We've searched nearly the whole island for them, and yet we haven't found a single trace." He lifted his right arm, reaching up to rub his forehead roughly, the way he always did when he got increasingly stressed. "We have to double the patrols. Tell people that they're our number one priority. Put up sentries every night in the watchtowers, put guards stationed around the island, make sure that we're covering the entire place." He gave a small sigh, coming to a stop at the foot of the stairs. He turned, looking up the incline with an expression that was entirely unreadable.

Gobber cleared his throat, and yet Stoick didn't look back at him. Going on and hoping that his friend was listening, the male went on. "We could take a _different approach_." He said, putting emphasis on the last few words. "Stoick, when we're out there, we're looking for villagers that have run away. We're looking for people to drag back to this house against their will." He paused a moment, feeling a small flash of sadness at the images in his head before adding the last part. His voice turned hushed at this next part, and he felt a small tug in his heart at the same time. "We're not looking for your _son_. We're looking for a prisoner, not Hiccup."

"We can't take a different approach." Stoick snapped harshly, bristling as he turned away from the stairs, looking instead into the depths of the fire that blazed in the hearth. His eyes were chips of flint, and he dug his nails into the palms of his hands deeply. "No other kind of way will work." Suddenly, his look changed to a darker sort of gaze, and Gobber felt a strange sense of foreboding at the new change. "He went after that dragon." The chief growled angrily, seething with a new kind of anger. "Even when the Raids stop, this Night Fury is still causing trouble."

"I don't think it's-"

"We _have_to find them." Stoick repeated, much more firmer this time as he rounded on his friend. "No matter what we have to do, or where we have to go. We have to start searching away from the island. Do you remember where that one island was, Gobber? With all the other Night Furies?" The Chief's eyes grew distant once more as he elaborated this new kind of plan. As if he were already seeing the Village lined up and ready to take off towards their destination. "Maybe they've gone there. Maybe we can find them if we leave straight away. We can go right now, there's no stopping us. Maybe we could even-"

Gobber's eyes grew wide at the odd ramblings, a wild question ripping through his mind at the sight of this new side of Stoick. _Is this just because he's so worried, or because he's gone mad with anger?_Deciding the question was unimportant, and backtracking quickly as he saw the man starting to advance, all sane rationalizations left the man's mind. As Stoick got closer, Gobber could see no other way around it. He wasn't sure why, but he needed Stoick to stop scaring him like this. Locking his arm back quickly, without even realizing it, Gobber threw forward a sharp punch, fist ramming right into the side of the Chief's head with a shocking tremor up his wrist.

Stoick was obviously surprised by the blow, eyes wide as his head flew to the side with the impact. Any lesser man would have been knocked right off his feet, but the burly chief only staggered slightly, regaining his footing after a moment as he straightened. His astonished eyes landed on Gobber, one hand going up and rubbing the sore spot numbly. Gobber's eyes were filled with confusion and maybe a little bit of fright as he lowered his arm in slow motion, hand still locking into a tight fist. "…I'm sorry." Stoick said in a hushed tone, just managing the words.

Gobber slowly got over the hurdle as he calmed down, a thought passing in the back of his mind that he should probably have been the one to apologize. After all, he just punched his friend for little to no reason. Shaking the pondering away and deciding that he would try and take his mind off of what just happened, Gobber's tone turned back to the clipped, business-like manner that it was before the episode. "We can't go back to that island right now." He said, jerking his head back towards the door, already hearing the rain and wind lashing against the side of the house. The storm had picked up faster than he thought it would, and it would surely do a number on the island. "Not in this kinda storm." He paused a moment before adding: "And that trip could take forever, Stoick. We don't have enough men for it, either." It felt kind of strange to be reminding his Chief of things such as this.

But Stoick seemed to have recovered from his odd behavior. He nodded slowly, thinking much slower now as he became noticeably quieter. He had dropped his hand from the side of his face, and Gobber figured that the hit hadn't really fazed him. After all, if a slice from a dragon did little to nothing, his punch had just been like a small little tap. The Chief cleared his throat after a moment's silence, shifting a little uneasily as he refused to look over at his friend. "…So…what do you suppose we do?" He asked, voice sounding as though it were carefully measured this time around.

Gobber gave a small sigh through his nose, feeling a sinking pit in his stomach. "I think you need to go out there yourself." He said, watching his tone carefully and making sure that he didn't sound too sharp or demanding. His voice was gentle as he looked at his friend, and once again, he felt that nerve-shaking pang of pity. "If Hiccup is anywhere on this island at all, he won't come out to some band of random Villagers callin' his name like he's some kinda criminal." He paused a moment, weighing his words before: "But he'll come out to his father."

Stoick shook his head listlessly, looking worn all of a sudden. "No, he wouldn't." He said gruffly, still not meeting his friend's eyes. The man let out a heavy sigh, looking frustrated as he turned fully, putting his back to Gobber. "The last time I saw 'im…" He trailed off for a moment, as if at a loss. "He was spouting nonsense…I had no other choice but try and hold him back!" Stoick whirled around, eyes fixed firmly on Gobber, waiting expectantly for an agreement. But when Gobber remained quiet, Stoick pressed his case. "I couldn't let him go do what he was rambling about…it would have been dangerous for everyone on the island! But…" He blanched, not able to finish the sentence.

"Stoick, you know Hiccup." Gobber said, trying his best to comfort the man. "He gets ideas, and sometimes they turn out well."

"And most of the time?" Stoick asked scathingly. Gobber hesitated a moment, and Stoick gave a tense nod, answering his own question. "Most of the time they blow up in everyones' faces, Gobber! We can't have another 'Hiccup Idea.' Not right now. Not when the last 'Hiccup Idea' resulted in the deaths of nearly half the village." The Chief reached up, rubbing his forehead with an agonized grimace. "People dead…families broken apart…the whole island in ruins…that's what happened last time Hiccup tried to do anything. We were willing to give the female dragon a try back then, and we were willing to put aside our rational thinking for that time, and look what happened because of it." He shook his head firmly. "I'm not going to do it again, Gobber."

"Vikings don't normally have rational thinking." Gobber said, trying to lighten the mood. "Maybe it was just-"

"This isn't a joke, Gobber!" Stoick snapped, cutting his friend off with his irritated shout. "We have a serious problem on our hands! If Hiccup has gone out there to bring that Night Fury back here, the island is just going to get worse!" He turned swiftly, brushing past Gobber as he marched back over to the table that had the map. He slammed his fist down on the section that had yet to be crossed off, his fist creating almost a thunder-like sound as Gobber winced away from it. "We have to keep searching. We can't let up now."

"Are you sure?" Gobber asked, voice ragged now as he tried one last time to try and urge the Chief into changing his strategy.

"Yes." He said stiffly, squashing the last hope that Gobber had of changing the game. "If Hiccup _is_trying to bring back the Night Fury, he's going to be in for a surprise." Stoick turned stiffly. "Do what I asked." He said, making it an order. "We need to keep watch over the island in case the beasts return. Distribute the men so we have some to guard and some to patrol. From now on, our main goal is to _keep this island safe_. We have to track down Hiccup before things can get farther out of hand. I will not let those infernal monsters back on this island, Gobber. They may have succeeded in killing off Vikings here before," The man's eyes hardened, narrowing into slits of fury as he gripped the edge of the table tightly. "but if they show their faces here again, we'll show 'em that coming back was a grave mistake."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Excitement thrummed through the dragon's paws as he raced down the tunnel passageway, eyes wide with a laughing sort of expression. His breaths came in as sharp gasps, wings extended ever so slightly as they brushed the sides of the cavern. He glanced over his shoulder quickly, gleaming eyes seeing effortlessly in the darkness. The female was right on his tail, looking just as ecstatic as he was as she charged forward. "It's time!" He sang in a high trill, voice ragged from their running. But neither of the two showed any sign of slowing down, and they only pushed themselves faster as they neared the main section of the cave. "It can't believe it's finally here!"

"We're on the move!" The male yowled in triumph, finally feeling the sense of accomplishment that he'd been waiting for. He'd waited for what seemed like forever, and now he had the chance to bask in the glorious feeling. They'd managed to get nearly the entire Pack on their side now, save for the elderly, the too-young, and the small group of grumpy-paws. But the sheer size of their group now had nearly quadrupled, and that fact alone was enough to send the young dragon into a fit of happiness.

He burst into the main cavern, eyes wide with awe and astonishment as he took in the sight before him. Dragons of every shape and size were gathered around together near the entrance. They were milling around one another, separate conversations slowly coming together to create a roar of sound. The dragons seemed to be ready to go as they looked out over the island. But there was tremor of nervousness in the air as well, and he could see that a few of the dragons were casting looks back at the cave, as if they suddenly realized that they were leaving for good.

The footsteps quieted behind him, and the male turned curiously to look over his shoulder. The light brown dragon had come to a halt behind him, green eyes suddenly rounded out with a stranger kind of emotion. Slowly, she twisted around to look back at her, blinking slowly as she gazed back into the tunnel that they had just finished running through. The black depths yawned like a mouth, and the slender dragon gave a nervous shuffle of her paws at the sight of it.

The male blinked, titling his head to the side as he turned back to pad over to her delicately. "Leafdapple?" He prompted, sounding worried as he took in this new change. It was such a sudden transition from what she had been moments before, and the youth was suddenly struck with a sense of doubt. Was she going to change her mind now that she realized she would never come back here? His wings stiffened with fear at the thought, Leafdapple slowly turning around to meet his eyes curiously.

"Shadowclaw…you think I'll miss it here?" She asked, voice a little distant as she looked at him carefully.

Shadowclaw's ears flicked with surprise at the odd question. His green eyes flashed a little as he looked around the cave, at the familiar landmarks and feel of the walls that curved overhead. He wouldn't miss it; he barely remembered his time spent here as a little youngling in the Nursery. But he hadn't stayed here as long as Leafdapple had; he'd left when he was far too young, urged on by the reckless (and stupid) feeling of adventure that he always had when he was with Toothless. The older male had left, and little Shadowclaw had decided to follow him on his stubby wings.

He hadn't formed a bond with this place, he had only formed a bond with the few that were inside it. And since those who he became close to left, he did as well, without any second thoughts. So if it were him, he would immediately say: 'Of course you won't, you'll be just fine!' But looking at Leafdapple, who had spent nearly her whole life in this place, who knew it like the back of her claw, he couldn't bring himself to lie to her like that. She might end up missing her old home, that much was almost a given. Shadowclaw could only hope that the grief would be cancelled out with the feeling she would be shown while on Berk.

Leafdapple had perked at the silence, growing somewhat nervous now as she looked at him expectantly. Shaking himself, Shadowclaw finally opened his mouth and answered her. "You might." He said eventually, looking down and absent-mindedly drawing a paw over the smooth touch of the cave floor. "After all, you've lived here your whole life. I would be surprised if you _didn't_miss it every once in a while." But then he brightened, bouncing over to her and giving her an affectionate flick with his tail. "But you'll like where we're going, I promise you! You won't forget this place entirely, that's not what we're trying to do. But you have to realize that if you live here…." He gave a small shrug. "If you live here, then you're not…"

Leafdapple's eyes softened at this, and her tail curled up with a happy sort of twist. She got to her feet now, pushing herself up and touching her nose to Shadowclaw's in a friendly gesture. "I understand." She said warmly, drawing back after a moment as she smiled at him. Shadowclaw was warmed by the expression; he'd spent nearly a whole day gathering up all the Night Furies that were around his age, teaching them and coaching them on how to smile. They'd all caught on pretty quick, and some found it funny as they smiled for laughs. But Leafdapple seemed to be the best at giving out the grin. But maybe that's just because her's was just so pretty.

"C'mon!" Leafdapple chirped when he didn't react. She turned, bounding forward and bouncing over towards the center of the magnificent cavern. Her ears were upright with excitement once more, her brief hint of doubt now dashed away. She rushed into the heart of the gathering, glancing over her shoulder at Shadowclaw as she did so. "Let's see if we can find the others in this mess!" She yelled, turning back around and vanishing into the throng.

Anxious not to be left behind, and relieved that Leafdapple had regained her footing, Shadowclaw rushed after her. His paws were light as he skimmed across the stone, and he did his best to weave through the crowd without ramming into anybody. The Night Furies turned and eyed him oddly as he skirted through the crowd, but they didn't say anything as the male darted his way after the female. "Wait up!" He puffed airily, calling back to Leafdapple as he nearly tripped into the paws of Brightstream. "Sorry!" He squeaked, not glancing back at her as he remained in a brisk run. "Leafdapple!" He whined. "I'm not as fast as you!"

Suddenly, he slammed right into the leg of a Night Fury, the blow causing him to bounce off and crash into the ground with a huff. His green eyes snapped open wide with surprise, picking himself off the ground with a wince as he tried to recover himself. "Sorry!" He said again, looking over to the dragon he had crashed into. He felt embarrassment fill him from ears to tail-tip, and he opened his mouth to babble out an excuse that hopefully sounded right. But then he cut himself off at the sight of the dragon in front of him, smiling carelessly now as he recognized the figure. "Oh, it's just you." He said, Mistyeyes scowling as she rolled her eyes. "For a minute I thought it was someone I'd have to apologize to."

Mistyeyes gave a good-natured huff, reaching out and prodding the smaller dragon sharply in the ribs. Her blue eyes were filled with annoyance, but there was a also a small hint of amusement in their depths. "Why don't you stop traipsing around?" She suggested dryly, flicking the end of her tail dismissively. "We've got a long way to go, and we're going to leave soon. Don't tire yourself out before we even start our journey."

Shadowclaw settled his face into an overly-serious expression, closing his eyes and nodding dramatically in agreement. When he opened his eyes again, Mistyeyes was looking at him sourly. She sighed heavily, reaching out once again and pushing him away gently. "Oh, away with you." She said tartly. "If you stay any longer, I'm going to have to separate your tail from your body." Shadowclaw stuck his tongue out a her, turning on his claws and bouncing away in the direction that Leafdapple had gone. Mistyeyes watched him go, a small smile playing on the edges of her lips at the sight of him.

"Was that Shadowclaw?" The female started at the voice, turning around and glancing back with a happy look. Toothless was weaving through the crowd, heading over to her and coming to a stop at her side. The dragon looked much more thoughtful and serious than he usually was, eyes careful and calculating as he looked over the crowd slowly. "We need to make sure that everyone is here before we take off." Toothless explained to her, the gray dragon straightening at the instructions. "I figured you would know more dragons here than I would."

"Sure, I can help." Mistyeyes said brightly. "Yeah, that was Shadowclaw. And I think he was going after Leafdapple. So…that's two down."

Toothless sighed gently, shooting her a weary smile. "Only a million more to go."

Mistyeyes smiled wryly, brushing against him affectionately as she headed for the outer side of the crowd. There they would be able to get a better look at who was here and who wasn't. And then if there were a few stragglers, they would have to resort to scouring the tunnels for them. But it shouldn't be too hard, Mistyeyes reasoned with herself. After all, she knew the tunnels fairly well considering she hadn't been here in what felt like forever. She would be able to find her way around pretty easily. "You make it sound like having more dragons is a bad thing." She said coyly, glancing back at Toothless, who was trotting after her briskly.

He quickened his pace, falling into step beside her as he shrugged. "I never said that." He said, lowering his voice some as they broke out of the circle of other Night Furies. "It's just…we're walking on thin ice, you know?" Mistyeyes turned to look at him, blinking slowly as she sat down a ways away from the crowd. Toothless did the same, hesitating a moment before nodding in their direction. "They made a change for the better, we know that much. But…I can't help wondering if it will hold."

"What do you mean?" Mistyeyes asked, puzzled as she tilted her head to the left.

"Well... think about it. The change was _good_but…it was _fast_too." He let a frown cross his features as he gazed intently at the group of Night Furies. "I just can't help wondering whether or not it'll hold with them, you know? They seemed so unsure before, and now all of a sudden they're not. It's just a little unnerving if you think about it."

Mistyeyes paused a moment, eyes narrowing a fraction as she judged Toothless's features. She had expected the dragon to be a little put-out at all of this fuss. Ever since Hiccup first started to talk about coming here to the Night Furies, Mistyeyes had wondered whether or not Toothless would become jealous at the lack of attention from the human. After all, before, it had been just him. Now that there were a bunch of other Night Furies for Hiccup to handle, the boy didn't have time to bond with Toothless like he used to. But there was no hint of jealousy in the male's eyes. There wasn't an angry bristle in his scales or a sour flex in his claws. He merely looked worn out, tired and out of ideas.

Mistyeyes leaned forward, pressing her head comfortingly against his cheek. "Then don't think about it." She suggested warmly. "We've come this far, we won't let anything like that slow us down, will we?" Toothless shot her a grateful look, not replying outwardly to her words. But Mistyeyes wasn't fazed, smiling encouragingly as she got to her feet. "C'mon. Let's go take some role call, shall we?"

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

"Shadowclaw and Leafdapple seem to be getting along pretty well now." Astrid observed, leaning against the wall of the cave as she crossed her arms over her chest. Her blue eyes were trained down at the crowd below, having a good view right into the heart of crowd. She could see the dark shapes of the two as they ran and zipped through the mass of dragons, and the blonde let a small smile grace her features. "Well, at least they're getting well _together_. I dunno if all that trampling around will help them get along with the other Night Furies too well." Hiccup didn't reply to her, and she frowned, smile dashing away as she turned over to glance back at him. "…Hiccup?" She prompted.

The boy was staring, not listening to her at all as he let out a small mumble in what she guessed was supposed to be a reply. He was sitting on the edge of the ledge that the pair were on, green eyes shadowed as he looked down at the dragons a few feet below. His legs dangled loosely over the edge of the rock, and Astrid noticed that his hands were gripping his knees rather tightly, as if he were nervous about something.

The sight made a crease appear in the girl's forehead, and she pushed off the wall of the cave as she sidled over to be beside him. She went carefully, wincing as her foot slipped a little on the damp surface. But gradually she got closer to the boy, and she gently lowered herself down to sit on his left. Her shoulders relaxed visibly as she ensured that she wouldn't slip off, the blonde clearing her throat a little before doing anything else.

She leaned over a little, reaching out and waving a hand rapidly in front of Hiccup's face. "Earth to Mr. I Can Talk to Dragons!" She sang, watching as Hiccup blinked rapidly at the interference of her hand. She broke whatever spacing contact he held, the boy turning over to look at her like she had roused him from sleep. Astrid looked at him carefully, looking concerned now as she let her joking manner slip. "You okay?" She asked softly. "I thought you would have been happy now that we got all of these dragons on our sides." She turned to look down at the group below. "We've got quite the collection now, I thought you would be relieved."

"I am." Hiccup said quickly. But he drew a hand loosely through his hair, eyes suddenly troubled as he bit his lower lip. "It's just…a feeling I have, I guess."

"A feeling of what?" Astrid asked. "Imminent disaster? 'Cause I think you're a little late if that's what you're feeling. You should have felt that like…days ago."

Hiccup shot her a slightly frustrated look. "You could say that." He said sourly, eyes flashing. Astrid became quiet as she realized that joking wouldn't help Hiccup right now. Usually it could shake him out of his troubles if the blonde shot a few cracks in his direction. But it seemed like he was too distracted now to appreciate them. The blonde became quiet as the thought entered her mind, merely staring at her Viking and waiting for him to explain.

The boy sighed at the change, turning away and mumbling out a small apology. "I'm sorry." He said regretfully. "It's just…I feel like something is wrong. You know when you get that feeling? Like you haven't realized what exactly it is yet, but…you just _know_that something isn't right? Like when you go to training and you forgot your sword? When you're going out the door, you think: 'Gee, I feel like I'm missing something.'" Astrid paused, thinking a moment before nodding slowly. Hiccup shrugged listlessly, "That's how I feel." He stated plainly.

"Well, let's think." Astrid said, reaching over and grabbing his hand in her's, trying to comfort him as best she could. "I'm right here." She started, pursing her lips as she thought. "Toothless and Mistyeyes went down to survey the crowd. Shadowclaw and Leafdapple are off running around down there. Nightflight went to talk to the dragons and make sure that everyone knows what's going to be going on these next few days. Ludi is right there." She turned, nodding over to the cat, who was pressed up in a ball on Hiccup's other side. "…And the dragons going with us are all down there waiting for our signal." Astrid concluded with an encouraging grin. "That just about covers everything."

Hiccup nodded slowly, but Astrid could tell that he was still unconvinced. She sighed lightly, leaning over and wrapping her arms around him in a tight hug. She leaned against his side like she couldn't sit up herself, rolling her eyes and saying dryly: "You'd better be glad I put up with you." She informed him. "Because I'm not too sure that anybody else would."

This seemed to catch Hiccup's attention. The boy let out a small sigh of laughter, turning around and returning the hug just as tightly. "Believe me, I know." He said softly before drawing away. He glanced at her quietly for a moment or two, looking as if he wanted to say something more. But he shook himself, clearing his throat with a loud cough as he stood up. Astrid followed his lead, bracing herself in case the boy slipped off the rock. With his fake foot, the terrain was even harder for him to maneuver than it was for Astrid. If he fell, she'd have to try and catch him.

But he balanced himself neatly on the ledge, making Astrid scowl as she felt her foot slip off the side for the millionth time. She cursed under her breath, bringing her foot back to herself as she scowled down at the limb. "It feels like the world is tilted when I'm up here, or something." She growled angrily, regaining her balance with a sour expression. "I don't know how you keep yourself from slipping right off the rock."

Hiccup hummed a reply, looking down thoughtfully at the dragons below. "Should we leave, then?" He asked softly, voice growing subdued as he asked the question.

Astrid perked at this, following his line of eyesight as she blinked. The dragons looked more than ready to leave, they were all just hanging around waiting for Hiccup to say something about their departure. Mistyeyes and Toothless were gone, they must be tracking down the last few dragons that were supposed to leave. But still, Hiccup should say something even before they returned, just so the dragons could realize that they were leaving for good soon.

Astrid looked around the cave, feeling a small pang as she realized that she'd never come back here again. While her stay here hadn't been that pleasurable, what with the angry Night Furies, the pressure of showing them all about Berk, and the stressful nights, she found she would miss it. It held a lot of memories now, and it was a beautiful scenery to live with. She'd come to like the way that the light from outside would always catch the water on the walls in just the right angle, or the way that the stalagmites and the stalactites created a memorizing pattern.

It was pretty place to live, and she could understand if it took the Night Furies a little while to bear to leave the caverns of their old home. But Berk was where everyone here belonged, especially her and Hiccup. They couldn't stay here forever, even if the thought of going back to Berk was a little scary. They had to swallow back their fright and learn to face the inevitable, knowing that it would turn out okay. "Yes." She said finally, turning to give the boy an encouraging smile. "We should."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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It was slow going, walking down these tunnels. She could have quickened her pace, she could have even broken into a brisk run at this point. After all, it didn't matter she couldn't see farther than her own nose; she knew these caverns like the back of her claw. She didn't need to think in order to weave through the long passageways. She merely let her feet guide her accordingly, nose wriggling fussily as she sniffed the air a little wearily. While she knew the tunnels themselves, she didn't know who was still inside of them. And considering that she had gotten a ways away from the others, she figured she might as well consider herself to be a little more careful.

Nightflight gave out a heavy sigh, ears flicking this way and that as she listened to the huff bounce back and forth on the cave walls. The groan echoed around her, filling the once-empty place with its reverberation. She was almost thankful as she listened to it start to fade, the growing silence had started to unnerve her. But soon enough, the interruption faded as well, and she was plunged back into the quiet once again. She twitched crossly, rolling her sightless eyes as she forced herself farther along.

Funny, she thought dryly. She'd journeyed away into the tunnels because she had wanted a sense of peace and quiet. The horde of Night Furies had been suffocating, especially when they made a point to come over and talk to her individually. Their words were always the same: how they were wrong about her, how they were excited for Berk, how they wished her a better life now that she'd changed. While the words were meant to be encouraging, Nightflight could only flinch away from them. While they were meant to be encouraging or friendly, it only did the opposite for her. She didn't have to be reminded that all this was her fault; so she had slipped away when nobody was looking.

And now, finally getting the much-needed peace and quiet…Nightflight found that she hated the feeling of being alone. She let out another sigh, just for the purpose of creating another noise. Creating yet another barrage of noise, she put her feet down on the stone a littler harder as she walked. The stomps did little to create a very soothing noise - she wouldn't be able to hear someone behind her as well- she didn't stop. Trailing her tail to the left, she felt the wall start to slope over to the side, the Night Fury turning accordingly so that she could follow the path she was thinking through in her mind.

As she proceeded down the tunnel, Nightflight gave an uneasy mummer to herself as she let her mind flash back to the past events. Running through her mind rapidly, the dragoness reflected over how fast things had picked up since they'd come back to the Night Fury island. Thinking back to it now, she realized that it was kind of easy to have changed the mind of the others in the Pack. Of course, back then, it felt like they had to do every single thing in order to get them to turn around. But really, all they had done was use common sense. All they really had to do was demonstrate what was possible with humans.

And the dragons that had come from Berk were obviously happy with most of the Pack deciding to come back and join them. Shadowclaw had rallied up a large group of younglings with him last night, leading them away and coaching them eagerly on the benefits, fun, usefulness, and overall cute way of smiling. He'd been very serious, Nightflight recalled with a flash of amusement. While she hadn't been able to watch him, she could hear the firmness in his voice as he paced back and forth among the group. He'd spent far too much time among the others, stalling by saying things like: "Too wide" or "You're trying way too hard." And while it might have just been for logical reasons like he said, Nightflight thought that he had just said those things so that he could spend more time with the others in the Pack.

Mistyeyes was no exception, Nightflight thought with a flash of indignant irritation. The dragoness hardly made time for herself anymore; she was always flocking this way and that with the other Night Furies. The dragons fawned over her like she was some kind of savoir now, and the dragon was usually crowded over by her followers. Though it had only been a short while since they decided to join, the Night Furies were acting as though Mistyeyes had never left. She was still the perfect Night Fury she'd always been, and she was obviously trying to regain her footing as leader.

Toothless was still a little weary about the newcomers. He'd never voiced his suspicious or his thoughts outwardly to her, but Nightflight could tell in the way that he walked or spoke. His voice was oddly curt as he spoke to the Night Furies, but he was never unfriendly. It was more like the male was dealing with a visitor that never seemed to leave him alone, like he would speak to Shadowclaw after the youngling had been yapping for over five minutes.

The side was odd for Toothless; Nightflight would have thought that he would be anxious to catch up with old friends. After all, once upon a time, he had lived here and had a life in the tunnels as well. But Toothless seemed far more comfortable around Hiccup or Astrid than he did with the others, and she couldn't blame him for it. Despite the way that he lived here for years and years, he must feel like an outcast. He probably thought himself a stranger. And Nightflight couldn't blame him at all for thinking that way.

She guessed that was just another way she could relate to the male. In these masses of dragons, she should have been overjoyed. She should be yowling her happiness up into the air considering that nearly everybody had forgiven her completely for the mistakes she had made. But the triumph that she should feel was running dry. She had felt her brief flash of happiness, and she had momentarily forgotten everything that had taken place, letting the sun shine on her scales blissfully in the warm feeling of kinship. She'd forgotten the feeling of friendship, at least, she had ever since Hiccup had come back to Toothless in these very caves so long ago. Wouldn't it make sense to revel in it for as long as she could?

But she pushed the thought away quickly, closing her sightless eyes tightly as she took in a slow breath. She couldn't let herself feel happy…she _wouldn't_ let herself feel relief. She didn't _deserve_ anything like that. This was all her fault after all. What would be happening right now if she hadn't gone to Berk in pursuit of Toothless?

Hiccup would be back home with his friends and family, and his bond with the Night Fury wouldn't be so complicated as it was now. Mistyeyes would still reign true over all the Night Furies; she would still be looked up to and idolized because of her strength, power, and wisdom. Shadowclaw would be back with his mother, who he was avoiding at all costs right now. The youngling wouldn't need to hide away from his old family like he was some kind of outcast, clamming himself up whenever they came close. He could even be closer to Leafdapple, considering the way that he would have grown up alongside her. Astrid would be able to fly with her Nadder like she used to, and Toothless wouldn't be so worried about…well, everything.

Lives would be so much easier if she hadn't decided to stick her nose into everything.

She plodded on wearily, trying to focus on where she was heading but not really tracking herself as carefully she as had before. She wanted to be alone with her thoughts right now; the longer she took in getting back to the others, the longer time she would have to calm down. And she guessed that with her whole dilemma going on right now with her confusion over her powers, Nightflight figured the more controlled she could get herself, the better off everyone could be.

But as soon as the thought crossed her mind, a mummer of voices met the female's sharpened ears. She stiffened at once, raising her head as she listened hard. Sure enough, a patter of footsteps were making their way over in her direction, steadily getting louder and louder as whoever it was came closer. Hastily, Nightflight started to backtrack, nerves immediately spiking at the thought of interaction. She had wanted to be alone, and this wasn't at all what she had been planning. The tunnels had sounded like they were empty for the longest time; she must not have been trying listening out as well as she thought she had.

She considered doubling back to escape the prying eyes, but she didn't have nearly enough time to do anything but stand there and listen. And as the footsteps came closer, Nightflight felt a sinking feeling in her stomach as she realized there was no way out. Standing stiff as a board, the dragoness winced as she heard the steps falter. And by the sound of their footsteps, Nightflight could guess that whoever it was was just a few feet ahead of her. If she remembered the tunnels right, they would have just emerged from one of the branching passageways.

A tense beat of silence passed, and Nightflight swallowed nervously as she tried to figure out who it was that had barged in on her. She sniffed the air wearily, trying to concentrate. But the dragons' smells seemed to fade away in the clear atmosphere of the cave around them. And besides, even Nightflight had started to take on the airy sort of smell that the cave home offered to them. She doubted that she would be able to discern one smell from another anyway; she had been gone far too long to be able to do anything like that.

Finally, confirming her fears of who it might be, one of the dragons spoke up. "What're you doing all the way out here, Nightflight?" Mistyeyes's voice was kind enough, the dragon making it clear that she wasn't being harsh as she took care in softening her voice. Nightflight heard the dragoness swipe her tail neatly through the air, and she could just imagine the gray female sitting down neatly, wrapping her tail over her paws.

Despite the fact that the female was obviously trying to make friends, Nightflight scowled angrily at the comment. She lashed her tail, claws slipping out of their sheathes as she felt irritation burn through her scales. "You think just because I can't see, I'm helpless?" She snapped, thought her voice lacked her old kind of fury that it used to hold. Toothless, who stood awkwardly on Mistyeyes's right side, twitched oddly at the female's tone. It was like Nightflight was wishing to be angry, but just didn't have the strength anymore to convey her feelings. It was hollowly angry, like a roar that didn't have an echo to it.

Mistyeyes started at the response, eyes widening a fraction at the harsh words. "Of course I don't." She said, tilting her head to the side and looking at Nightflight curiously. "I just meant that it surprised me, that's all. I thought you were told by Hiccup that you should go and talk to everyone in the crowd." She inclined her head to the tunnel that Nightflight had come from, realizing only a moment later that she wouldn't have been able to see the gesture. Fumbling with embarrassment, and hoping that Nightflight didn't catch her blunder, she swept on quickly. "I guess you finished?" The question had an awkward sort of ring to it, Mistyeyes wincing a little as Nightflight soured at it.

"Yes, I did." She said stiffly, still bristling. "I came out here to get some peace and quiet."

Mistyeyes shuffled her paws, glancing over at Toothless a little desperately. But the Night Fury only shook his head, not wanting to get in the middle of them two. He only stood a little closer to the gray-scaled dragon, flashing Nightflight a slightly reproachful look, as if she could see it. Casting Toothless a slightly frustrated look, Mistyeyes cleared her throat before turning back to the black dragoness in front of her. "Well…you must have some other reason for coming out here." She mumbled. "After all - we're going to leave soon. Why risk being left behind just for some kind of calm moment that you're obviously not going to get?"

Nightflight's eyes hardened, but she grumbled out after a heartbeat: "I'm looking for someone."

At this, Mistyeyes straightened. "Really?" She asked suddenly, blue eyes lighting up with a small spark of interest.

Toothless looked over at her quickly, trying to shush her with the expression he shot her way. It wasn't like he didn't like Nightflight…okay, it wasn't the _whole _reason. He wanted to be alone with Mistyeyes for a while, just like Nightflight wanted to be alone with herself. Pretty soon, they would leave the island for Berk, and then they would be _forced _to be with all the other dragons all the time. They would have to go around the crowd looking for injuries or problems, they'd have to crowd together at night and sleep with the others, and they might even have to go and answer questions ,or be with the Pack members one-on-one sometimes.

When they left this island, there would be little chance for personal moments. And while the thought was a little off-topic considering that they had a big issue at hand right now…Toothless just wanted to take opportunities while they were here. They might not get any more. Or whatever ones would come there way, it'd only be for a short while. Responsibilities and duties would stand in their way, and while Toothless wasn't complaining about that part, he knew it would be tough going. He wanted to make sure that Mistyeyes was okay before they had to get moving.

He couldn't do that if the gray dragon was so intent on talking to Nightflight.

The dragon in question gave a hesitant nod in Mistyeyes's general direction. "Yeah." She said, voice a little clipped. She shifted, wings twitching a little uneasily at her side. "The ones that rejected our offer when we all voted." She clarified after a moment, Mistyeyes tilting her head to the side with confusion at the statement. "I think they should get another chance to think it over. I wanna make sure no dragon regrets the choice they made. Better to ask one more time and get rejected rather than leave and…never know." Her voice tapered off a little at the end, the dragoness wilting somewhat as her shoulders drooped.

Mistyeyes blinked thoughtfully for a moment or two, mulling it over in her head. "I see." She said finally, blinking rapidly as she straightened. She turned over to Toothless, a hint of determination settling in her eyes. "Nightflight's got the right idea, I think." She said, confirming Toothless's inward dreading as she nodded firmly to herself. But before the male could reply, Mistyeyes turned back to Nightflight, hesitating for a moment before branching out. "Er…could we come with you?" She asked.

Immediately, Nightflight went rigid once more. She looked like she was about to consider clawing off the female's ears, but Mistyeyes pressed forward quickly. "Hiccup told us to take role before we gave the all-clear to leave." She said, voice harder now as she narrowed her eyes. Toothless eyed her with slight disbelief; why was she so fixed on being with Nightflight? It was more than obvious she'd rather not have their company. "And besides, if they get hostile, you'll need more people with you."

Nightflight fumed angrily, glowering in their direction as she didn't reply. But then she growled, stalking past them expertly as she started back into the tunnel behind the two. "Fine." She growled over her shoulder, not even glancing back at the two Night Furies as she plunged down the corridor. Mistyeyes leapt to her feet, turning around swiftly as she tried to catch up to dragon.

"C'mon!" She called back to Toothless. The Night Fury was beside himself with irritation, fuming underneath his scales as he wore a frustrated grimace. But as Mistyeyes slapped him on shoulder with her tail, he turned with a small sigh. Following after the two females with a resigned expression on his face, already hearing Mistyeyes before he caught up to them.

The gray dragoness had fallen into step beside Nightflight, blue eyes inquisitive as she looked the girl up and down. Nightflight was obviously more than aware of the gaze trained on her, twitching every so often as she gave another bad-tempered scowl. But the moodiness obviously did little to put off Mistyeyes, and not for the first time did Toothless wonder what was in her head.

Obviously, Nightflight was wondering the same thing. "What?" She spat crossly.

Toothless drew himself up quickly, eyes narrowing as he readied to spring to Mistyeyes's defense. But his friend spoke up before he could, reaching out and placing her tail comfortingly on his side before he could say anything. She flicked her ears dismissively, letting go of her hostility as she calmed down before replying. "Nothing." She said, voice easy as she went on after a moment's pause. "I was just thinking about how impressive you are." Nightflight perked at this, shooting her a look between anger and surprise. "It must not have been easy, after all. Loosing your sight and everything." She paused, hissing lowly as she swerved around a rock that was jutting out of the cave wall. Toothless bumped into her as he tried to avoid the obstruction as well, and it took a while for the female to right herself. "…But you seem to have adjusted really well." She concluded, a little breathless by now.

Nightflight flicked an ear, sightless eyes going over and training so squarely on her, that Mistyeyes had to stop and remind herself that she couldn't really see. The dragon took her time in replying, mulling over her response before she did anything else. And when she replied, her voice was low and muffled. Mistyeyes would have to strain to hear the emotion that lied underneath. "Thank you." She said curtly, mumbling as she looked straight forward once again.

"…How'd you do it?" She pressed, looking at her curiously.

Nightflight sighed silently at the question, closing her eyes and shaking her head. Feeling as though she had struck a nerve with that last one, Mistyeyes's ears flattened to her head as she opened her mouth to apologize. But before she could even manage to get a single word out, Nightflight cleared her throat thickly. "It's not all that different." She said, voice still carefully guarded as she answered. "I just…adjusted." She paused, thinking, before: "The hardest part was when it first happened. It really hurt."

"I'd imagine." Mistyeyes said, eyes sympathetic.

Nightflight suddenly turned sharply, veering off to the right as she chose a different tunnel. Mistyeyes stopped, stunned as she looked doubtfully over at Toothless. But the Night Fury only shrugged; even if she was just wandering around aimlessly, they couldn't just let her go off alone. They had to follow her either way. Mistyeyes threw him an exasperated look before heading after Nightflight, realizing that the female was still talking. "But it's not like I can complain about it." She said heavily. "After all, considering all this is my fault, I deserved something like this."

"You shouldn't think so lowly of yourself." To her surprise, Toothless was the one to speak.

The female only shook her head. "You did. Why can't I?"

"That was a little different." He explained uncomfortably.

"And besides," Mistyeyes said swiftly. "everything has changed now. Nobody blames you anymore, so you shouldn't either. And just think: we're going to get back to Berk soon!" She pushed forward, bumping her shoulder against Nightflight's almost affectionately as she tried to cheer up the other. "You shouldn't feel so down, Nightflight! We've got a lot going for us right now! We'll get back to Berk and have the humans welcome us with open arms! We'll show all the other Night Furies that are willing to change how great it can be there, and everything will work out."

"You seem awfully sure of yourself." Nightflight commented, choosing out another tunnel mid-sentence.

Mistyeyes paused, watching the female skeptically before following her a little reluctantly. "…well…yeah." She agreed, glancing over her shoulder as they left the passageway for another. She pushed the thought away quickly though, deciding that them wandering around wouldn't be too much of a speed bump. After all, they probably had plenty of time before they were supposed to leave for Berk. And it wasn't like Hiccup would leave without them. "Someone has to be. And it's not just for show, either." She went on firmly, eyes narrowing. "I'll do anything it takes to make sure that we succeed with what we're trying to do."

Nightflight wasn't impressed. "Sometimes 'anything' doesn't cut it." She murmured softly.

She turned once again, picking out yet another tunnel. By now, Toothless lost his patience. "Do you even know where you're going?" He demanded, voice filled to the brim with anxious irritation. "We can't afford to get lost now, Hiccup was just starting to call everyone together when we left!" Mistyeyes looked back at him, eyes growing considerably larger as she realized he was right. They hadn't had a lot of time to begin with when they left. How much did they have left now?

But the dragon in question barely even twitched at the question. She flicked her tail dismissively at the question. "Of course I know where I'm going, fire-brain!" She snapped, proving her point as she started to quicken her pace. "I don't need to see to know where I'm going! I've lived in these tunnels my entire life, I know them like the back of my claw." She drew herself up, looking very confident as she changed directions yet again. Mistyeyes and Toothless were struggling to keep up by now. "I know exactly where I'm going." Nightflight growled touchily.

Mistyeyes was even more shocked by this. "That's amazing!" She gasped.

"Not really." Nightflight replied shortly. "It's just memory."

The pale dragon became quiet for a moment, taking to plodding along in silence. Toothless walked closely by her side, scales brushing her own as their legs moved together like a mirror image. She softened at this, a ghost of a smile flitting over her features as she glanced at him. But she shook herself out of the haze, tearing her gaze away and fitting it back on Nightflight. She was really anxious to make sure that there were no hard feelings between them; now that Nightflight showed no other hints that her behavior might be fake, Mistyeyes was determined to become much more friendly with her. After all, none of what they had done would have been possible without the female's determination and sacrifice.

And after all she'd been through, Mistyeyes could think of nobody else in the entire world who deserved a friend more than Nightflight did right now.

"So…where're we off to?" She asked brightly.

Nightflight hesitated, once again reluctant to speak. "If I remember right, there's a tunnel right up ahead here." She explained thoughtfully, sightless eyes narrowed with concentration. "Fleetfoot really liked it when we were growing up. I wasn't as close friends with him as I was with…" She trailed off uncomfortably, blanching for a moment as she floundered. Mistyeyes grimaced a little as she glanced at Toothless, wondering if Nightflight would get too upset to speak. But the Night Fury picked up her speech before too long. "But he always liked to spend time here. I never really followed him in…actually, I think I made fun of him for being of on his own so often." Her eyes softened at this, voice becoming much more distant as she remembered the old days. "But he always told me that it was a good place to be. That it was a long way off, and that nobody ever really went there. Apparently there's a big hole in the cave roof. It was a huge space that showed the stars up above. Mind you, I think he just liked the place so he could sneak out through the gap."

Mistyeyes blinked, surprised. Nightflight must have fallen deep into her memories if she was going to start joking with her. Intentional or not, the tease warmed Mistyeyes from ears to tail-tip. The thought of Nightflight starting to warm up to her little by little was enough for now. And so was the relaxed tone that the female seemed to have adopted. Though she was still hostile and snapping, it seemed to be a different kind of hostility. Maybe a more stubborn one, one that wasn't really meant to harm. Or maybe Mistyeyes was just over-thinking it. "Sounds like you two were good enough friends." She hedged out.

Nightflight was roused out of her thoughts, blinking rapidly as she turned towards Mistyeyes. At first, her face was blank. Expressionless as a plank of wood. But then her eyes flashed, and Mistyeyes could have sworn that there was a hint of smile in her features. "More like accomplices." She commented a little dryly.

Toothless snorted with amusement. "You can say that again." He teased. Nightflight drew herself up, almost like she was offended at the laugh. But as Toothless went on, she relaxed, caught off-guard. "It's coming back to me." The dragon laughed. "I think you were the two that were always pulling pranks. Didn't you put a thistle in my nest that one time?" Mistyeyes bubbled over with laughter at the mental image, and Nightflight's eyes cleared somewhat. "Yeah, I think that _was _you!" He flicked the tip of his tail. "You were always teasing everyone, Nightflight. Especially me." Toothless added.

"I couldn't help it when you made it so easy." Nightflight replied, step becoming lighter as she joked along.

"Oh come on." Toothless said swiftly. "Mistyeyes was a much easier target than I was to make fun of."

"Don't I know it!" Mistyeyes exclaimed, rolling her eyes. She leaned over, ramming her side against Toothless's as she threw him a mock-glare. "Don't play so innocent. I still remember the times when you and Nightflight would gang up on me. I remember a couple of times when Talon had to step in and save me! You two were like the bane of my existence."

"Hang on, I think we deserve a little bit more credit than that." Toothless said critically. He turned, craning his neck so that he could see Nightflight over Mistyeyes's back. "I still think we're doing a pretty good job now. We're still keeping up that title, aren't we Nightflight?" The prompt came a little more quieter than his last statement, and his green eyes held a small trace of apprehension.

Mistyeyes turned as well, looking over at Nightflight and waiting for her reaction. It was obvious that Toothless had started this because he was taking Mistyeyes's lead. Whether or not he truly wanted to be friendly with Nightflight was beyond Mistyeyes, but she was glad that he was tying to lay off being so angry towards her. Being hostile and abrasive towards the female wasn't helping at all with the way that she felt about herself, and if they were always fighting, how would they ever learn to work together?

Nightflight never got the chance to reply. A yowl rang out around them, and the trio turned towards the voice, alarm flashing in their eyes. Aggressive eyes gleamed off to the side, and Mistyeyes immediately recognized the large, circular hole in the roof above them. Nightflight's hunch had been right after all. "What're you doing here?" The snarl came from the corner, and Mistyeyes turned to look angrily in the direction of Frost. As usual, the male was lashing out in hopes for a fight.

Nightflight stiffened angrily, but when she spoke, her words were calm. "Frost." She greeted coolly. Around them, Mistyeyes could see more dragons stepping out of the shadows, eyes weary as they looked at the group, Fleetfoot among them. Mistyeyes thought back to the way that Nightflight told her Fleetfoot had felt about this place. Did he tell the others that weren't coming about this place? After all, Nightflight had said he'd liked this place because it was so out-of-the-way. Maybe they were all hiding out here while they waited for the other dragons to leave.

"I asked you a question." Frost snarled. "What do you want?"

Nightflight bristled at his tone, but still, her voice remained under control. "We're here to make sure that there isn't anybody being left behind. We haven't left yet, and there might be dragons here they regret rejecting our offer. We came by to make sure that your choices were still set in stone. We're waiting to leave for Berk, and we would welcome anyone who decided to come along with us." Her voice was raised hopefully at this, Mistyeyes noticed. And she could see that Nightflight was searching oddly, as if she wanted nothing more than to see who was in front of her.

And that was when Mistyeyes realized why Nightflight must have wanted to come here in the first place. Connecting her frustration with the way she had talked so highly of Fleetfoot before, Mistyeyes came to the conclusion that he was precisely the dragon that she was wanting to come with them. He was the last friend that she had in the Pack, the last real friend, that is. And he was the last dragon she had on her list to try and make up her recent actions to. To leave him behind would be tragic for her.

Deciding that she wasn't going to sit by and let Nightflight handle it alone, Mistyeyes stepped forward. Her blue eyes flashed as she searched the crowd, and she turned over to Fleetfoot. Digging her claws into the stone and choosing her words carefully, the pale Night Fury spoke out to him. Looking around at all the dragons around them, Mistyeyes realized that there was a pattern to who was gathered here. They were either too young, too old, or maybe a handful of families that were expecting new hatchlings. Excluding the small group of people that were just sitting here for spite, most dragons were just incapable of following the group. And for a long time Mistyeyes had figured that Fleetfoot was among that small group of aggressors.

But her mind flew back to the scene that had exchanged between Fleetfoot and Nightflight at the Voting, and she realized that he was much like Nightflight. He was sensible, if you drew back the shades of lies that clouded his vision. He could make a change, just like Nightflight could. And Mistyeyes knew that was the reason why Nightflight wished him to join with Berk. Because she knew how easily he could be swayed, and she believed in him. And Mistyeyes trusted the dragoness's judgment.

"Fleetfoot, come back with us." She urged quickly, ignoring Frost's anger openly as she turned to look at the male. He straightened with a small flash of surprise at this, looking caught off-guard as the pale dragon dressed him straight out. But she swept on before he could interrupt her, determined to at least try and help Nightflight's cause. "I can see there's a pattern here of who can't go and who just doesn't want to. But I can tell that you're different from these ones." She jerked her head over to indicate Frost and his group of lackeys, who glared sharply at the female's words.

She ignored their glowers as best she could, but she could feel Toothless stiffen with anger at her side. "I know that you can have sense if you come back with us, and trust Nightflight when she tells you that you'll be welcomed in our group, no matter what you did before." Fleetfoot's eyes started to narrow, and Mistyeyes realized with a pang that she was losing ground fast. "We'll give you a second chance, Fleetfoot. Don't you ever look back on your past and wish that you could fix the mistakes you've made? Our group is _all _about second chances! You don't have to-"

"I don't _want _a second chance." Fleetfoot said frostily, eyes flashing as he took a small step forward. "There's nothing to make up for. Humans and dragons don't mix, no matter what anybody says." There was a hint of a snarl in his voice, and Nightflight's ears went down at the sign of anger, shoulders hunching forward already in a form of disappointment. Catching the movement, Fleetfoot turned towards her, giving a small sigh as he forced himself to stop bristling. "I don't want to go. Night Furies belong on this island."

"Night Furies belong wherever they find family!" Nightflight objected, voice somewhat higher than normal as she tried to plead with the male.

But Fleetfoot still shook his head. "Generations upon generations have stayed here, and I won't be the one of many to leave. We've always been here, and there's nothing wrong with that. Besides, there are a lot of unfit dragons here. Expecting…elderly…the much too young…" He paused, glancing back at the ragtag group behind him. "They all need dragons to hunt for them and provide for them. And I'm going to be one of those dragons." His eyes hardened. "I am a _dragon. _Not a pet. And I refuse to become anything of the sort."

Nightflight paced forward. "If you just listen-"

"Nightflight, stop." His voice was tired now, and he took a step back, righting the distance between them. "You have your choices…and I have mine." He blinked, eyes sliding over to rest on Toothless. The male tilted his head in confusion at the sight, and Mistyeyes made the connection with a drop of her stomach as she looked from Nightflight to Toothless, same as Fleetfoot. She opened her mouth to object to the thought, but the male was already turning away. "I gave you a choice a long time ago, after all." He said, Nightflight letting out a hurt noise at the memory. "You chose Berk, not me." He stopped short, glancing back at her ruefully. "I let you make the choice…now you let me make mine."

"…but…" Nightflight tried.

"It's okay." Mistyeyes murmured, knowing that she was probably making it worse by bringing up the situation. But when Nightflight looked up at her, her eyes were round with sadness, not anger. Mistyeyes glanced over after Fleetfoot, blue eyes hardening as the dragon turned his back on them. How could he look at this dragoness, who had nearly lost everything, and reject her last offer of friendship? Raising her voice, Mistyeyes called over, hoping that her next words would reach the male. "He'll realize he was wrong." Fleetfoot's ears perked at this, but he didn't stop walking away.

Nightflight only ducked her head, letting out a slow sigh as she closed her eyes. Not saying anything more in this cavern, the female got to her feet, turning around and walking heavily back the way she had come. Frost and his friend yelled out insults to them as they left, and Mistyeyes tried her best to shoo away the anger that boiled in the back of her throat. Toothless let out a low growl as he stalked after the pair, and Mistyeyes pressed comfortingly against his side, trying her best to calm him down.

"It'll be okay." She said, once they were well away from their taunts and jibs. "He'll come around."

"No, he won't." Nightflight sighed, pain and regret thick in every syllable. "And even if he will…it'll be too late."
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"You look like someone just put one of Gobber's smelly shoes in front of you." Astrid commented, arms locked into a firm cradle as she clutched Ludi close to her chest. She cocked an eyebrow at the boy standing beside her as she said the words, a ghost of a smile playing on the edges of her lips. Hiccup's deep scowl melted at the statement, the Viking giving out a frustrated sigh as he turned to face the blonde. The two were standing at the head of the Night Furies, having attempted to take role about five times. But they always broke off, unable to really take in everyone. Because…well…they didn't _know _everyone yet. A few minutes ago, the two had fallen into a grouchy silence, not speaking as they merely stared blankly at the crowd of dragons in front of them, unable to do anything.

"Where did they go?" Hiccup growled finally, glaring sourly forward as he once again swept his gaze over the crowd. "Right before we start to head off for Berk, and we can't find Nightflight, Mistyeyes, _or_ Toothless!" He thought that out of all three of them, he'd be able to find Toothless easiest. After all, Hiccup could tell that his dragon wasn't too keen on staying in the cave any longer. Even if he'd been born here, the Night Fury had adopted the firm habit of showing that he would only ever belong in Berk. It wasn't a bad thing, but Hiccup had figured that would just make him easier to pick out or to talk to since he wasn't busy with other dragons like Mistyeyes or Nightflight could be. Apparently the thought was proving itself to be false.

"I dunno." Astrid sighed lightly, shifting a little as she winced. She'd been holding Ludi in her arms for a long time, and her back was starting to ache with stiffness. But the cat was obviously content to stay in the girl's embrace, only snuggling deeper into the Astrid's chest as the girl attempting to stretch away the tense feeling. Scowling down at the animal for a heartbeat, she took a deep breath before going on. "I'm sure they'll be back soon." She offered, giving Hiccup a small smile which she hoped would help to calm him down. But he only puffed out his cheeks, putting his hands on his hips with a small shake of the head. "They know how important this is." She pressed. "They wouldn't run off to do something if it wasn't important."

"I guess." Hiccup conceded a little reluctantly. "But-"

"_**Hiccup**_**!**" The high chirp announced the arrival of Shadowclaw as he charged forward, Leafdapple prancing behind him like a shadow. The two skirted around the other Night Furies around them, calling out a few greetings as they passed dragons that they knew. But both of the dragons' attention were trained on Hiccup and Astrid, and they didn't stop walking forward until they were placed in front of the couple. When he did, Shadowclaw tipped his head to the side quizzically, Hiccup already knowing his question even before he opened his mouth. "_**What's taking so long? Why aren't we leaving yet?**_"

Hiccup scoffed bad-temperedly, rolling his eyes. He was obviously getting a little bit more than furious. "I don't know!" He blustered, voice rising into an octave of sarcasm. "Why don't you go ask Mistyeyes? Or Toothless? Or Nightflight?" Shadowclaw opened his mouth to say something in response, but Hiccup cut him off at once, not giving him even a second to start speaking. "Oh wait!" He cried, throwing his arms up into the air. "They're not here!"

"Calm down." Astrid shushed at once, turning around and looking at him with a small hint of concern in her blue eyes. "You're starting to get a little on the hysterical side." Hiccup huffed again, looking like an angry child as he slapped his arms back down for the second time. He eyed Astrid with a soured look, stuffing his arms over his chest as he rocked restlessly on his feet. Astrid's features softened at once as she took in the worried form of her Viking, and she gave out a small grin. "It'll be fine." She assured him, her voice leaving its hard edge quickly. "They'll turn up before the sun can even move another inch across the sky."

But even as she said the words, a pang of worry shook her. Already, the sun was high in the sky; it wouldn't be long before it would start to set. And traveling at night did little to help the discomfort of the journey that was pressing in on Astrid. She knew already that she would be expected to guide Nightflight in her flying, since the dragon could barely do it on her own. And while the other dragons around them would be able to see clearly in the dark, it would get certainly get to the point where she wouldn't be able to see an inch in front of her nose. And when that happened, she would be nothing but heavy burden on her back, useless to help in any way, shape, or form.

She pushed down the niggling doubts, taking a deep breath to steady herself. She couldn't think about it too much, otherwise she would probably combust spontaneously. After all, everything else was so crazy right now, surely it wouldn't get any crazier if she just suddenly burst into flames. And her inability to understand Shadowclaw wasn't helping her worries at all. She had come to terms with the fact that she was missing a lot of vital information because she lack the skill that Hiccup had. And while the boy was usually really good with translating, sometimes, like this time, it slipped his mind. "_**I think I Nightflight leaving through one of the tunnels. I think it was over there.**_" He jerked his head over to the side, Hiccup turning to follow his gaze with a worried look. Astrid looked after it too, but her gaze was crowded with confusion and frustration. "_**Nightflight might be with them.**_"

"Hopefully." Hiccup sighed, answering a question that went unnoticed by Astrid. "B-But what were they even doing in the first place?" He asked, concern spiking up a little bit more at the question. "What was Nightflight doing?" His eyes clouded over, the boy ducking his head close to his chest. His left hand balled into a fist, and he glanced over at Astrid, who eyed him with deep concern. "…I'd hate for anything to happen to her." He said lowly, the words barely reaching the girl's ears even though she was right beside him.

She shifted, moving Ludi so that the cat was in a more comfortable position for her. But obviously the cat was jarred, growling as she voiced her detest for her new perch. She scrambled, trying to get back down to where she was before, but Astrid only tightened her grip, ignoring her shrieks with a deaf ear. "I notice that you and her have gotten very close." She commented, tilting her head as she surveyed the boy's reaction to her words. But he barely even blinked an eye at her words, mouth only setting into a small, silent line. "…How come?" She prompted when he didn't reply.

He just shrugged, straightening a little self-consciously. "Why wouldn't I?"

"Because she caused a lot of problems for you?" Astrid laughed, eyes glinting with a hint of humor. Hiccup rolled his eyes at her, and the girl's laughter trickled away. "I guess I already know the answer, though." She concluded, eyes softening as she jabbed Hiccup in the side with her free elbow. He jerked at the contact, wincing with a very put-out look as he rubbed the injury. But the movement only made Astrid smile more. "Aw, c'mon." She laughed. "Lighten up. Actually, I think it's really sweet that you would forgive her like that."

"It's what everyone should do."

"Well, yeah, but you have more heartache than most people do when it comes to her." She pointed out. Off to the side, Shadowclaw had sat down, ears flicking a little awkwardly as he listened to their conversation. Leafdapple had stayed standing, intelligent green eyes not missing a single word in their exchanges. But suddenly she stiffened, perking instantly as she looked off to the side. The movement went unnoticed by the pair, but Shadowclaw blinked, turning around and eyeing the female a little oddly.

"Doesn't matter." Hiccup sighed a little carelessly, leaning over and patting Ludi absent-mindedly.

Astrid hummed in response, shrugging listlessly as she silently agreed. She was just glad that she had managed to get Hiccup's attention over to her; it always ended up infuriating her when he had long conversations with dragons without translating for her. It didn't happen very often, but when it did, the blonde couldn't help but feel very left-out. It made her feel like she wasn't a part of this cause, that she was just off the side watching because she was too incompetent to try and help. As the thought flickered across her mind, she deflated, a strike of sadness lashing itself across her face.

Hiccup noticed the sudden change in mood, perking immediately as his worries seemed to wash away. He turned, looking at her with a sudden look of alarm. "Hey, what's wrong?" He asked at once, leaning over and putting a comforting hand on her shoulder. His touch was light and warm, something that would have caused Astrid to brighten. But she only shrugged, refusing to look at him.

Hiccup glanced over at Shadowclaw and Leafdapple, but they were both busy. They had gotten to their feet, eyes inquisitive as they looked out over the crowd. They were preoccupied, even if Hiccup didn't know for sure why. Clearing his throat, he waited for them to notice. But they were too transfixed on their target of watching, so Hiccup decided that they wouldn't hear him and Astrid talking. Or hopefully they wouldn't, he thought with a scowl.

"What's wrong?" He prodded, blinking with a rather worried stare as he poked Astrid's arm. The girl didn't react, choosing to behave like a child as she pretended she hadn't heard him. Glare deepening, Hiccup leaned over and poked her in the side of the head. Still nothing. He poked her head harder, finger bending backwards almost painfully as he jabbed it forward.

Immediately, Astrid let out a curse, head being knocked over to the side. "Hiccup!" She spat crossly, flaring up with anger as she whipped around, glaring daggers at the boy. "What's your problem?"

"Nothing. Just that you won't tell me what _your _problem is." He pointed out.

She let out a gusty sigh, throwing a glare over her shoulder at the boy. But she answered his question, shifting from foot to foot as she relented rather quickly. "It's not that it's a problem." She sighed, shoulders drooping at her sides as she gave a little shrug. "It's just that…" Her blue eyes flickered over to Shadowclaw and Leafdapple, a flash of regret in their depths. "I wish I could be able to hear the dragons like you do. Sometimes it feels like I'm not a part of the group. You know, because I can miss so much."

Hiccup straightened, blinking with a small hint of surprise at the complaint. Whatever he had thought was bothering Astrid, it clearly had not been this. Nevertheless, he recovered quickly. "Astrid, I didn't realize that it bothered you so much." The girl replied by giving out yet another shrug. Hiccup broke off, expression clouding over as he began to think. "Well…I mean-"

"What?"

Hiccup hesitated a moment. _I hope this doesn't back-fire on me. _"Well, remember when we couldn't find Nightflight before we started to fly for the dragons?" Astrid nodded, perking with interest. "I found her a ways away with Ludi. She was trying to cast the same spell on Ludi as she did with me, to make her understand dragons, you know?"

"Why Ludi?" Astrid asked, eyeing the cat oddly.

Hiccup waved off her question, not pausing to answer it. "She was trying to make sure that she still remembered how to do it. She wants to be able to cast the same spell on everyone else when we get back to Berk." He felt really stupid calling it a spell. But what else was he supposed to call it? He would ask Nightflight about it later, he decided. He felt like he was in some sort of fantasy fairytale whenever he said the word. It really put a damper on things. "So that she can tell her side of the story and apologize to everyone."

"But she doesn't remember how to do it." Astrid concluded.

"She didn't have the chance to test a person that could reply to her properly." Hiccup corrected. "Doing it on Ludi would be pointless, considering she's a _cat_." Ludi spat in his direction, ears flattened to her head with indignation. Ignoring her swiftly, Hiccup went on. "If you really want to understand dragons, we could probably get Nightflight to try again. But on you this time. That way, if it turns out to work, you'll be able to catch up on anything you think you're missing."

Astrid didn't reply for a moment, staring at Hiccup with a slightly blank look as she thought over the words. Her face was creased over with thought, and the Viking could almost picture the possible pros and cons rushing through her mind. But she didn't get a chance to speak before: "_**Mistyeyes! Toothless! Nightflight!**_" The loud yip caused both teens to turn at once, Hiccup looking excited while Astrid looked a little anxious.

Sure enough, the trio of dragons were slinking through the crowd, walking briskly until they were closer to Hiccup and Astrid. Hiccup's eyes narrowed as he took them all in. Nightflight looked as if she were a little disappointed, Mistyeyes flashing the female a worried look every so often. Toothless looked angry and irritated, a combination he was unfortunately common with him by now. His wings twitched at his sides, like he was anxious to be off, and his steps were a little heavier than they were normally. "What's wrong?" Hiccup asked immediately.

Mistyeyes was first to answer, cutting off Toothless as the dragon opened his mouth with a very furious expression. She swept her tail forward, clamping it tightly over the male's mouth before he could start yelling. He flashed her a sour look, green orbs flashing with anger. But Mistyeyes's attention was fixed squarely on Hiccup. "We all went to the far end of the cave." She explained, looking a little guilty suddenly, as if she just realized how long they had been. "We all figured that we would go to the dragons that had refused our offer before and try to get their minds to change. We figured they deserved a second chance."

Hiccup let out a slow sigh. "Why did you think that was a good idea?" He asked, surprising Mistyeyes as she blinked rapidly. "I mean- it was a good thought, and you guys weren't in the wrong in doing anything. But you had no idea how those dragons would have reacted. They could have attacked you. And then, best case scenario, you guys would have had to fly with injuries!" He turned, pointing out of the cave and towards the sky. "We're already late, we can't afford any more delays."

Mistyeyes's ears flattened to her head. "Sorry, Hiccup." She sighed ruefully.

"It's fine." Hiccup huffed in response, still looked a little frustrated as he took in them all standing together. "At least none of that happened." He paused, then: "So I'm guessing that none of the dragons took your second chance?" Nightflight shook her head slowly, shoulders hunched forward a little more as she answered. Hiccup sighed, hands going up on his hips as he became quiet for a moment. But then he pushed the thought away, grumbling under his breath as he forced himself off the subject of yet another failure. He couldn't get every single dragon on his side, he was bound to know that by now. But still, the thought of leaving behind a section of the Night Furies rubbed his skin the wrong way.

"Alright then." He said, suddenly growing intensely nervous. "…I guess…it's time to go." He turned over and looked at Astrid to see his own worry reflected there. The shock of their task was now slapping them in the face, and Hiccup had to take a steadying breath before he did anything more. "Alright, are you guys ready?" He asked, addressing the dragons know as he looked back to them.

Shadowclaw sat up at once, eyes lighting up like the moon. Obviously he thought nothing bad could possibly come out of the end of their quest, his tail curling up into a tight coil as he beamed. Leafdapple looked almost as excited, though there was obviously a hint of doubt in her as well. Mistyeyes had a determined air around her, and she looked more than ready to tackle whatever lay ahead. Toothless stepped a little bit closer to the female, eyes narrowing almost angrily as his claws slid out of their sheathes. Nightflight stayed the way she was though: reserved, but not looking weak. She merely stood still, blind eyes staring straight at Hiccup as she flicked the tip of her tail.

"…Alright then." Hiccup said softly, clearing his throat as he turned over to Toothless. "C'mon, then." He called over, reaching out expectantly. Toothless straightened for a moment, looking confused. But then he realized, going over and crouching down in front of Hiccup invitingly. The boy slung himself over the saddle, Toothless stretching up to full height so that Hiccup could have a little more leverage.

Looking out over the Night Furies, Hiccup could see a few gazes going over to train curiously on him, but most hadn't noticed his new standpoint. They were still busy talking or running about in the crowd. He tried clearing his throat a little louder, in hopes that the sound would bounce around the walls and be amplified enough to catch stares. But still, only a few eyes. "Toothless, help me out a little bit." Hiccup asked, not exactly wanting to scream for everyone to pay attention to him.

"Sure." Toothless agreed instantly, a little bit of mischief coming into his eyes. Hiccup stiffened at the look, flaring up immediately. But Toothless was acting before he could say anything, sucking in a deep breath. It held the same whooshing noise that Hiccup was painfully familiar to.

"Toothless, please don't." He sighed wearily.

Toothless didn't answer him, drawing himself up before letting out his breath in a huge gust of wind. "Alright, fine." Hiccup growled angrily, posture stooping forward as he glared after the blast. "Okay, let's do that." A purple flare shot forward, shooting out over the crowd and exploding near the back in a shower of sparks. Hiccup deadpanned watching the flame, allowing himself a small hint of relief at the fact that it didn't smash into any cave walls. If it had, it might have caused the whole cave to collapse on itself. But then again, Toothless would never be so foolish as to let something like that happen. But even if he knew what he was doing, it was still a little risky. And all to just call attention to themselves.

Well, at least it worked. And worked was an understatement. Every single pair of eyes were trained on the group at the front now, the roar of conversation coming to an abrupt halt at once. Nobody spoke, and nobody moved as they stared expectantly at Hiccup. Some even held a trace of surprised fear in their eyes, and Hiccup winced. He hadn't meant to frighten them; that was the last thing he would have wanted. "…Hi." He began a little awkwardly, shifting uneasily on Toothless's saddle. His dragon responded with a sharp growl, glaring up at the boy a little bad-temperedly. "Sorry." Hiccup hissed down at him. "It wasn't my fault you nearly _destroyed _the cave."

"I didn't _destroy _it." Toothless snapped. "I merely grazed it."

"You're insufferable."

"I-"

"Alright then!" Mistyeyes called, kinking her tail over her back as she paced forward. At the sound of her voice, everyone turned to her, eyes flashing in the light that streamed in from outside. The female had their undivided attention now, Nightflight twitching a little irritably at the fact. But the movement went unnoticed by most; everyone was too focused in on Mistyeyes now. "Now, if you will all listen in, we'll be able to take off pretty soon!"

A ripple of excitement passed over the crowd, and Mistyeyes could see a few dragons already leaping to their feet. At least they weren't as scared as they were, she reflected quietly. Which was good, of course. But Toothless's words rang in her head like an echo. _What if it doesn't hold? _She shook her head mentally, clearing her thoughts as best she could manage. "Well, this is what we were thinking." She turned fully, surveying the crowd with a trained eye. "Dragons with younglings will travel nearest to the middle. Whether or not the youngling are flying on their own, or clinging to your backs, you all need to be in the center. That way, if something goes wrong, you'll have help immediately. Same with elders or those who are getting older."

She flicked her tail, thoughts running like ants through her mind. "Those who are fittest will have two choices on where to fly. You can either make a circle around the elders or the parents, so that you can help them if they need it. Or you can fly near the edges, so that you can look out for everyone but also look out for danger or nearby islands to rest on for the night." A few dragons looked confused at the set of directions, glances exchanged here and there as mummers floated around the cavern.

Hiccup caught the looks, eyes slightly narrowing. "Don't forget," He called out, getting over his bout of nerves as his voice rang out over the stones and rocks. "we're all in this together now. Nobody gets left behind, and nobody gets forgotten. We're going to travel as one, or not at all. So that means if even the smallest hatchling falls or loses ground, we lose it too. Is that understood?" Mistyeyes turned at this, blinking with faint surprise at the powerful tone in the boy's voice.

It used to be that it wasn't common for Hiccup to show the fact that he was going to be chief one day. If the scene ever occurred, it was usually short or a little held-back. But nowadays, it seemed to be as if he were embracing that side of him. He held an air of authority much like Mistyeyes used to have, and she realized that she felt a small flash of respect for him now. Of course, she always appreciated him. But she never really stopped to think about how much he had grown. The first time she had seen him, he'd seemed very small, crouching in the snow as he cowered behind the aggressive Toothless, allowing him to protect him. Now, Hiccup had proved to be able to take care of himself. He was stronger and brighter, green eyes filled to the brim with intelligence and strength. It almost wasn't the same boy.

When the dragons nodded in agreement with his words, Hiccup nodded once. "Alright." He said firmly, patting Toothless's side. The dragon responded to the touch, turning around and starting out from the cave's entrance. Hiccup glanced back over his shoulder, realizing that the others hadn't caught on. "Let's go down to the shore." He called back to them. "Then we can really focus on our arrangement. I wanna make sure that it's well-known before we take off!"

At once, the cavern burst with activity. Friends turned to one another, wide-eyed and excited. Conversations burst out like a blast of thunder, and some dragons immediately shot into the air, pelting out of the cave like they were on fire. Mistyeyes watch with a clouded gaze, tail drooping slightly as her ears flattened. A voice by her ear startled her, the female stiffening at once as she whirled around. Nightflight stood close to her shoulder, Mistyeyes hadn't even noticed the dragoness approaching. "Why are you so disappointed?" She asked, tipping her head to the side.

The pale dragon blanched, eyes wide as she stared blankly at the blinded dragoness. Her mouth was halfway open, but words refused to grace her tongue, or even begin to form at all. Part of it was because Mistyeyes was so surprised that Nightflight was actually starting the conversation. Usually when Mistyeyes was even around her, the female immediately soured. She would slowly morph into that of a rain cloud, and she would proceed to look out for someone to rain on. So for Nightflight to come right up to her and begin their exchanged was odd.

But she knew that wasn't the whole reason for her inability to reply. The question was a hard one at best, and she didn't know how to reply to it. After all, she didn't really know the answer to the question either. Toothless had planted the seedling of doubt in her mind, and now she was letting it grow without knowing. She knew these dragons, she had grown up with them after all. She knew that they were easy to influence, but she also knew that they would stick with what was given to them. They weren't mindless, they could think for themselves. They weren't just following for the sake of following. They truly thought this must be the right choice.

So why was she so worried about it?

"…Disappointed?" She repeated, stalling. She glanced over at the crowd, blinking slowly at their enthusiasm and excitement. Nearly every dragon had either left the cave, or in the middle of leaving. Shadowclaw and Leafdapple were nowhere to be seen, and Astrid stood tensely by Nightflight's side, waiting with an anxious look. Her blue eyes were clouded with confusion and also a strong amount of anger at the same time. She almost looked the same as Mistyeyes felt. The pale dragon turned back to Nightflight. "I'm not disappointed."

Nightflight's ear flicked. "A dragon a mile away could have heard your tail hit the ground."

"…Okay, so maybe I am a little." She confessed heavily, looking away and back over to the cavern. It was nearly empty now. It had been abandoned by the other dragons, and now displayed itself as an empty husk of something that once was great. How many times had Mistyeyes walked these tunnels? How many times had she played in the cave's depths. And now it was soon to be nothing more than a memory. "I thought…I thought when we finally accomplished what we set out to do…I thought I would feel happy."

"And you don't?" Nightflight questioned.

"Happy doesn't really describe what I'm feeling." Mistyeyes mumbled, sitting down with a heavy thump on the ground. She looked down, studying her paws and flexing her claws in and out a little reflexively. "Maybe more like…anxious. Or…scared."

"It's natural. I'd be concerned if you _weren't _scared."

"But it's more than that." She pressed, beginning to feel a little exasperated. "I feel like we're missing something. A huge piece of information that we didn't notice before. And I feel like leaving now…so soon…we might…" She broke off a little guiltily, taking in a deep breath. "I shouldn't doubt them, but I do. And it just started right now. Toothless said something about it and now I can't stop wondering if he was right." She looked over to Nightflight, searching the female's blind gaze. "Are we right to do this? It's all happening so fast…what if-" She wasn't able to finish.

"It'll be fine." Nightflight assured her. "You need to think how you want to think. Not how someone else tells you to think. After all, you know what's best for yourself. If Toothless wants to be wary of everyone else around him, that's his problem, not your's." Mistyeyes blinked, looking a her a little differently now. "You can't worry about everyone, Mistyeyes. How about you just worry about yourself this time around? You're not responsible for everyone."

"I know, sometimes I just forget it." She huffed, looking away.

Nightflight stood up, drawing her tail forward and brushing her shoulder with it a little briskly. "C'mon." She said, already turning around so that Astrid could get on her back. "We're losing daylight, and since we took so long in getting here, we don't have a lot of it left."

"…I suppose." The pale dragon turned, following her. Astrid had slung herself across Nightflight's back, gripping the dragon tightly as they made for the exit. Mistyeyes hopped after, feeling a small twinge of nervousness at the fact that they were holding everyone back yet again. "I hope Hiccup isn't too mad." She sighed softly. "I'd hate to worry him even more."

"He'll be fine." Nightflight assured.

Mistyeyes hesitated at the mouth of the cave, stopping short as if her paws were rooted to the ground. She blinked, watching as Nightflight started down the rocks without a single care. How could she be so keen on leaving their home? Hesitating a moment, the female turned, twisting her head around too peer back into the cave. She had lived on Berk for a few months now, but there had always been that small little voice in the back of her mind that told her that she would one day come back to the cave.

And she had. But now the voice had died. She knew this was her last moment with her past life. Once they left here, they would never come back. Her home, and with it, all her memories, were having to be left behind. She turned back around, standing still in the chilly morning air as she peered into the black depths beyond. Each rock, stone, and crack held something important. But hopefully the place they were going would turn out to be the same. Hopefully Berk would be there, ready to hold more memories.

She ducked her head, letting a small smile grace her features as she stared into the cavern. "…Thanks." She whispered. "Thanks for everything. I won't forget."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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Mistyeyes paced swiftly beside Nightflight, ears perked attentively as she sniffed at the wind. It blew over the ocean, carrying with it the tang of salt. It made the air heavy with a certain amount of humidity, and Mistyeyes wondered silently whether or not it was going to rain again. She looked up at the sky, blue eyes flashing as she eyed the dark masses that were shrouding above. Rain wouldn't make their journey any easier; Thor knew that they could do with some luck right about now.

"You think it'll rain?" She asked, turning over to Nightflight with an interested look. But immediately, she wanted to snatch back the words, feeling a rush of embarrassment. She hadn't said anything to Nightflight since they had left the cave for the last time, and Nightflight had been just as silent. Mistyeyes had figured that dragoness would have wanted a bit of space, adopting the silent walk down to the beach. Up until now she was rigid on not trying to start a conversation with the obviously-irritable female. It slipped her mind, and now she was left wincing away like a wounded squirrel.

Nightflight's ear twitched, as if she were trying to swat away an annoying tic. Astrid sat perched on her back, the girl hunched over as she rested her elbows on the top of the Night Fury's head. Her blue eyes had been somewhat distant, but as Mistyeyes barked out, she jerked to attention. Astrid was now watching them, expression unreadable from Mistyeyes's viewpoint. She thought she had detected a small hint of sorrow in the gaze of the Viking earlier on in their walk, and yet she knew that that couldn't possibly be right. Astrid was never sad, Astrid was tough.

Surprisingly, Nightflight spoke up. Mistyeyes's attention was immediately shifted back over to the black dragon, knowing that she was more attention-worthy right now. Whatever was bothering Astrid right now, no matter how confused and put-out it made Mistyeyes feel, she knew that she wouldn't be able to help. After all, Astrid couldn't understand them like Hiccup did. If she even tried to get it out of her, Astrid would just think she was barking nonsense out of her. There was no use trying to comfort a deaf ear, and Astrid's ear was deafest of them all.

"I dunno." Nightflight sighed breezily, lifting her snout into the air and copying Mistyeyes as she gave a few experimental snuffles. Mistyeyes tensed, realizing a little too late that Nightflight wouldn't be able to see the clouds rolling in from the horizon. She wondered whether or not the dragon would flash out a sarcastic remark over the accidental jab, but if Nightflight noticed the slip-up, she gave no heed. She merely smelled the air a few more heartbeats more before finally drawing back to glance over in Mistyeyes's general direction. "Smells like rain." She commented, voice somewhat distant.

Mistyeyes let out a groan of disapproval, a small growl rumbling in the back of her throat at the notion of another downpour. It'd be raining these past few days, she had been hoping with all her heart that it would come to a stop today. After all, they were just about to leave on this huge journey, and she didn't even want to imagine how difficult things could get during a storm. The clouds had been unloading for longer than she'd like to picture, why couldn't they just give them these next few days of traveling? "Figures." She scoffed, voicing her irritation aloud. "The universe just can't give us a single break, can it?"

Nightflight shrugged as she walked along, tail whisking quickly along the ground. "I wouldn't be too worried." She offered. Up ahead, the rumbling of voices caught Mistyeyes's ear, and it dawned on her that they had come a long way. It felt like they had left the cavern only moments before, and yet they were almost to the meeting place. "After all that the Night Furies have done with deciding whether or not to leave…I don't think a small little storm would be enough to stop them."

Mistyeyes hummed agreement, unable to find anything but logic and thought in the dragon's voice. And yet the clouds hanging over them were a sickly shade of gray, and the pale dragon had to fight back a small shiver of foreboding. It looked like it held promise for a nasty gale, and even Nightflight's words couldn't put too much comfort into her heart. "Still. Let's just hope we can beat it out of here." She grumbled, words so soft she wondered if Nightflight had heard her.

But the black dragon gave a small nod, showing that she had heard the wish clear as day. She veered suddenly, skirting over to the side and weaving back to Mistyeyes's side, quick as a fish. Dodging around a fallen tree, Nightflight slipped around it as easily as if she could see it right in front of her nose. Mistyeyes stiffened at the skillful movement, surprise and admiration flashing through her eyes as she hopped over the debris in their path. "You're getting good at that." She puffed when her feet hit the ground. She picked up the pace a little bit, increasing her strides as the voices ahead grew louder. The others would be missing them, she was sure.

"So you've told me already." Nightflight said dryly, sounding almost annoyed as she bounded ahead. Mistyeyes's eyes narrowed at the dismissive tone, opening her jaws to flash back a retort at the uncalled for reaction. But as the black dragoness darted ahead, the pale female could see that her tail was kinked lightly over her back, ears straight up as her steps lightened into a bounce. A smile crept over Mistyeyes's face as she bit back the words, flattening down to the ground as she charged after the other. However much Nightflight tried to act neutral or uncaring, Mistyeyes's comment had sent a thrill of satisfaction through her.

They burst through the ring of foliage in a flash, coming out into the open and immediately coming to a synchronized halt. The Night Furies that had been milling around like frightened bees before where now seated all together, ears perked and eyes intent as they looked out over the ocean. The tension of concentration and expectance was thick in the air, adding to the weight of humidity and making it almost hard to walk straight. Every single dragon was ready and waiting, Mistyeyes catching on that they were all in the exact spots Hiccup had mentioned. The strongest circled around, and those who were old, expecting, or having a youngling in their wings were tightly knitted in the center.

Only the younglings yipped with happiness, jumping up and down with excitement as they got under everyone's' paws. Other than them and the mothers, who were trying to calm them down, the place was silent except for the mummer of planning. The group of dragons had changed from what they were in the cave; the dragons back then had been riled and impatient, itching to be off and hating the wait. Now they were ready to stop and listen, the full weight of their responsibility having now firmly settled itself on their shoulders.

Mistyeyes craned her neck, trying to spot Toothless in the crowd. He would probably be up towards the front with Hiccup and the others. _Do you see this change as well as I do? _She wondered dimly, instantly regretting her brief bout of worry and fear over possible traitorous actions from their group. Toothless had planted the seed in her mind, he had been the first to worry over something such as double-crossing. _Do you still think they're not fully on board yet? Or are you willing to give them another chance? Can't you see how firmly they believe in us now? _She shook her head slowly to herself, eyes flashing with something of regret. _How can we ask them to have faith in us if we don't do the same for them? _

Hiccup's voice traveled through another blast of wind from the ocean, Mistyeyes turning instantly to see where it had come from. The teen was leaning against Toothless's shoulder, eyes scanning the crowd a million times over. His eyes were riddled with concentration and thought, it was obvious that he was mindful of the possibly-short time span they would have before the rain came. Any hope of beating the storm would be to leave ahead of it. His mouth was moving, mouthing out numbers as he counted and re-counted the numbers that were laid out in front of him.

His expression was that of worry, and Mistyeyes gave a sigh, already knowing what he would say next. She turned, tapping Nightflight's side with the tip of her tail as she parted to go towards the boy. Nightflight started at the touch, turning after the tap and heading after the sound of Mistyeyes's paw steps. "C'mon." The gray female purred, feeling a flash of amusement despite the tense atmosphere around them. "He's going to freak out unless we go over to him. He's probably already lost control of himself." By the look on Toothless's face, the dragon was a little bit more than frustrated. Shadowclaw and Leafdapple were sitting side-by-side, glancing at each other every now and then as Hiccup continued to rant.

As they got closer, words slowly separated into a more sensible script, Mistyeyes almost able to concern one word from the other as they got nearer. "…ridiculous." He was growling, arms crossing over his chest as he glared over the heads in front of him. He looked like a child that was being refused to play with, angry and resentful as his lower lip stuck out into a sort of pout. "Where do they go thinking that they can do this? They've already been late before, and now they're doing it again. Can't they see the sky? It's going to rain! Did you hear me Toothless, it's going to _rain_!"

"I heard ya." Toothless sighed lightly.

But Hiccup was far from listening. "Obviously they can't see it where they are, so they must still be in the cave. This is going to set us so far back…can we even leave today? We're going to get stopped because Mistyeyes and Nightflight wandered off and we can't find them! The whole operation is in shambles! I don't know what they expect me to do! I can't even try and picture what they think is more important than being here and leaving on time! This is a disaster!"

"Maybe they-" Leafdapple tried.

But Hiccup cut through her words, probably doing the same as he had with Toothless as he completely ignored her. His green eyes had strayed off to the side, widening out as he caught sight of Nightflight and Mistyeyes loping over towards their clustered group. A look of shock flittered over his face, and Mistyeyes winced as it slowly replaced itself with anger. And as the two of them got closer, Hiccup stamped his foot into the ground over and over, spelling out a tempo of fury and impatience. The other dragons looked up, gazes almost apologetic, as if they knew how Hiccup was right now and knew they wouldn't get off so easily for being late a second time.

No sooner than they were five feet away from their friends, did Hiccup purse his lips tightly, like he always did when he got angry. His eyes narrowed into an angered glare, and Mistyeyes's scales itched as the gazes of the waiting dragons burned through them. They had an audience a ways away, and Mistyeyes hoped that Hiccup wouldn't forget that. "Where have you been?" The Viking demanded, throwing his arms out in an exaggerated performance of dismay. Mistyeyes opened her mouth to answer the question, but Hiccup didn't give her the chance. "We've been waiting! It's going to rain soon! We needed to get up into the sky, and you weren't here for us to leave! So why were you late?"

Nightflight spoke up first, the tip of her tail flicking in a comical manner. "Just planning our entrance." She said easily.

Hiccup deflated at this, angered look souring into a slightly more muted on. His green eyes still flashed as he glared at them, but at Nightflight's words, most of the edge was taken off. The blinded dragoness snickered at the response, rolling her scarred eyes as she went over to poke him in the side. "Don't worry." She said, more seriously now as the soft edge of her voice hardened a little bit. "Mistyeyes just wanted to hang behind and say her last goodbyes to the cave." She turned, turning over in a neat sweep and sitting down on Shadowclaw's other side neatly. Astrid slid off her back, landing with a thud on the ground opposite the dragon. "I figured she might need someone with her when she did, so I lagged behind with her."

Mistyeyes blinked, her own surprise matching Hiccup's as the boy straightened somewhat. She hadn't realized that Nightflight wasn't just being polite in making sure that the last member of the group didn't get left behind. Leaving her home had been a special kind of heartache, she knew. But she hadn't realized how much having someone there had helped. If she was on her own, it might have taken her a year to leave her old haunts and memories. Nightflight had been the one to drag her out in the first place; had she known that Mistyeyes might have had trouble if she were to be on her own? The female wasn't showing any special pride in herself at her actions, she didn't have a lift in her voice, or a spring in her tail. She merely spoke casually, as if her and Mistyeyes had always been close friends. Not bitter rivals or soured dragons that inwardly raged over the other in jealousy.

Mistyeyes knew that things were going to change…it was just stunning her at how fast things were actually going.

Hiccup looked from one dragon to the other, as if coming to the conclusion that this was just something that couldn't be helped. Something that showed not a hindrance, but a success. And whether or not he was aware of what Nightflight was implying to Mistyeyes, he shook it off quicker than ever. He shook his head firmly, waving the thoughts away with a brisk flick of the hand. "Fine, okay." He said swiftly, going along and picking up where he surely had left off before he had seen that Nightflight and Mistyeyes had been missing.

"Well, we'd better get moving, then." Hiccup muttered, craning his neck as he looked up to the sky. He had no need to screw his eyes shut against the light of the sun, for it was hidden away by mounds and mounds of dark gray overcast. "The rain will come any minute, and we need to get as far as we can before we're forced to find shelter. I just hope another island will come along before too long; we can't go far in bad weather." He paused a moment, mulling over the words with a worried grimace before turning to the close knit of Night Furies around him.

"Shadowclaw, Leafdapple, you two will take the back of the group." The two smaller dragons straightened at the order, Leafdapple's eyes shining with eagerness as she looked at Hiccup. She was the newest in their group -added in thanks to Shadowclaw- and she was no doubt ready and willing to do anything to prove herself to Hiccup. Something like this would be just what she needed, and Mistyeyes wondered if Hiccup knew that as well as she did. "Make sure there are no stragglers, and if there are, do whatever you can to help them along. If it's a severe problem, send a messenger up to the front where me and Toothless will be. We'll figure something out then." The pair leapt to their feet, dipping their heads in a polite gesture to show that they understood. But when they glanced at once another, their eyes sparkled with excitement, and Mistyeyes didn't mistake the happy skip in their steps as they hared off for the back of the travelers.

Hiccup sighed, part amusement and part exasperation as he turned to address the others. Mistyeyes purred, settling herself down beside Toothless as she leaned over ever so slightly, putting her head so that it rested neatly against his shoulder. The male's tail curled at the movement, but he didn't turn down to look at her. His green eyes were glued intently on his human, and Mistyeyes copied him as she did the same. Hiccup had grabbed Astrid's hand, pulling her closer as he looked at her importantly. The dragon's eyes clouded with confusion as she saw the same weird look on Astrid's face. The girl stilled looked put-out, looking tired and overly worn as she stood dejectedly at Hiccup's side.

Something was wrong obviously. But what? Did Hiccup not notice?

But the dragon saw Hiccup glance over between Astrid and Nightflight, as if thinking over something in his hyperactive brain of his. Had the dragon and the human go through some kind of falling out? She didn't think so; the pair had been together all the way down here from the cave, and they barely even showed a hint of anger towards the other. Was it something other than a problem? Something that Nightflight could help solve? Or something Astrid could help solve but didn't want to? It was a mystery to Mistyeyes, and she had to force herself out of dwelling on it in fear of a headache.

"Astrid and Nightflight, you'll be up near the front with me and Toothless. That way Astrid, you can help me scope out the fastest way back to Berk." The blonde nodded at this, crossing her arms tightly over her chest as she looked away. Hiccup hesitated at the movement, eyes flashing, but he swept by it quickly, shaking himself as he went over to Mistyeyes. The pale dragon perked importantly at this, leaning away again from Toothless so that she could sit up by herself.

"Mistyeyes, you'll sweep the edge every so often and make sure there are no drifters. Younglings just learning how to fly are going to be flapping around, and we need to make sure that they don't fly off-course. It'll be their mothers' job to corral them back, but we need you there to make sure they do it properly. It'll be a little bit more tiring, but you're one of the best fliers here, so it shouldn't be too big of a problem for you."

Her chest swelled at the hidden praise, and Mistyeyes hoped that Nightflight didn't notice. The last thing she needed from the female was another flare of jealousy to come from her. But Nightflight was busy lowering herself down so that Astrid could scramble onto her back. Mistyeyes felt a flash of guilt at the way she couldn't seem to keep worrying over Nightflight, but she brushed the thought away. Instead, she nodded to Hiccup, turning and poked her muzzle affectionately into Toothless's side, and spun around. She looped around to the side of the group, calling out greetings and 'Good Mornings' as she flashed past.

Ahead, Hiccup was calling the Night Furies together, Mistyeyes watching as they all stretched out their wings as he snapped them to attention. Feeling a rush of fright at being the last one to take off, Mistyeyes pushed herself faster as she made for the far edge of the group. Youngling whined loudly as their mothers fussed over them, correcting their take-off positions frantically as they became somewhat nit-picky. Mistyeyes could feel the flashes of indignation from the smaller Night Furies at the fuss, but she prayed that the mothers knew what they were doing. If a youngling went down along the way, she didn't know how things would bode. Not well, she could guess.

Finally skidding to a stop in her spot, Mistyeyes whirled around, puffing from her run already as she craned her neck once more. Hiccup had already strapped himself to Toothless, Nightflight and Astrid standing at their shoulders like a shadow. She could see that Hiccup was tense where he perched, and Mistyeyes knew that they were mere seconds away from leaving the island for good. The clouds overhead pushed down on them, and Mistyeyes felt a choking sensation underneath their black depths. The other dragons around her were tense, but not frightened or worried. Their eyes were full of trust and steadiness as they stared up at Hiccup, only a few reptiles glancing this way and that with clouded eyes. Flexing her muscles carefully, Mistyeyes took a deep breath, watching as Hiccup raised his left hand high into the air.

The others seemed to realize what this was, wings stretching out at once around Mistyeyes. Dragons lowered themselves down to position, and the pale dragon stumbled after them, copying their movements with a rather surprised look. She guessed she forgot the speech and instructions that Hiccup had given, her and Nightflight had missed a lot of important things. Feeling a flash of regret and hoping that the dragon wasn't too lost because of her, Mistyeyes gathered under herself before launching into the air.

Like a rising tide, the others followed suit, their wings catching the sea breeze at once as they angled themselves forward. With the aid of the stormy winds blowing towards them, the travelers swooped up high into the air, taking it rather slow at first. Through the masses of Night Furies, Mistyeyes caught a glimpse of Hiccup. The teenager was twisted around in his saddle, green eyes narrowed as he pointed this way and that, calling out helpful tips or telling others to move into gaps in the circle. The dragons followed his advice quickly, swerving to the side or propping up others.

Glancing over her shoulder, she could see that Shadowclaw and Leafdapple were taking their job rather seriously. The pair were sweeping in and out of the protective circle, righting others and pushing others to the side so that they were flying accordingly. Figuring that she might as well try to take her job just as seriously, Mistyeyes turned her attention over to the mothers and their younglings. Those who were old enough to understand could fix their flight pattern, but the younglings were just starting out wouldn't be able to tell up from down at first. Her center of concern should rest there.

And besides, with the way the clouds were getting worse, there was no telling how dark it could get. It was already pretty dim around, and if it got any darker, she was sure that a few mothers would lose contact with their young ones.

Her concerns were broken up though, a sudden presence by her side catching her attention to the side. A Night Fury suddenly swooped forward, taking place beside her as he looked her way. He had bright blue eyes, his scales a mixed color of gray and white. She stared at him for a moment, floundering for a name before she could finally place it. _Clear something. I remember him, right? Clear something, Clear something, Clear something. _Blanching a moment, she gave him a tentative smile. "Hello there." She said politely, tensing as she heard a small drone of thunder in the distance.

The male blinked, studying her for a close moment or two before attempting the expression. His grin was sloppy and messy, a smile that caused Mistyeyes's to only grow wider. Her attention was fixed fully on him now, his name flashing through her mind like a shooting star. _Clearsky_. He was a little bit younger than her, though not by much. She had distant memories of the multi-colored male, things like training or flying for the first time. Maybe he was younger than her by a mere few months.

Nevertheless, he obviously remembered her. Which was per the norm, she guessed. Who _wouldn't _remember _any _of them right about now? "Mistyeyes, right?" He asked, though by his tone, he was more than aware of which dragon she was. The female smiled once more at her name, giving a nod of recognition towards him. "I'm Clearsky." He introduced himself, confirming her suspicions. "I don't know whether or not you'd remember me. I think we trained together. For a little while, at least."

"I remember." Mistyeyes assured him quickly, not mentioning how vague the memories were.

"Uh, I just wanted to say hello." He said awkwardly, glancing around at the other dragons around them. But none of them were paying special attention to them, focusing on which way they were going and what Hiccup was saying so that they wouldn't get lost. "I thought it was weird that I never made a point to speak to you before, so I figured I would just come over here. For old time's sake, you know." He said the point in a laughing manner, and Mistyeyes allowed herself a small laugh along with him.

She was glad he wasn't serious, she was getting rather tired of having people look up to her. Funny, since she would have killed for the admiration just months before now. She used to live for the feeling of stares on her scales, or the way that dragons dipped their head to her as she passed. But now it just made her feel uncomfortable. She was much more at ease when she was with Hiccup and the others, lounging around or joking with one another. The life of a leader was something she was exceptionally good at…but as time went on she was slowly realizing that it might not be the way she wanted to go anymore.

And hopefully when they got to Berk, she could put the role of leader behind her permanently. Her as well as Nightflight. The Night Furies wouldn't need a leader where they were going, and they never would. The thought was comforting, and she allowed herself a small breath of relief. If everything went calmly today, and the rest that followed, they would be on a perfect track.

"Oh, I was just coming over here to offer something." Clearsky went on, rousing her from her thoughts. She turned over, blinking rapidly as she titled her head to the side. The male shrugged, turning over and jerking his muzzle over to the other end of the group. "I could keep watch over on the other side if you want. I heard what Hiccup said to you, and I figured you might need some help. Even if you're a good flyer, I mean. I can cover the other side while you cover this one."

"Oh." She said, pleasant surprise flickering through her eyes. "That would really-"

"**Amber**!"

The shriek split the air like a thunderclap, Mistyeyes immediately jerking with surprise and horror at the amount of fear in the scream. Whipping around, Mistyeyes was suddenly buffeted over by a strong gust of wind, the sudden blow causing her to tumble backwards in a whirl. She forced her wings out stiffly, righting herself at once as she snapped her blue eyes back open. She spun wildly, trying to find the source of the shout. Her blue eyes landed on it at once, and the situation was registered almost at once.

Unlike the other strong fliers, one of the younglings hadn't been able to catch themselves before the wind came. Like a leaf caught in a whirl of air, a young female shrieked with fear as she plummeted towards the ocean far below. Her paws flailed wildly, trying to find some kind of purchase as the wind smacked her this way and that. She was falling at a million miles and hour, and for a moment Mistyeyes was frozen to the spot. But then she gasped sharply, breath catching as she threw herself forward. "**Someone save her**!" She yelled, the wind snatching away her voice as she streaked down for the small bundle.

Toothless and Hiccup were fighting their way through, trying to slip by the other Night Furies who were trying to get to the child. But there were too many, and all they did was get in each other's way. The youngling was falling fast, and Mistyeyes could see that it was barely old enough to walk, much less fly. Shadowclaw had been nearly twice this one's age when he flew to Berk, and he barely managed it himself back then. The mother must have been out of her mind to try and get this little scrap into the air by herself.

Eyes watering as the wind blasted against her, Mistyeyes swooped up and over the dragons that got in way, heartbeat racing in her ears as she raced against time, which was gradually slipping away from her. The frightened youngling looked at her with wide eyes, jaws gaped open in a silent wail as she seemed to lose the ability to voice her fright. She was breathless with fear, and Mistyeyes knew that she only had a little bit of time. The ocean was getting too close, she wouldn't be able to save her.

"It's too fast." She whispered, voice breathless against her windpipe. She started to flounder, swerving and whipping past others who got in her way. "I'm not fast enough." Clearsky raced beside her, glancing over at her with a frightened look as he caught her words. A dead weight went down much faster than someone trying to get down there, she realized. Though the smaller dragon was lighter than her, she wasn't able to try and keep herself afloat in the air. She was way too fast for her, and Mistyeyes's wings slowed down numbly as she knew it was a lost cause.

"Too fast…" She whispered softly, eyes round with grief as she watched the youngling.

The mother let out another cry, trying to race down to her daughter. "**Amber**!"

Mistyeyes closed her eyes, flinching at once as she braced herself for the deadly splash. A fall like that would kill a youngling on impact. But suddenly a flash of black whirled past her, the dragon's eyes snapping open as a rush of air flew by her. Toothless and Hiccup shot by, fast as a blast from a cannon as they spiraled down towards the ocean. Mistyeyes leaned forward, eyes widening as she shook her head fast. They'd kill themselves in the process; there was no way they could reach her before the ocean did!

Hiccup tore himself off from Toothless's saddle as he stood, green eyes flickering up to Astrid, where she and Nightflight were hovering in midair. The girl had shaken her attitude from before, eyes round with horror as they tracked her Viking carefully. Hiccup nodded once at her, as if making a promise. "Don't be stupid." Mistyeyes whispered, watching as Toothless changed the angle so that they were flying straight forward. Amber was just about to hit the water, they would have no chance. What would they do if Hiccup got injured? Or worse?

Gathering himself up for a moment, Hiccup crouched, the other Night Furies immediately screeching to a halt as the boy launched himself off of Toothless's back. His arms reached forward, wrapping tightly around Amber's body as he held the female tightly over the stomach. He flipped around as he threw his weight to the side, making it so that he took the full impact of the water as he went over to land on his back. Toothless made an attempt to grab them up before either of them could hit the water, as if regretting their plan as soon as Hiccup had jumped off.

But they both disappeared underneath the water with a might slap, sinking underneath the waves in less than a moment. The choppy waters that came along with the storms was enough to shock Mistyeyes where she hovered, just imagining the difficulty in maneuvering the tides. She broke away from Clearsky, veering down and going down to be beside Toothless. The male was readying himself to dash into the water after them, but she held him back firmly as she skidded beside him. "Stop." She whispered, blue eyes intently scanned the water as she tried to remember how to breathe.

It could have been seconds, minutes, or hours. But eventually, bubbles formed on the surface of the water, popping with a loud burst and signaling the arrival before it actually happened. Hiccup's head broke the surface soon after, the boy's eyes round with shock as he gasped in sharply, stomach heaving with the effort. He kicked out lopsidedly with his legs, unable to use them to tread water as he held the youngling in his arms tightly. He took care in making sure that her head was above the choppy waves, the baby wailing thinly as she continued to flounder.

At once, cheers and shrieks of relief rippled through the group. Mistyeyes was stunned, eyes large as she looked down at Hiccup. Toothless broke away from her, swooping down low and helping Hiccup back onto his perch he had before. "That was a lucky shot." He growled to the human as Hiccup placed that mewling youngling down on the saddle first. "We're not even a few minutes into the journey yet and you're already throwing yourself into the ocean. I'd appreciate it if you were a bit more careful."

"Well, I couldn't really help it, could I?" Hiccup puffed, shaking and shivering as he clambered on after the baby. "She needed me."

The mother dashed forward, eyes round with relief and shock as she nosed her daughter thoroughly. "Thank you so much." The older dragon breathed out shakily, voice trembling almost as much as her as she anxiously searched her child. "I don't know what we could have done without you. Thank you. Thank you so much."

Hiccup smiled at her, opening his mouth to reply kindly. But Mistyeyes wasn't listening. She turned, looking over at Clearsky and narrowing her eyes. "Actually, I would like you to take the other side." She said firmly, surprising the male as he nodded reluctantly. "In fact, get as much dragons as you can to help survey the area." She glanced over, watching as Hiccup rubbed his arms roughly, wincing with something that looked like stiffness as he shifted wearily.

"Something tells me we're gonna need all the help we can get." She warned gravely.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: By the way, I found it so funny that that one review told me to: 'Stop watching Sherlock and update.' XDDDD howdidyouknow? O-o

Anyway! Hopefully this if good! I'm sore. I'm tired. I'm up way past my limit. And this is it.

So I hope it lives up to expectations XDDD

Review and you'll have another update pretty soon! ;)


	5. Chapter 5

A/N: Thanks for all the reviews! It was a really good lift from having to be in band camp all the time lol. It's nice to just kick back and type now, especially considering all this routine stuff I gotta do during this camp. Lesigh. Nevertheless though, thanks for holding out with me. I'm trying to get back to my house from band camp super early in hopes of updates, but you know, it gets hard.

And did I tell you all that I met Ludi the other day!? I'm serious, guys, it STUNNED me. I went to a farm with my three year old sister a few days ago to ride their horses and see their baby turkeys ((she was really excited to see the baby birds)). And they had this light gray kitten that they owned and they let wander around the farm willy-nilly. It came right up to me, and so I bent down to pick it up. And from my arms, it SERIOUSLY moved from my arms to my shoulder. And when she did that, the owner was like: "Oh yeah, she does that all that time."

I was like: "I have found you. O-o"

I have a picture; maybe I can upload it to Deviant Art later if I have time. It was just so amazing XD

_Voice of reason_

**Inner desires **

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The rain drummed noisily against the ground, turning the once-dry and humid dirt into a slosh of mud and grime that clung to you as you walked. The wet earth was seeping into Toothless's toes, splashing over his feet and dying them a dark brown color instead of his normal black. He tried not to fidget too much, not wanting any more of the sticky gloop to latch onto him any more than it already had. The shelter he had taken underneath a nearby tree did barely anything to slow down the downpour that was raging around them.

The oncoming rain had proved itself to be much more of a problem than they had first thought it would be. Of course, that was to be expected; the journey was never thought of to be very simple in the first place. And with youngling and elders already suffering in order to keep pace with the others in their group, once the rain came, Hiccup had immediately ordered Mistyeyes to start searching for an island to rest for the night and wait out the gale. But as they all hunkered down for the night, Toothless had to keep himself from groaning aloud; by the looks of this storm, they weren't about to go anywhere anytime soon.

The Night Fury had taken to standing still underneath one of the less denser trees. He had been unable to find a shelter any better than this one, he and Mistyeyes had already helped the other dragons to find the best places to rest first. Putting the other dragons' comfort before their own, the group from Berk were left with the much more dingy retreats, the ones that let in drafts or buckets of rain. Even from where he sat, he could see Nightflight curling up alongside Shadowclaw and Leafdapple. All three were shifting restlessly, dark expressions of scowls written across their faces as they flicked away the raindrops that were getting through their bush.

Mistyeyes was nowhere to be seen for now, the female probably having gone off to find her father among the crowd around them. At the thought of Talon, Toothless's expression settled into one of more thought and concentration. It was odd, he realized, as he mulled over the pair's tight bond. Mostly, parents and children grew apart over time. Once younglings were old enough to leave the Nursery, the mothers and fathers acted just as sentries; they observed their child from a distance and nothing more. Night Furies were the strongest dragons in the world, so it was decreed long ago that young ones needed to learn how to become independent on their own once they were fit enough.

But Talon and Mistyeyes were polar opposites of that form of thinking. Mistyeyes's father was like a shadow, keeping pace with her with everything she did as he helped her grow up. When she stumbled or tripped, you could be sure that Talon would swoop in to help and prop her up. When Mistyeyes had trouble learning tricks in flying or hunting, Talon would halt whatever he was doing and veer away to help coach her through it. Back then, that was probably why Mistyeyes had no other friends except for her father. Actions like they were performing together was frowned upon; a Night Fury was weak if it couldn't fend for itself, and weakness was not tolerated in their Pack.

Parents and children went separate ways, it was always as simple as that. Even now, looking at Shadowclaw, who had started to show as much potential as Mistyeyes when it came to relationships with parents. The little Night Fury had seemed to take a liking to his mother, and Toothless had almost been sure that the pair would have become closer now that they were traveling. But he surprised, the older dragon, distancing himself properly from the dragoness like any other dragon. When he talked to her, it was polite and formal. It was obvious that the male was trying to make sure that he would get no closer.

Nightflight and Toothless hadn't made any move to find their parents either, he realized. The thought never occurred to him that his mother might be around here somewhere; was she watching him from the sidelines like she used to, or had she just forgotten about him altogether? Despite the fact that they were as close as the south sea from the north sea, the thought stung a little to linger on. He lifted his head, blinking through the rain as he tried to see through the darkness of the night. He scanned the dark bushes and foliage around him, but he couldn't make a clear image out in the middle of all this rain.

His tail hit the ground with frustrated huff, the male's ears flicking impatiently back and forth. He didn't know why he felt so disappointed. After all-

"Toothless?" A high-pitched voice snapped him to attention. The male straightened at once, ears perked as he looked down. As he came out of his mental mantra, the ache in his wings and muscles rushed back into his head, Toothless realizing what he had gotten sidetracked from as he looked at his extended wings. Underneath his wingspan, the group of little younglings peered up at him, looking like curious owls as they stared expectantly at him.

The little one that had spoken up first, the one that Hiccup had saved from her fall, flicked her tail a little impatiently through the air. "You didn't finish your story!" She declared, her friend giving her a sharp look that quieted her at once. The dragons around them were trying to find places to sleep; if they weren't quiet, they could wake the whole clearing. After having the children nearly wake up every single dragon on the island, Toothless had volunteered to give them a distraction. More or less, a story.

He had figured telling them all a tale would help to quiet them down. And since the mothers were also responsible for guarding the kids when they were in the air, Toothless was more than willing to take their burdens off their paws for a while. The parents had agreed pretty readily, and Toothless had ushered everyone into someplace that was a ways away, just in case they all decided to get hyper again. He must have gotten sidetracked thinking over what was going on, he'd blanched right in the middle of his tale.

Shaking himself mentally, and trying to remember where he had been, Toothless smiled kindly down at the little one. "Oh, I'm sorry." He said easily, wincing a little as the ache in his wings started to grow a little more apparent. Amber swelled up at this, cheeks blowing out like bubbles as she tried to mimic the expression he shot down at her. It was sloppy and a little obnoxious at the same time, he wondered if he had looked that way when he first tried on the expression. The others around Amber tried to grin as well, each having their own little comical slip-up as they couldn't quite get it.

"Alright… so where was I?" Toothless prompted, suddenly drawing a blank in his story.

"You and Hiccup were going down towards the island!" Amber squeaked at once.

"Yeah! And the Red Death was a tail-length behind!" Another little female squawked.

"What happens next! Don't stop now! What happens next? What happens next? **Tell us**!"

Toothless quieted them all with a slow nod of his head, a mixture of annoyance and humor rising up in his throat at their pestering. "Alright, alright." He said, successfully managing to cease their questions for once. They went silent, the only noise around them being the rain as they waited for him to start up again with bated breath. Feeling a little bit of their excitement, Toothless leaned forward eagerly. "_Well._" He started, the younglings craning their necks up at sharp degrees. "The Red Death was a heartbeat away from us, I could feel its huge breath on my tail! I was scared out of my skin -don't ever tell Hiccup I told you, of course- but Hiccup assured me that he knew what he was doing. And he did! He waited until its huge mouth was wide open, spinning us around right when it did. It was so close I could see right into its disgusting maw; it was like nothing I'd ever seen before! I thought for sure that we were going to be Queen fodder for sure!"

"That's so awesome!" One piped up with wide eyes.

"What happened next?" Amber demanded next, paws kneading anxiously on the ground.

"Did you die?" A small male pressed.

"Almost." Toothless said, trying not to show in his expression how silly the question had been. "But I controlled myself just like Hiccup said; after all, the situation was going by way too fast, I couldn't possibly stop and think out a plan like Hiccup was. So I drew up a huge breath, opened my own mouth, and shot out the biggest fireball I've ever managed! Right into the monster's mouth." Awed mummers met his words, shocked eyes fixed up on him cutely. Toothless flicked his tail dismissively, smiling despite himself. "The flame ate its way through the giant dragon from the inside, and he crashed into the ground in a huge explosion!

"On the way up, we crashed into the beast's tail because of my tailfin." He turned, nodding down to the red half of his tailfin with an inviting look. The children looked down at his, flexing their own experimentally as they did so. "Hiccup fell off of my back, and I immediately doubled back to save him. I did it just in time too; if I had waited any longer, we would have both been goners." As he spoke, a movement caught his eye, the dragon looking up towards the intrusion. Hiccup was walking away from the dragons, making for the short with an odd look. Like he was torn between sadness and thoughtfulness. Toothless's eyes softened at the sight of his human, but a question from below caused him to look back down, tearing his gaze away from his figure.

"Why'd you go back?" A little male asked, tilting his head as his voice was filled with confusion and bafflement. Toothless stiffened angrily at the question, fluffing up with indignation at what the child was implying. But there wasn't any scoff in the boy's voice, only a fuzziness of puzzlement. "If it was a close call in the first place, why didn't you just fly away?"

Amber was surprisingly the first to reply. She whirled around, baring her tiny teeth in what looked like a form of anger. Most of Toothless's anger faded at once at the movement; Amber had been head over heels for Hiccup ever since the boy had saved her from her fall into the ocean. And now her stubby little wings flapped wildly in the air, her already-high voice rising to a sharp squeal as she snapped out a retort. "Toothless saved Hiccup because him and Hiccup are friends, that's why! Without Hiccup, none of this would be happening anyways! The Queen would still be out there!"

Seeing that she was going to start waking people up, Toothless reached out with a paw, soothing the little girl and making her sit back down. She complied easily enough, but she still eyed her friend with a sharp glare, as if daring him to say anything against Hiccup again. Taking in a slow sigh and willing himself patience, Toothless looked back over at the one who had spoken first. "What's your name?" He asked invitingly, tipping his head to the side imploringly.

The male shuffled his feet, eyes downcast by now, as if guilty. "Flint." He mumbled, ears flat.

Toothless flicked an ear, grinning at his put-out look. "Well, Flint, that's actually a really good question." He stated, surprising the youngling as he straightened with a brightening look. "After all, I was the first Night Fury to ever look at humans and not think something against them. And I did at first. But Hiccup helped me to get over that barrier of hatred. After all, humans hated us back then just as much as we did. I helped Hiccup to see that dragons weren't all that bad, and he did the same with me for humans." He cleared his throat at the memory, looking up and over to Hiccup, who had taken to sitting down near the shoreline. "I went back for him…because I felt like I owed him for showing me what life really could be. And I still do…I don't think I'll ever stop feeling that way." He turned, looking at each youngling in turn now. "And hopefully once you get to Berk, you'll feel exactly the same way."

Flint looked subdued now, having such a thoughtful look for one so young. Amber was trying on her smile again, though this time Toothless wondered if she was actually aware that the expression had come to be this time. "Are we going to make friends when we get to Berk? Are we going to get friends like you did with Hiccup?" She fidgeted impatiently, as if she were just managing to hold herself back from dashing away to Berk. Her friend leaned over, clamping their paws down on her tail to get her to stop jumping. But she didn't tear her gaze away from Toothless at the contact, too focused to even notice it.

Toothless waited a moment before replying, considering his answer. "I don't know." He said finally. "Hopefully you'll do something of the sort. The whole reason we're going to Berk in the first place is so that we can have a better future than what it was back at your island. But…" He trailed off a moment, looking at Hiccup with narrowed eyes of thought. "I think it would be pretty hard to find another Viking like Hiccup. Hiccup is one of a kind."

Amber perked, twisting around to look back at the boy. "Well…then I'll be Hiccup's friend too!"

A chorus of agreement rose up around Toothless, and the male had to hold in another irritable sigh at their nativity. It was cute, so he couldn't hold back a small pang of amusement, but then that made him all the more annoyed, and yet it was cute, so… "You'd better be his friend!" Flint crowed as he looked over at Amber with flashing eyes. "He risked his life to save your's when you started to fall into the ocean! I think he'd be a little peeved if you _weren't _his friend!"

Amber fluffed angrily. "That was an accident! I thought I could fly good on my own!"

"Hush." Toothless whispered quickly, wings curling in with a relieved flash of relaxation. At once, the children cried out as the rain started to roar down on them, the shelter of Toothless's wings disappearing as he got to his feet. Stepping forward and nudging the flock of younglings, he said softly: "Away to your mothers with you all. It's very late, and that was my last story to tell. We're probably going to get an early start tomorrow, and your mothers will be looking out for you by now."

"Goodbye Toothless!"

"Thank you for the story!"

"See you tomorrow!"

The hushed goodbyes slowly tapered off into the rain as the younglings raced away. As they went, Toothless could hear them daring others to try and run through the raindrops, watching with an amused snort as each little dragon tried to do just that. They tripped and stumbled on the way back, racing the way they had come. Toothless watched them go, making sure they didn't get into any trouble. But soon enough they were gone, having disappeared into the darkness. Finding himself unable to watch them anymore, Toothless heaved a large sigh.

Wishing them luck on their own, Toothless turned, pinpointing Hiccup once more as he started for the human. He was sitting down by the ocean, eyes fixed on the waves that rolled forward and backwards in rhythm. His head was held in his hands, face slightly downcast as he looked on. He didn't budge as Toothless walked forward, and he made no move to start a conversation as the dragon sat down beside him.

Shifting a little on the rocks, Toothless glanced at Hiccup, making a move to say something as he opened his mouth to say something. But he bailed, biting it back wisely as he turned around instead. Following Hiccup's silent advice, Toothless studied the water that stretched out in front of them. It was still, looking like glass as it reflected the night sky perfectly. It was only disturbed by the pounding raindrops, the small drips of water furrowing the surface and marring the portrait on the surface of the water.

After a few moments of silence, Toothless looked at Hiccup from the corner of his eyes, a worried frown overcoming his face at the sight of the human. He looked sad. It was a simple statement, but it sufficed. Usually when Hiccup was feeling down, he'd try to hide it, coming up instead with a lot of jokes to try and cover up the fact that he really just wanted to sit and wallow. That was when Toothless knew that Hiccup was sad: the boy would start to come up with millions of (bad) jokes. But now, Hiccup didn't even attempt to bury the expression that was written across his face. He was just…sad.

"…It's beautiful." Toothless offered, suddenly anxious to hear the boy talk. But Hiccup only offered a small nod, the breeze rolling over the ocean ruffling the boy's hair lightly. Toothless's tail flicked, the dragon turning fully now as he looked at his human. "You should get to sleep." He said, not making it a suggestion. "Didn't you say that we were going to be getting an early start tomorrow? You'll be leading us; you're the one that needs the most rest out of all of us."

Hiccup shrugged.

Toothless snorted. "Well don't answer me all at once." He scoffed.

"…Sorry." Hiccup said finally, dropping his hands into his lap as he leaned back. "It's just…a lot. I'm in charge of all these dragons, and they're looking up to me. Like… they expect me to know what to do. And I should know what to do. It's what I'm meant to know: how to lead people. But-" He broke off, looking as if he weren't able to finish. But after a moment, he lowered his head, voice coming out small now as his bangs went down over his eyes. "I'm afraid." He managed, Toothless's ears drooping at this statement. "I'm supposed to become this person to look up to. Someone that has all the answers. And…I do have them most of the time."

Toothless blinked, tilting his head to the side. "Isn't that a good thing?" He asked.

"Well…yeah, I guess it is." Hiccup muttered. "But I just…I don't like ordering people around. Or making decisions. I don't like any of it, but it comes so easily." The boy's shoulders hunched forward, eyes going down sadly to look into his lap. "It scares me. I don't want to be like that. I don't want to be like…my dad." He closed his eyes, missing Toothless's own rounding out with pity. "I know I should know better. I shouldn't think that just because I dish out a few orders, that I'd be exactly like him. But…I can't stop it. Just being like him is the scariest thing I can think of. And that makes it all even more worse." He snapped his eyes open, raw with sadness and grief as he took to looking back out across the ocean.

His next words came out in a small whisper. "I'm a terrible son."

At once, a surge of rage so great filled Toothless that it nearly knocked him off his feet. But instead, he shot up, eyes narrowing at once as he took a step towards Hiccup. The Viking blinked, looking over at him with a look of surprise at the sudden advance. "What did you just say?" Toothless snarled angrily, Hiccup leaning backwards with a flicker of fear in his eyes. But the Night Fury only paced forward even more, eyes alight with fury. "What did you say?" He pressed when Hiccup didn't answer at first.

"I-I didn't-"

"Don't _ever _say _anything _like that _ever _again." Toothless growled through clenched teeth. Hiccup blinked rapidly, fear ebbing a little at this. But the dragon wasn't finished yet. He lashed forward with one claw, prodding Hiccup gently but firmly in the center of his chest. "Hiccup, if you haven't realized this yet, you're more idiotic than I thought you were. But you are an _amazing _Viking. You're better than Stoick, better than Gobber, better than Snotlout, Ruffnut, and Fishlegs combined into one! You defeated the Red Death single-handedly, you made sure that dragons and humans were friends with one another, and now you're trying to join a Pack of the most dangerous dragons into Berk for the safety and betterment of both sides!

"You're not doing it because it'll make the humans weaker to have the Night Furies, and you're not doing it so that the Night Furies can kill of everyone on Berk. You're doing it so that the people on Berk will be better protected, and so that the Night Furies can have a better life! So don't go thinking that this is some crusade to ruin peoples' lives, because you'd be wrong. You're doing something great here, Hiccup, just like you always do. And you'd better not forget that!"

Hiccup's eyes were round with shock as Toothless brushed forward quickly, nearly stumbling over his words as he raged on. "Stoick is lucky to have a son like you, Hiccup, and the sooner he realizes it, the better off everyone in the world will be! Sure, he can't see two inches in front of his nose sometimes, and he can be a terrible person once and a while," Hiccup raised an eyebrow at this. "but that doesn't mean you're going to be exactly like him. You have your father's _good _traits, not the bad ones. You're the best Viking that Berk has to offer, and it's okay if none of them realize that yet. All that matters is that _you _realize it, okay?" He panted, words coming out slower now as he drew to the end of his spiel. "You're a great leader, Hiccup, and you're everything that your father isn't. Don't think less of yourself, because you'll just be getting sad for absolutely no reason."

It was a few moments before Hiccup could manage a reply. "…You really mean it?"

Toothless growled crossly, leaning over and pressing his head against Hiccup's shoulder in a rough form of affection. "Of course." He sighed wearily, leaning back on his haunches now as he studied the boy fully. "I don't talk for the pleasure of hearing my own voice. And I'd never lie to you either, you know I wouldn't."

Hiccup paused a moment before: "I need to stop feeling sorry for myself, don't I?"

Toothless looked back at him, feeling a wash of relief as Hiccup cracked a smile. The dragon sighed heavily, shoulders slacking down as he shook his head slowly. "Yeah, you do." He said breezily, thanking his lucky stars that the boy seemed to see sense at his rambling. First Mistyeyes, now Hiccup. He should let his words get out of hand more often, he figured. It was a lot better than when he was thinking through his speech, that was for sure. "You need to see what's right in front of your nose too, it looks like."

Hiccup breathed out a laugh, rolling his eyes as he drew his knees up to his chest. Folding his arms over his knees, he rested his head down once more. Toothless felt a flash of worry at the movement, but Hiccup's expression was much more relaxed, as if most of his worries had been quelled by his dragon's assurances. "I guess you're right, though." He said in a small huff. Toothless perked at the words, ears flicking upwards at the mention of him knowing more than Hiccup. It didn't happen very often, so whenever it did, he was sure to cherish the feeling. "We _are _going to have to get up early tomorrow."

Toothless threw him a frustrated look, fuming underneath his scales.

Hiccup sighed, smiling once again as he shook his head. He leaned over, nudging his shoulder against Toothless's leg good-naturedly. "And you were right about the other stuff, too." He said lightly, green eyes softer now as he gave a small sigh. "I guess we won't know anything for sure, though. Not until we get to Berk. I guess all we can know a hundred percent right now is what time we get up and how long we should travel the next day."

Toothless flicked his tail. "More or less a hundred." He said swiftly. "More like fifty."

"I'm _trying_ to be upbeat now." Hiccup said slowly. "If you would rather me be sad again, I can surely make the fix."

"Please don't."

Hiccup rolled his eyes again, leaning over and pushing himself up to his feet. He cracked his knuckles in a nervous form, blowing out his cheeks with a held-in sigh. "Well…I guess we should both go to bed." He said eventually, suddenly reluctant to leave. Though his limbs dragged with stiffness and tiredness, the ocean was a pretty sight. Even if it was punctured by the rain, Hiccup wanted to stay out here longer than the storm, just to see whether or not it would truly look beautiful once the rain had passed. He didn't know why, but he felt the need to sit back and watch something for once, and not be the one at the head making it happen.

"Or not." Toothless commented suddenly, jarring the Viking out of his thoughts.

Hiccup turned, twisting around with a concerned look as he saw what was coming. Astrid was heading down the slope towards them, her face set into an odd sort of frown as she came forward. Her hands wrung nervously together in front of her, and Hiccup could tell by her step that something was troubling her mind. Something was wrong, and she was clearly bothered by it. At once, Hiccup's heart went up to clog his throat, a frown plastering itself on the Viking's face as she came closer.

Once she came to a stop, Toothless's ears flicked. Astrid turned, the blonde eyeing the dragon a little uncomfortably, as if she wanted the Night Fury to leave but was too nice to make the request. But Toothless got the message easily enough, getting back up to his feet as he flicked his tail in goodbye. "I'll see you tomorrow, then, Hiccup." He said, green eyes slightly curious as he looked at Astrid. The girl refused to look at him, but when the dragon spoke, she gave yet another deep frown. Toothless looked as if he were about to ask, but then shrugged, giving a parting nod to Hiccup. "See you tomorrow, then." He said, spinning around and charging back up the slope. "Don't sleep in tomorrow! And when you're tired in the morning, don't say I didn't warn you!"

Hiccup watched Toothless go, trying to suppress the small niggling sensation of irritation. But he had to admit, if he didn't have Toothless with him, it'd be like trying to walk without his prosthetic leg. And when the dragon was right, he was right. Hiccup was almost too busy sending silent thanks along with his friend, that he didn't notice Astrid as the blonde stared at him intently. He crossed his arms tightly over his chest, suddenly feeling a small twinge of nervousness as she didn't make any move to say something.

"…Astrid?" He prompted her softly.

She closed her eyes tightly, giving a small shiver as she took in a slow breath. "Can you promise me?" She asked haltingly.

Hiccup straightened, eyes widening slightly. "Of course." He said before thinking. He broke off, blinking before: "I mean- I'd promise you anything, you know that. But…promise you what…exactly?"

Astrid still did not open her eyes, as if unable to look at what she was about to do. "Can you promise me that nothing bad will happen?" Her words came out slow and measured, a light whisper in the rain. Hiccup didn't say anything, eyes wide with confusion and worry as he waited for her to elaborate. "I thought about what you said." She said, ducking her head low to her chest. "About having Nightflight try to help me understand dragons. Like you."

Hiccup didn't say anything.

"I want to do it. I'm tired of feeling like the short end of the stick."

"You're not-"

"Hiccup." She snapped firmly, blue eyes snapping open to glare accusingly into his green ones. The look silenced him, the blonde giving a short nod as he agreed with her silently. "I'm tired of being the one that everyone has to baby. Of being the one that has to be walked through everything because I can't understand dragons. I want to be with you, Hiccup. In everything. I want to comfort you and be there for you, but I can't if I don't know what's going on."

"….But…?" Hiccup guessed, still waiting for her to go on.

Astrid sighed heavily, taking a small step towards him. "But you said that Nightflight didn't know how to do it. Or…she didn't know exactly how she did it in the first place. I'm willing to try it…but…Nightflight has caused a lot of trouble with her spells." The comment wasn't accusing, Astrid was merely stating a point. A point that was unfortunately true. Her blue eyes were locked firmly with Hiccup's own, and Hiccup could almost feel her sadness, fright, and vulnerability. "I'm afraid…that something could go wrong."

"It won't." Hiccup said at once, unable to stop himself. He lunged forward, grabbing Astrid's hands tightly in his own as he forced her to look up at him fully. Her blue eyes were heartbreaking to look into, but Hiccup forced himself to do just that. He took a few breaths before going on. "Astrid, I already consider you a valuable person on our team, but if you want more, that's fine. If you're willing to do something as brave as this, then I'm right behind you."

"So you promise?" She demanded. "You'll let me go through with it? You'll make sure nothing goes wrong?"

Looking into her trusting eyes, Hiccup felt a small tremor of unease.

_Tell her the truth! What kind of power do you hold over what may or may not happen? This is a risk; Nightflight doesn't even know how to fully do the spell? All these things happening right now…they're from her spells. Are you truly willing to let Astrid do something as potentially-dangerous as this? She's the most important person to you in the entire world! Are you so quick to lose her? And if you do let her do this….are you really going to _lie _to her and say it'll be okay?_

**It'll be okay. Of course it would be, Nightflight knows what she's doing! And even if something does go wrong, how bad could it be? It's not like it would be the end of the world, right? It'd just be a: 'Whoops.' A simple mess-up of a spell, that's all. There's no harm in doing it; look at her, she's so upset! You'd do **anything **to make her happy again, right? You'd be heartless not to let her do this! **

_Don't let it happen._

**It'll be fine.**

"Yes." He said finally, voice steady as he looked at her. "I promise you that it'll be okay."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: **Some people fall, some people fall apart. Some people fall while running in the dark.**

**Some people fall when they run out of luck. Some people fall, some people fall in love**

Fall - Cider Sky

Sooooooooo I'm tired. My first day off from band camp in a week, and I literally sleep for a total of eleven hours. ELEVEN HOURS. THAT'S MORE THAN TEN AND LESS THAN TWELVE, PEOPLE. THIS IS THE REAL DEAL.

I was showing my sister the HTTYD 2 trailer, and at the very end, I was like: "Wait for it!" And then Hiccup tore his helmet off, and I was like: "He's so attractive! I wanna MARRY that face!" And my sister just quietly goes: "If I was attracted male gender, I might indeed find him attractive."

Thank you, Lauren.


	6. Chapter 6

A/N: I haven't been getting as much feedback from you guys as I used to. I dunno if that's just because it's a new story or whatever, but I really miss hearing from you all! Hopefully this chapter will get more reviews. More reviews make faster updates! Cannot stress that enough!

**Read this before the chapter it's important: **This year my marching band is doing a show called: Back to Square One. It's all about going back to the basics and remembering what first got us to where we are today. It teaches that in order to reach the goals that we set for ourselves, we have to go back and relearn, we have to return to the past and take with us all that we know. To move forward, we must go back to the very beginning.

Remember that.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The day was gloomy and dreary, the clouds overhead obscuring the sun so much that it was nearly nonexistent. Berk was shrouded in tension, per the norm ever since word first spread about Hiccup and Astrid's disappearance. While the island was more than busy with battle-preparations and rebuilding, there was a certain degree of silence around. Filling conversation didn't travel through the adults to help pass the time, the only words spoken were solely to help with work and labor. The only real thing that friends and village mates managed was to throw each other looks of unease or apprehension. Even children had the certain air of silence even when they played, sad and innocent looks of confusion written on their faces when their parents told them to be quiet or to stop whatever they were doing.

Berk had gone from being a strong, formidable island, to one that was tense with both fear and worry. Every night the villagers went back into their homes without question, locking the doors and making sure the windows were firmly closed. The threat of another Raid was thick on everyone's shoulders, and the people didn't need another warning to hide themselves away. Last Raid they had nearly lost everything to the Night Furies, and now there was that possible chance that it would happen all over again. Mothers made sure that they were by their children all the time now, and vice versa.

The only people that dared stray out from the town after hours were those that were assigned to the search parties. The Vikings who had been elected by Stoick went out every single night, ranging farther and farther with each passing day as they tried to find the missing teenagers and their dragons. People would always wait for their return, for the sheer hope that maybe all their worrying and preparations would have no real point. After all, if the missing kids were found and brought back there would be almost no threat of more attacks.

But the party always came back empty-handed, crushing the peoples' last hopes for peace. But then again, it was hard to find hope in the first place with those wishes of coming back with Hiccup and Astrid in tow. So many rumors had spread throughout the village, that nobody really did know for sure what the true story was. Hiccup had left Berk with the Night Furies because he knew something that no other person did, only taking along his closest friend to escape from the unknown danger. Or Astrid had gone away first, and Hiccup had only left Berk to try and hunt her down. Or the Night Furies that had attacked Berk had taken the two teens with them, swooping down and snatching them right up into the air. The stories were few and far between, and there was never really that sure statement that could undoubtedly been the true one.

In the past, Stoick would have come out right away and explained everything to the people on Berk. He would have made sure that nobody was confused on what was going on, or lost on how to possibly fix things together. But all he had offered them was that the Night Fury that had caused all this was somewhere out there still. The small detail was lost on everyone, and it did little to no help. The only real thing it did was cause even more conflict and confusion. Even more so with those who were sent out to look for Hiccup and Astrid. They always came back with grumbles of irritation, scowls of anger and impatience. "We don't even know why we're looking." They would complain. "Just because Hiccup is the chief's son - that's not the reason."

The words themselves were bad enough. But Spitelout was always the loudest of the group, and one day, he pushed it over the edge. Plodding back through the rain-dampened forest and back into the main Square, the Viking had pronounced his next words loudly, unafraid who or what might hear him. "Mark my words." He spat out to the rest of the search party, each man and woman looking up to him with curious eyes. It was unheard of for someone to question the Chief, and it was even worse when you considered the fact that Spitelout was Stoick's own brother.

But nevertheless, the man had a look of extreme anger creased over his face, and he had said the words loud and clear. It was obvious that he had no intention of caring about whether or not anyone heard, it was almost like he wanted people to know what he was about to say. "Something else is going on around here." Spitelout had snapped aloud. "Something is going on around here, and Stoick isn't telling us what." He'd turned, looking around to each of the others that were around him. "He's hiding something, I'm sure of it."

And that pretty much marked when things started to go downhill. The words from Stoick's brother had started to rub off on everyone else, and slowly the village was starting to lose its touch. After all, if they couldn't trust their Chief, how could an island stand? The thoughts were worrisome, and Stormfly gave a sad frown as she tucked tighter into herself. The biting winds went right through her scales, chilling her to the very bone and causing her to give out wild shivers every once and a while. She brought her tattered wings closer to her sides, trying to create friction of some sort to try and keep her warmer. But the holes created drafts, and she soon realized that it was a pointless effort.

She settled down with a frustrated scowl, sighing shortly as she surveyed the scene in front of her. The humans were milling around busily like they always did these days, and yet that was the only noise. Other than the occasional words exchanged between others, and the sounds of hammers and tools, the place was quiet. It created an eerie effect, and as the clouds massed together tightly, Stormfly could almost see the impending stress and danger. Even if they weren't really for sure that there was any.

"Stormfly!" The Nadder stiffened at her name, twisting her neck back to look towards where the shout had come from. Lumbering towards her on stumpy legs, Meatlug chuffed out yet another greeting before she managed to sit down beside the other dragoness. Stormfly flicked her tail, acknowledging the greeting but not speaking aloud. Inwardly, she gave a small sigh of exasperation. Meatlug was never her favorite dragon on the island. To be frank, the Gronckle was rather dim, and Stormfly sometimes found herself drifting away from their conversations just because they were so bland. She much rather preferred Hookfang's company, and that was saying something.

"What're you up to?" Meatlug drawled lazily, giving a huge yawn after her words. Stormfly sighed at the movement, knowing all too well that the dragon had just had a three hour nap a short while ago. They had needed her earlier when the dragons had taken part in the rebuilding, and the Gronckle had been no help at all while she was dozing away. And now it looked like yet another nap was coming around the corner. Sometimes Stormfly could swear that the dragon had never done a single productive thing in her life after the ordeal with the Red Death. And even then she wasn't exactly a 'hero.'

"Oh, you know." Stormfly sighed politely, deciding that she might as well have someone to talk to rather than sit alone. Even if it was Meatlug, company was company. "Just watching the humans work." Meatlug yawned yet again, Stormfly eyeing the female oddly as she did so. But then she shook herself, going on without pausing too much on the fact. "You know, Meatlug…" Hopefully she could get advice off of her, however silly the idea sounded. "…have you noticed how off the island is nowadays?"

"What do you mean?" Meatlug asked, looking puzzled by the question.

Stormfly shrugged, unable to put enough of her troubling thoughts into her tone. "You know." She repeated instead, voice rising expectantly as she spoke. "With the way that everyone is so tense now. It's not as…_happy _around here as it used to be. Even the children are quiet. There's hardly any more riding around here than there used to be." The comment surprised her by how true it was, and as she said the words, Stormfly raised her eyes up to the cloudy sky with a trace of sickness.

It was true that the only dragons seen zipping around the sky were unaccompanied, or if they did have humans, they were only out for the purpose of surveying the island. But even if the humans still rode for fun, would it make her feel better? No, of course not. Because she would be unable to get up into the sky with them anyway. She'd be grounded, with or without Astrid there to help her along. She glanced down at her ruined wings as the thought passed her mind, and she gave a weary sigh as they fluttered in the wind.

"I think it's nice." Meatlug said blearily, stretching luxuriously in the damp grass as her tail shivered with the force. Stormfly perked at the statement, eyes wide with disbelief. But the pudgy dragon didn't even bother to notice the look, purring loudly as she settled back down with a happy expression. "Before it was so noisy and loud; there was hardly enough peace and quiet for a good nap. Now there's nothing _but _quiet. It's so nice to be able to take a nap without being disturbed, right?"

"That's a weird way of thinking about it." Stormfly said, voice riddled with surprise. "Everyone's so sad now."

"Sad? I hardly noticed." Meatlug commented.

Stormfly gave a snort of irritation, turning away with a roll of her eyes. "Probably because you've been too busy sleeping." She grumbled with a hint of contempt. While the dragon's aloofness could be fun on a good day, Stormfly was more than done with her right now. What with all the drama and storms brewing up around them, she would have hoped that Meatlug would start to mature a little bit more to meet the occasion. But it seems as if her wishing was all for naught; Meatlug was just as weird and sleepy as she was every other day.

Hoping to turn the attention over to something that wouldn't be as irritating, Stormfly perked a little bit as she turned around. "So…now that you're awake, are you going to help out?" She prompted, already knowing that the question might be a little too hopeful. Meatlug turned, looking almost baffled at the words as she tilted her head quizzically to the side. Stormfly twitched at the movements, but only pressed her question even farther. "Fishlegs might need your help with something." She stressed, feeling a stab in her heart as she realized that Astrid wasn't here for her anymore. "You could maybe find him out and try to lessen his workload."

"Haven't I helped enough today?"

"You slept the morning away!" Stormfly exclaimed.

Meatlug scoffed, as if the statement was ridiculous. "Well." She sighed invitingly, turning over and laying down on her side snugly. Stormfly pushed herself up to a sitting position, looking down on the other now as she straightened herself. "It's almost nighttime anyway, I'd suppose. No use in starting right now, what could I get done?" She caught Stormfly's look of frustration, stilling in her tired stretches as she peered up almost innocently at the Nadder. "I don't see you working very hard." She commented.

Stormfly waved her paw angrily, a rough sign of dismissal. "I've been away all day, you haven't seen me." She retorted, twisting around and nodding towards the forest that edged the other side of the village square. "I've been a part of the search party that's out looking for the missing people. I covered the whole island while you were off sleeping." She flicked the tip of her tail, craning her neck around to look back at her useless wings with a hint of anger. It wouldn't take so long for her to search the island if she could fly. But she was just left walking around with the other Vikings, having to listen to their complaining and anger every step of the way. It took a lot out of her physically and mentally, so any chance for her to rest, she would surely take it.

"Find anything?" Meatlug prompted.

Stormfly sighed wearily, closing her eyes and deflating visibly. "No." She huffed.

"Well then, you didn't get anything done." The Gronckle stated, oblivious to the flare in the Nadder as she smiled in return. Stormfly fumed, watching as Meatlug only settled down comfortably in the tall meadow. Overhead, thunder rumbled in the distance, and Stormfly wondered if she should start to head home. The storm would break any second now, and she was probably running out of time for the dash back to Astrid's house. But she couldn't stand to leave without giving out the harsh words that were burning in the back of her throat.

"At least I'm helping." She snapped, getting to her feet in a rush as she shot a glare down at the other.

"Hey, no need to be rude." Her friend yawned in reply, looking up at her sleepily. "I'm just-"

"Just being lazy." Stormfly growled, claws unsheathing to dig down into the ground. In the back of her mind, a voice told her to calm down. She was getting so worked up over a simple fact that she already knew: Meatlug was lazy. It wasn't like she hadn't known that already. She never got upset over it before, so why start now? She and her were friends, after all. But right now all she could manage was to get intensely frustrated. "I thought dragons were supposed to help their humans." She sighed, knowing all too well that the fact she was so upset was because Astrid wasn't here for Stormfly to be with.

Meatlug only gave another careless yawn. "I thought dragons were supposed to be friendly now." She retorted.

Stormfly scoffed, giving out a snap of anger as she turned around. Tightening her wings closer to her in anger, the Nadder stomped away quickly, fed up with her friend and not willing to associate with her anymore. Maybe she could go back into the woods to check once again for Astrid without any other Vikings this time. That way there would be no interruptions or anything like that. She could just be alone like she wanted; that way she would have the peace and quiet she needed to cool herself down.

But right before she was about to disappear into the foliage the bridged the village, shouting brought her back. She turned towards the raised voices, eyes wide with curiosity as she did so. Off to the side, a pair of Vikings were set working on one of the houses. She recognized Hofferson and Spitelout from their search parties they went on together, and a sick feeling wormed its way into Stormfly's stomach as she remembered how terribly the two got along. And they were showing that now, it looked like.

Hofferson was glaring sharply at Spitelout, undisguised anger and hatred in his eyes as he glowered the man's way. "Stop trying to tell me how to build." He snapped, turning around stiffly as he picked up yet another board. "Just because you think you're the greatest person on this island doesn't really make it true." The tone was condescending, obviously meant to start a fight rather than stomp it down. Stormfly winced as Spitelout only flared at the comment, getting angrier just like she predicted.

"At least I know how to build a simple house." He growled.

Hofferson blew out his cheeks, turning and slamming the planks of wood down on the ground as hard as he could. "You know what!?" He yelled, Spitelout stepping backwards with surprise at the sudden roar of anger. But Hofferson's eyes were narrow slits of anger, and he didn't even bother to try and pick up the mess he'd created. "If you don't like the way I build, then you can build it by yourself! I'm going out to search again, because I actually c_are _about the people that are missing!"

With that, he stomped away, not giving the man a moment to try and reply with a comeback. He left behind the mess of tools and wood, trudging back the way he had come as he made for the woods. He brushed right past Stormfly, not even noticing his daughter's dragon as the Nadder had to stumble to the side. Turning, the dragoness watched the man go, eyes round as she looked from man to man in a hint of confusion. The fight was so simple and yet complex at the same time. What started out as a fight over whether or not the board of wood went there or there, slowly mutated into the big issue that everyone was trying to avoid.

They shouldn't have fought. It was such a simple fix that could have been talked out. Was the island at such a horrid state that fights as simple as this would tear it apart? She blinked, looking back over at Meatlug with a small flash of sadness. The Gronckle was still laying down on the ground, no doubt trying to go back to sleep before the Nadder could come back and disturb it again. She shouldn't have fought with her. The thought was a heavy one, and it caused pangs of guilt to claw at her heart. She should go back and apologize.

She picked up her foot, leaning forward as she readied herself to go back.

But then she hung her head, shaking it back and forth wearily. She turned instead, hunching her shoulders and letting her tattered wings drag uselessly across the ground. Plodding on, she headed into the woods, wishing for the cover and silence that they would surely bring her. "Oh, Astrid." She sighed sorrowfully. "I miss you so much; it's a mess without you here. Please come back."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

As soon as the sun peeked over the horizon, everyone was up and awake. News had traveled fast throughout the group, and the morning came with hushed whispers and wide eyes. Nightflight was going to try and do a spell again. Nervousness fought against curiosity, the dragons unsure whether or not this would be a good idea. But nevertheless, there was an air of expectation as they milled around with one another. The early rays of morning managed to offer a little bit of warmth in the cold, yet it didn't stop shivers from shaking the Night Furies head to toe.

As soon as Hiccup woke up, he was on his feet searching. He weaved and spun through the crowd of Night Furies, managing to give out a few calls of greeting or friendly waves. It seemed like forever ago that he was frightened of these dragons; he couldn't imagine a better group than the one that was surrounding him right now. The attack so long ago in the Cave was a thing of the past, and it was long forgotten from his mind. One shouldn't linger on the past.

When Hiccup's eyes finally landed on Nightflight, he knew without a doubt that the news had reached her already. The dragoness was clearly startled, eyes wide with angry disbelief. And when she heard the Hiccup's uneven gait coming closer, her rage only seemed to swell. She shot to her feet at once, wings shooting out with a flash as the Viking's steps started to slow with surprise. She was talking before he even got close, and yet her voice was loud enough that he had no trouble in hearing her.

"What are you thinking?" She howled, clouded green eyes like twin flames as she glared at him. Her jaw was locked backwards, her head held high as she loomed over the smaller human. "Don't go making promises for me!" She shouted. "How dare you tell Astrid that I would help her! Hiccup, I don't even _remember _how to do the spell in the first place! It barely worked with you, too! I just wanted to make you hear _me,_ and yet now you can hear every single kind of dragon! If that went wrong the first time, I don't want to know what might happen this time around!"

"Nothing will go wrong, though!" Hiccup assured her without a heartbeat's pause.

"And you're sure about that, are you?" She asked scathingly.

"What's this I hear?" Hiccup and Nightflight turned at the same time, blinking rapidly in sync as they saw Mistyeyes and Toothless bounding over to join them. The gray dragon looked worried, though clearly not as much as Nightflight was. Concern creased over the female's face, and Toothless just looked a little lost at her side. When they came to a halt, Mistyeyes looked from Nightflight to Hiccup, gaze searching. "Nightflight, you're going to try and get Astrid to understand dragons?" She asked invitingly, clearly asking for her side of the story.

"Of course not." Nightflight hissed, answering the unspoken question as she rounded back on Hiccup. "Hiccup is just going around making empty promises that he can't keep. There's no way I'm going to do anything like that. Way too much could go wrong." She twitched angrily, scowling darkly his way. "You might be willing to chance it, but I'm certainly not."

"There's no chancing!" Hiccup objected. "I know you'll be able to do it!"

"Well that makes one of us." She snarled.

"Wait, wait." Mistyeyes commanded, stepping in between the pair as she realized that it was started to get heated. Taking in a slow breath, the pale dragoness turned to look inquisitively at the boy. "Hiccup, why did you do this?" She asked patiently, voice weighed carefully as to not stir up even more trouble. "I'm sure Nightflight is just a little miffed right now. Maybe if you explain your thinking, she'll be able to relate a little bit more." Nightflight puffed up defiantly at this, but bit back her retort wisely.

Hiccup sighed slowly, shoulders loosening sadly as he looked down at the ground. "I'm sorry." He mumbled, Nightflight stilling at the new tone of voice. "It's just- Astrid is so sad. She feels like she's worthless because she can't understand what's going on. She feels like a burden because she has to have everything explained to her. I tried to tell her that she was just as important as any of us, but she doesn't listen when I tell her." He hesitated, looking over at Nightflight with an apologetic look. "I know that it's sudden…and I understand why you don't want to do anything like this." Nightflight's ears flattened. "But she's really sad. And I hate seeing her that way. You _have _to help her. You have to try, at least."

Nightflight grew silent at this, ducking her head low as she hunched her shoulders.

Mistyeyes's ear flicked as she backtracked back to Toothless's side, figuring that the worst of their hostility was over by now. "Well, Nightflight?" She prompted when the dragoness was silent for some time. The black female stirred at her name, raising her head ever so slightly. But she didn't say anything, refusing to speak up now as she turned. Hiccup sighed through his nose, crossing his arms over his chest heavily. "What are you going to do?" Mistyeyes raised her eyes, looking up at the sky with a twinge of nervousness. "We've got to get going soon; if you're going to do this, we have to do it before we leave. And soon."

When Nightflight didn't offer any kind of statement, Toothless took a step forward. "I think it's a good idea." He said, eyes flashing over to Hiccup's as he spoke. "After all, it could only benefit us in the long run. Look at what we have at stake for when we get back to Berk. You think it would be easier to convince them all if we have two people that can talk to dragons? One is already good, but…there's safety in numbers."

"But none of you are thinking of the potential it could have." Nightflight hissed in frustration. "I bet you wouldn't be so keen on doing it if it were Hiccup." The words were aimed at Toothless, as she spoke, the male drew back as if slapped. As if catching the movement, Nightflight's tail flicked irritably. "This could either be very good, or very bad." She stated. "There's no in between. And if something does go bad, I don't want to be the dragon responsible for it. I've caused enough heartache, and I don't trust myself now not to cause any more. I want to put these abilities as far behind me as I can." She turned over to Hiccup. "I was only practicing on Ludi just in case. From now on, I don't want to do anything like that unless it's of the utmost importance."

"But it _is_." Hiccup stressed. "You'll be doing Astrid a huge favor."

Nightflight shook her head. "But if it doesn't _work_?" She shouted. "What if the other dragons see it fail? Or see something go wrong?" Toothless and Mistyeyes stiffened at the picture. "They'll think they aren't safe anymore, or it'll drag up their old feelings about me. We work be able to work together as well as do now. We'll go right back to the beginning. Are you really willing to chance that?"

Hiccup was silent for a moment. But then he brightened, smiling widely. "We can go to the other end of the island!" He declared. "That way, no one but us will see it! So if it doesn't work like what happened with Ludi, it'll just be this group that knows it! We won't judge you if it doesn't work, and then everything will be fine. And if it does work, we'll all be around to say we told you so."

Nightflight hesitated, still looking a little unsure. "…You think I should?" She asked, turning in the direction of Mistyeyes and Toothless.

Toothless answered at once. "It would be a big breakthrough." He said. "I think it'd be a good idea. And besides, there's no harm in trying." Hiccup seemed to win at this statement. Toothless would be one of the first to know what Nightflight's powers are capable of. Though the selfish, egotistical dragon that she used to be was long gone, the memory of what she had done before would always be fresh in the male's mind. If he thought that Nightflight should go ahead and try, he must really believe that the female had changed, or that she would most definitely be able to pull it off.

Mistyeyes seemed a bit more thoughtful though. She stared long and hard at Nightflight, memories and inner feelings swimming through her clear eyes like minnows. It took her much longer to reply, and Hiccup caught sight of Nightflight growing anxious at the silence. But finally she spoke, lowering her head in a small nod. "I think you should." She said, voice somewhat quiet. "But we're not the ones that are in question here. We'll be behind you with whatever you choose." She flashed a sharp look Hiccup's way, the words holding a small hint of warning in them.

Hiccup relented with a small, tense nod.

"And…if anything goes wrong…?"

"It won't." He assured for the millionth time.

"But if it does." She repeated firmly. "You won't be angry with me?"

"Of course not." Hiccup said fiercely. "What could ever make me mad at you?"

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Mistyeyes, Toothless, Shadowclaw, Leafdapple, Nightflight, Hiccup, Astrid, and Ludi. That was the motley crew that ventured deeper into the island. Hiccup had left the other Night Furies with the promise that he would be back soon. He made it seem as though he was just giving them more time to rest, though he was more than sure that the group knew what he was not telling them. But they hadn't objected to his words, staying in the front clearing and watching with wide eyes as he took his friends and vanished into the foliage.

Now and then, the Viking would glance back over his shoulder, hyper alert for any stalkers or curious younglings. But the place was silent as they plodded on, and he allowed himself to relax as they got closer to the other shoreline. At his side, Astrid walked. Ludi was perched awkwardly on her shoulder, the cat not letting up her perch even though she was getting way too big for the feat. But Astrid seemed well for the company. With one hand, she stroked the cat nervously, and with the other, she clung tightly to Hiccup's own.

Her knuckles were bleached white from the force she had, and every so often, her hand would give a small shake of anxiousness. Hiccup glanced over at her now, knowing that they were nearly upon their destination. "You don't have to do this, you know." He said in a small whisper. Astrid turned to him, unable to hide the fright that was playing on the edges of her features. Hiccup's expression creased with pain, and he said once more: "You're a valuable member of this team, Astrid. You don't have to do this to prove that."

But she nodded. "Yeah. I do. Besides…it'll be fine."

_Are you saying that to me, or yourself? _Hiccup asked silently.

"Here we are." Mistyeyes said from up ahead, coming to a stop. From here, the island fell away steeply in a cliff, the ocean roaring against the side of it way down below. Toothless leaned over the side, looking down with narrowed eyes at the water, as if trying to decide from the waves what type of weather it would be today. Leafdapple and Shadowclaw sat off to the side, close together as they watched the scene with a small hint of anxiousness.

"You guys are sure about this?" Shadowclaw asked, eyes flickering back and forth as he eyed the group.

Leafdapple prodded him in the side. "It'll be fine." She assured him. "Nightflight knows what she's doing." The little one turned, eyes gleaming as they rested on the adult. In a lower voice, obviously meant for only Shadowclaw, she whispers: "I've never really seen for sure what Nightflight does when she does this. Is it interesting? It sounds pretty amazing." Her eyes were wide, a smile on her face now. It was apparent that she was undoubtedly excited to see this.

But Shadowclaw was less enthused. He gave a small shrug. "It's pretty cool, I guess." He mumbled, voice laced with worry.

"If we're going to do this, we should do it soon." Mistyeyes said, taking a set beside the two younger ones. Toothless straightened, veering away to take his place beside her. Together they created a line, all eyes on the trio standing in front of them now. "The others will be waiting for us, and we can't make them wait any longer." She glanced up at the sky. "We're already late."

Nightflight hissed shortly. "You can't rush this." She snapped.

Mistyeyes opened her mouth to reply, but snapped it shut, thinking better of it.

Astrid steeled herself, giving a small nod as she looked at the dragons around her. "Yeah." She said firmly, glancing back at Hiccup. "I can't understand anything they're saying right now."

"You aren't missing much." Hiccup sighed.

"Still. I want to know what I don't right now. And this is the only way to be sure that I'll do that." Astrid turned, picking Ludi up off her shoulder and placing her gently down to the ground. "You go over and be with the others." She said kindly, leaning down and nudging the tabby over to the dragons. "You'll be safe over there." Spitting crossly at losing her spot, Ludi hopped over, weaving affectionately around Hiccup's legs before breaking off and trotting over to sit beside Shadowclaw. The male smiled widely at the cat who he'd played with when he was littler, drawing her over and making sure that she was out of everyone's way.

"Okay, Nightflight." Hiccup said. "We're ready."

The Night Fury jerked at her name, turning with a small wince. Her claws were unsheathed a little nervously, but she gave a nod nonetheless. Pacing forward, she went closer until she was a few yards away from the two of them. "Alright." She sighed, voice tinged with regret already. Her ears flicked now, and she blinked rapidly, as if preparing herself for some kind of staring contest. "…Now?" She asked.

Hiccup made a move to let go of Astrid's hand, but the blonde only tightened her grip. Turning with a rather surprised look, Hiccup opened his mouth to say something. But Astrid spoke first, blue eyes locking with his own as the forest met with the ocean. "Stay." She said tightly, making it an order rather than a plead. She squeezed his hand tightly, biting her lower lip. "Don't look at her, but just…I want you to stay."

His eyes softened. "It'll be okay." He comforted.

She shook her head. "Just stay. Please." She said again.

"Okay." Hiccup said simply. Then, knowing that she would still be unsettled, he leaned down quickly and gave her a small kiss. It wasn't anything long, it was chaste and simple. But he knew that it would help keep her grounded. And when he was finished, she did look a little bit settled, and he gave her a warm smile. "I love you."

"I know." She scoffed, giving him her own smile.

"'Kay, Nightflight." Hiccup said, turning away and averting his eyes from the dragoness as he reapplied his hold on Astrid's hand. "We're ready."

Mistyeyes sighed mentally, tensing herself up as Nightflight closed her eyes tightly. "This is it." She sighed, glancing over at Toothless with a small twinge of nervousness. Toothless turned to look back at her, looking confused by the sudden worry that was overcoming the female's face. Mistyeyes's ears flattened, and she shuffled her paws a little wearily. Leafdapple perked, looking over at her as she shifted. "You think we did the right thing?" She huffed lowly.

Toothless blinked oddly. "You were the one who said she should do it." He reminded her.

"I know, but…" She flicked an ear, not finishing her sentence.

Toothless stared at her a moment more before turning back to the scene in front of them. Hiccup's eyes were set firmly on the ground, the boy not saying anything as he held firmly to Astrid's hand. The blonde took in a deep breath, raising her head slowly so that she could lock eyes with Nightflight. The dragon's eyes were narrowed with effort and concentration, her wings trembling at her sides.

Toothless was overcome with surprise at the sudden amount of concentration that Nightflight had adopted. Her cheeks were a little bit puffed out at the sides, her claws digging into the ground and scoring into the earth as she leaned forward at a slant. Her muscles shivered and twitched, and Toothless realized that the female was working herself harder than she needed to. He remembered what it had been like before, though it was rather vaguely.

He remembered how easily it had been to focus in on her. The dragoness had been cool, calm and collected as she cooed out whatever she had wanted him to do. She had been sure of herself, looking no different than she always did once she looked into his gaze. She hadn't been pushing herself, looking ready to explode. She had been sleek, unmoving and almost casual whenever she had gotten him to forget Hiccup. So why was she suddenly so fixed on making it harder than it needed to be?

Nightflight winced, growling underneath her breath for a moment. But then she shook herself, leaning forward even farther as she tried again. Toothless shifted uneasily; Nightflight had such a forward presence that it looked like a breeze might send her sprawling over herself. "Hey, Nightflight?" He called out, the female tensing at the sound of his voice. The three dragons seated beside him looked at him with disbelief as he spoke out, but he paid no heed. "Why are you trying so hard?" He asked, puzzled.

"Let me do this!" She snapped through clenched teeth, voice sounding pinched and pained.

"But-"

"Toothless, be quiet!" Hiccup snapped, looking up from the ground and sending him a warning glare.

The male sat back, looking irritated and worried by now. "You see it too, right?" He hissed out of the corner of his mouth, glancing over at Mistyeyes, who offered him a slow nod of reply. Her blue eyes were thoughtful as she took in both Nightflight and Astrid, and she took a small step forward, as if to intervene. But then she cut herself off, shaking her head as she sat back. Toothless's ears flattened, the dragon closing his eyes and sending up a prayer to Thor that it didn't matter that Nightflight didn't look the same as she had before. Why would it, anyway?

Astrid's body was rigid, her blue eyes wide as she was transfixed on the black dragon in front of her. Leafdapple's smile faded little by little, her excitement being replaced by an eerie feeling of fear at the odd sight. Hiccup was obviously growing impatiently frightened as the process seemed to stretch on for forever. Surely it took a shorter time than this for him?

Spluttering and gasping by now, Nightflight was trembling head to toe, putting all of herself into the moment as she tried to perform the spell. Her teeth were clenched, making a strained barrier that held back the rest of her noises of effort. Seconds that felt like hours slowly crawled into minutes that felt like days. And as five minutes passed, Toothless started to feel the small, dreary feeling of disappointment.

It wasn't working.

"Nightflight?" He prompted, breaking into the process for the second time. "It's getting late…" The sun was nearly all the way over the horizon now. They should have left a long time ago.

Nightflight let out a flustered groan, pushing herself forward one last time as she attempted the spell one last time. But the burst only caused a small shiver to run up Astrid's spine. Still glaring angrily into Astrid's eyes, Nightflight let out another rumble of held-in fury. But both Toothless and Mistyeyes knew that the anger was not directed at Astrid; Nightflight was just angry at herself. "Ugh." She roared. "Just forget it." She snapped.

Astrid tensed.

Hiccup tightened his hold on her hand, but still kept his eyes firmly on the ground. "Nightflight, no!" He shouted at once. "We're so close! Don't give up now!"

"It's pointless!" She flashed back furiously.

"Keep going!" Hiccup yelled, voice sharper.

Toothless stiffened at once as Astrid seemed to respond now, shooting up to his feet with a panicked burst of emotion. No. "Hiccup, stop." He said at once, eyes wide as he looked from Nightflight to Astrid. "We need to stop, something isn't right!"

"It's fine!"

"I _said_ forget it!" Nightflight yowled, voice an ear-splitting roar.

At once, Astrid screamed sharply, knees buckling forward as she staggered. With her free hand, she gripped her head tightly, closing her eyes as if she had a mighty headache. Toothless froze, eyes wide with horror as he stared down at the blonde. Mistyeyes, Leafdapple, and Shadowclaw shot up at this, leaping to their feet as if an enemy had just advanced. Hiccup gasped sharply, breaking contact with the grass as he looked over at Astrid with terror. Grabbing her hand tighter, he pulled up, catching the girl and making sure she didn't fall.

Nightflight staggered backwards, blinking rapidly. "What-"

Astrid was shaking, blue eyes round and distant as she stared unseeingly at the ground. "Astrid!" Hiccup yelled urgently, lowering her down gently and watching as the girl collapsed against the wet grass. He leaned down beside her, on all fours as he shook her shoulder urgently. "Astrid!" He screamed, voice turning hysterical now as he tried to get her to react. But the girl was comatose at the moment, not even flicking an eyelid at his urgings. "Astrid! Stop!" Hiccup shouted angrily. "I told you it would be fine! It still is! So get up!"

Toothless rounded on Nightflight at once, eyes blazing now with an unnamed danger as he advanced on her. Nightflight shrunk back, trembling with fear now as she shrunk. "What did you say?" He demanded at once, Mistyeyes's eyes narrowing with confusion. He seemed to take this to heart for some reason. When Nightflight didn't answer right away, he pressed on more fiercely. "**What exactly did you say to her**?" He demanded.

"Toothless, calm down-" Mistyeyes tried, but Toothless ignored her rudely.

"I-I- I don't-"

"You told her to 'forget it?'" Toothless screeched.

"Of course not!" Nightflight yelped. "I said that to Hiccup!"

"But you were looking at **her**!" He raged.

"Then I didn't mean to!" Nightflight wailed. "I wasn't even supposed to be doing anything then! I wasn't even trying to-"

"Stop yelling at her!" Mistyeyes roared, planting herself in between the pair with a sharp look at Toothless. "How dare you suggest that this was done on purpose! Astrid is Nightflight's _friend_! She would never try to do anything to hurt her!"

"Astrid?" The trio turned at once, Hiccup's voice having changed drastically. It was filled with confusion, and a little hope too. And as they turned back to look, they saw that Astrid had stopped shaking, going limp now as she relaxed against the blades of grass. Her blue eyes were still distant, but bit by bit intelligence started to flood back into them. Mistyeyes smiled with relief, Leafdapple and Shadowclaw both drooping with loose sighs. But Toothless's eyes were still in firm slits, claws gouging the earth as he remained stiff with anger.

"What's your problem?" Mistyeyes hissed at him.

Toothless's expression only grew darker. "Just wait." He hissed.

Astrid focused on them first, blinking rapidly at the sight of the Night Furies that were staring down at her. Quickly, the girl pushed herself up, shooting up and backwards as she tried to scurry away like a wounded cat. The others made a move to go after her, but Toothless raised his tail to bar their way, expression grim as he held them back. But Hiccup refused to let her near the edge of the cliff, reaching over and grabbing her up tightly as he pulled her away from the drop. The blonde let out a sharp scream at the sudden touch, and once Hiccup let her go, she zipped up to her feet, edging away from him with a cautious look.

"…Astrid?" Hiccup prompted, looking hurt by her reaction. Putting his hands down on the ground, he got up as well, edging closer to her. He went much more slowly now, as if he realized that something was different about her now. Astrid's eyes narrowed at the advance, and her left hand curled into a tight ball. Hiccup didn't notice it though, reaching over and grabbing her other hand as a comforting gesture. "What's-"

The fist went back, locking into a ninety degree angle before shooting forward. As soon as Hiccup touched her, the blow was thrown his way, and Toothless watched unmoving as the boy went sprawling back onto his back. Surprise shot its way from the others behind him, but before anyone could move, Astrid shot down to join the teenager. Other hand flying out, she locked a firm hold on the boy's neck, ensuring him unable to move as she pinned him down. Using her other hand as a threat, she held another fist over his face, blue eyes blazing with anger and confusion at the same time.

"Who are you?" She spat, Hiccup going absolutely motionless at the statement.

Nobody spoke.

Nobody moved.

The truth of the matter was there, they were just unable to face it.

All except for Toothless.

"Who _are _you?" Astrid repeated, gripping his neck a little tighter now. "You'd better start talking right now! Where am I?" When Hiccup didn't even budge, she locked her elbow back even farther, expression growing dangerous. "You have ten seconds before I shoot another one! Why am I here?"

Toothless turned around, looking back at Nightflight with a deadly look of confirmation. The Night Fury looked scared at this turn of events, guilt and horror playing in her gaze. "She doesn't remember anything." He stated numbly. "It happened again."

"No." Mistyeyes whispered, voice hollow.

"I- I- I didn't mean- I thought I told you- If you had just listened to me-" Nightflight stumbled with her words.

"You were right all along, Nightflight." Shadowclaw said simply. "Something _did _go wrong."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: Sorry if there are typos and stuff. I'm going on a vacation in literally a few minutes and I just managed to get this out to you. I'll update again when I get home if I get a lot of reviews for this! School starts in exactly a week, so I'll have to get a few last-minute summer updates in before then. ((sad sigh)).

And guys, I have FOUR stories going on right now. So that means I'm flipping BUSY. And that's why I say that the more reviews I get, the more I update. Because it's a lot of stories to handle, and I only wanna concern myself with the ones that I get the most feedback for. So if you see me updating another story and not this one, that doesn't mean I've FORGOTTEN about this story. It just means that the story in question got more reviews last chapter than this one did.

So if you really want an update, all you have to do is review~

Thank you and goodnight ;)

((Once again sorry for any typos.))


	7. Chapter 7

A/N: Dang! I should ask for reviews more often! As soon as I did that, there was like this WAVE of feedback! I was so happy XDD

**So close to reaching that famous happy end**

**Almost believing this one's not pretend.**

**Now you're beside me…and look how far we've come**

**So far…we are…so close…**

So Close - Jon Mclaughlin

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The clearing was dead silent, Shadowclaw's words hanging over into the air like a dead weight. Nightflight was shaking from head to toe, disbelief, guilt, and horror written all over her features as she staggered backwards. Mistyeyes stiffened at the sight of the Night Fury, ears perking as she dashed forward. Right as the black female was looking ready to keel over, the other went to her side, leaning over quickly and acting as a crutch for her. Pressing her shoulder tightly to Nightflight's own, Mistyeyes winced with the effort, muscles aching already as she supported the winded dragon. "Nightflight, calm down." She soothed through clenched teeth. "It's fine, it'll be okay."

"Well, don't lie to her!" Toothless blustered, raging with anger by now as he turned on the two. Mistyeyes's mouth dropped open, indignation shining bright in her blue eyes at the new advancement he was making. Nightflight winced away from his sharp tone, ears slicked flat against her head as she ducked away. But Toothless either didn't see the stress he was putting on her, or he didn't care. Pacing forward quickly, the male glared sternly down at the blinded female. "Fix it." He said at once, tone clipped as he made it clear that this was not a request. When Nightflight didn't respond, he pressed firmer. "Fix. It."

"I don't know how!" Nightflight yelled in response, voice tight and shrill. "I tried telling you all that I wasn't going to be able to do it, but nobody was listening to me!" Toothless flared at the notion that it was their fault, snapping open his mouth for a sharp retort. But Nightflight kept going, frantically tripping over her words by now. "I-I told you that I wouldn't have any idea on what I was doing! I said that something would go wrong but all you did was tell me that it would be fine! It's not fine, I _knew_ this would happen, but none of you would let me try to prevent it!"

"Don't try to pin this on-"

"Toothless!" Mistyeyes roared, effectively snapping his words apart as the Night Fury looked over to her with wide eyes. Mistyeyes was flaring at the sight of him now, glowering at him with a glare as hard as flint. "She's right, you know." She snarled, lip curling. "We were the ones that did this, not her. And you know that as well as I do. Stop yelling at her, or you'll have to deal with me too." Straightening herself to prove her point further, the pale dragoness eyed him warningly.

Toothless blinked, looking caught off-guard by the sudden change that seemed to occur between Mistyeyes and Nightflight. But he didn't linger on the thought for very long, shaking his head firmly as he cleared his head of the wonderings. Instead, he took another step forward, trying to control himself before he spoke. But when he did, his voice was still pinched with held-in rage and anger, and Nightflight still flinched away worriedly.

"Listen to me." He said slowly, claws unsheathing and digging into the ground firmly. "This has already happened once. It _cannot _happen again, do you hear me? It's…." He broke off, closing his eyes tightly for a minute as he tried to recollect himself. When he finally managed it, his eyes snapped back open, burning like embers as he glared at the pair sorrowfully. "It's not fair." He said in a whisper, the words only meant for the Night Furies sitting around him. He shook his head, ears flattening. "Not to him. Please don't make him go through it again."

"I can't fix it." She croaked. "I've told you already, I don't know how."

Toothless sighed slowly through his nose, disappointment swallowing him up like a tide. Mistyeyes leaned forward slightly, giving him yet another warning look if he decided to yell again. But the Night Fury wasn't looking back at them anymore. He'd turned, green eyes heavy with sadness as he stepped back to look Hiccup's way. The teen was still frozen, having not moved a single muscle after falling to the ground. His green eyes were wide as he stared up blankly at Astrid, and behind the apathetic shock, Toothless could see the unimaginable horror and agony on his features.

The blonde yelled out yet again, distrust and violence in every fiber of her being now. The girl who had laughed and stood by them warmly just a few minutes ago was now replaced with this confused soul. It was a painstaking thought, and yet it only got worse when she started shouting for the second time. Her fist was locked back tightly; Toothless assumed without a doubt that even if she had no memory of herself or what she'd done, she was still the top-notch fighter she always was.

"Well?" She snapped fiercely, holding a fistful of his shirt in her other hand and shaking him to attention. Hiccup blinked rapidly, gasping sharply, as if he were just surfacing out of cold water. But if Astrid cared for his reaction, she didn't show it. "I've already punched you once, and if you think I won't do it again, you're severely mistaken." Already, there was a nasty shading over his eye, the formation of a bruise already stark against his pale skin tone. When Hiccup still couldn't find his voice, Astrid scowled, rearing her hand back for yet another strike.

Unable to stand still any longer, Toothless exploded forward, eyes worried and round with concern as he darted towards the pair. Mistyeyes let out a squawk of alarm, Leafdapple's ears perking anxiously as she ducked behind Shadowclaw. "Astrid!" Toothless shouted, trying to make his voice as gentle as it could be. But he was a dragon, and since Astrid couldn't understand what he was saying, his words only came out a loud roar. At once, the girl snapped backwards, her threatening fist slapping down to the ground as she let out a shrill scream.

"Astrid, wait!" Hiccup yelled at once, watching as the girl scrambled off of him in a sudden burst of panic, as if she had forgotten that the dragons were there in the first place. But the blonde didn't listen, scurrying backwards with a frantic look as she started to hyperventilate at the sight of the Night Fury. "Toothless, stop!" Hiccup shouted, scrambling up to his feet, his shocked look still plastered across his face. "You're scaring her!"

Toothless blinked rapidly, skidding to a clumsy halt. Astrid still ran backwards though, and the Night Fury realized with a stab of alarm that she was getting way too close to the ledge of the island. As soon as the thought flashed through the male's mind, Hiccup let out a sharp call. He shot forward, arms flying out at once as he reached for Astrid. This was the last straw for the girl, Astrid letting out a shrill yelp as he suddenly few at her. She pushed herself backwards in her last attempt to get away from the strange group, suddenly running out of ground as she plunged downwards.

"No!" Hiccup screamed, immediately diving down. Toothless stiffened at once, almost thinking that the boy had thrown himself into the ocean after her like he did with Amber before. But Hiccup only skidded on the grass, coming to a stop on the very edge of the cliff as he stretched himself down. Miraculously, his hand latched tightly onto Astrid's own, the boy's knuckles bleaching white as he grabbed the female's wrist as tightly as he could. Using his free hand to latch himself back onto the island, Hiccup grimaced at the pain tugging at his shoulder. It was the one that Nightflight had torn so long ago, and although it had healed pretty well by now, pain wrapped tightly around the muscles.

Astrid was gasping for air, blue eyes round with terror as she looked down into the ocean, which was still choppy after the bad storm last night. Her shoulders heaved up and down, and the girl clung to Hiccup's arm with both hands, suddenly realizing that even if she didn't know who this was, her life was suddenly dependent on him. But still, the confusion and hectic events around her were pressing enough to sidetrack her mind. "Who are you?" She screamed, shaking from the top of her had to the tips of her feet.

Hiccup groaned sharply, closing his eyes tightly as another wave of pain tugged down at his arm. He slipped for a moment, falling forward with a sickening drop of the stomach. Astrid screamed sharply, but Hiccup managed to catch himself before he could drop off the cliff, breathing heavily as he just barely managed to right himself. "I'm…Hiccup." He gasped, eyes snapping open to be wide with pain as he looked down at her. "Don't you remember me?"

"No!" Astrid yelped, starting to lose grip on the boy's arm. Frantically, she grabbed for a better purchase, eyeing the ocean below with a small whimper. But then she steeled herself, shaking her head as she twisted back around to look back at Hiccup. "And it's a good thing I'm down here!" She added, venom in her voice. "Otherwise you'd be getting an earful of me! Now get me up! Now!"

Taking the hint that Hiccup wasn't able to do it himself, Toothless dashed forward, leaning over and gently sinking his teeth into the back of Hiccup's tunic. Sinking backwards gradually, the Night Fury helped Hiccup to back up, the Viking letting his other hand slip down to wrap around Astrid firmly. Together, the pair of them managed to hoist Astrid back up onto safe land. Once they did, Astrid immediately got to her feet, taking a few paces off to the side and distancing herself a safe way away from the others.

Her blue eyes were fixed on Toothless with fright, and her shoulders were tensed as she looked him up and down. Stiffening at her expression, the Night Fury opened his mouth to say something. But Mistyeyes went forward to his side at this, having made sure that Nightflight was able to stand alone. "Don't." She said softly, pained expression resting on the space between Hiccup and Astrid. "She won't understand us; we'll have to let Hiccup explain as best he can." Toothless looked at her oddly, but he bit back his words as he saw his own confusion and loss in Mistyeyes herself. Dipping his head a little reluctantly and shooting Hiccup a worried glance, he stepped back with Mistyeyes, standing with the other dragons and keeping a large birth between the two humans.

Panting with the effort that he had just exerted, Hiccup pushed himself up to his feet, staring at Astrid uselessly as he drew a hand thickly through his hair. It mussed up the strands and caused him to look a little silly, but nobody commented on the minor detail. He let his arm slap back down to his side, not speaking for several moments as he just gazed at the girl standing across from him. Astrid met his stare with her own, though her's was more of a distrusting scowl than anything else.

Finally, she was the one who broke the silence. "This is the part where you tell me what's going on." She clarified, blue eyes flashing as she looked Hiccup up and down. "I don't think I've ever met you before, though…Hiccup." She said the name like it was her very first time, the word foreign on her confused tongue. Hiccup seemed to catch this small detail, eyes rounding out slightly with hurt. But Astrid only shook her head angrily. "If all you're going to do is stare at me, I'm going to leave."

"No, don't." Hiccup said quickly, fumbling over himself a little by now as he took a small step forward. But as soon as he advanced, Astrid stepped backwards, righting the space between them before it could shrink any further. Hiccup paused at the duck, but he got over it rather quickly. His green eyes searched her own, and his heart sank at once as he realized that there was nothing in her eyes that he remembered. There was no warmth, no friendliness. It was cold and remote, like she had never seen him before. He'd only known that stare once before, and that was with Toothless. And not even in his worst nightmares did he picture himself having to face this same look a second time.

"…How much do you remember?" He asked softly, voice weak.

Astrid didn't reply, only looking him up and down, as if she were sizing him up.

Hiccup's face cleared a little, more from surprise than anything else. Pity and worry battled in his eyes, and his stomach churned as violent as the ocean down below. "You don't remember anything…do you?" He said, making it more of a statement than a question.

"What are you talking about?" She asked at once, voice hardening quicker than he had expected.

"Look…" Hiccup started, blanching a moment as he tried to organize his thoughts. How could he ever explain everything that was going on? He hardly knew what he was doing already, and yet now he was expected to tell Astrid? The whole reason she wanted to do this in the first place was because she wanted to know more about what was going on. And now, looking at her, he realized that the exact opposite had happened. Now she knew nothing. And all the way out here, away from any kind of healers, family members, or sight of sure safety, how were they ever going to deal with this? The journey was hard enough already, it was already a challenge in the first place. Now, a huge obstacle was standing in front of him, and the problem he had to deal with left him breathless and winded.

He took a slow breath, trying to calm his spinning head and shaking hands. Sorting his thoughts like he would an unorganized room, Hiccup started off the best way he could. Forcing himself to look into those cold, unfamiliar eyes, he bit his lower lip before forcing himself forward. "Your name is Astrid Hofferson." He said, voice cracking a little as he shifted from foot to foot. "You…live on Berk, and you're the greatest fighter on the island." There was no flicker of remembrance in the girl's face, her expression remaining blank and confused. Forcing himself to go on, Hiccup braced himself. "You ride a dragon named Stormfly and she's a Deadly Nadder. You…um…you followed me out here to try and get the Night Furies and bring them back to Berk with us. Berk has every dragon _except_ for Night Furies, so we both figured that we could be the ones to bring them there.

"So far, we managed to get the Pack of dragons to agree to coming back to our island with us. We're in the process of taking them back right now." He paused, blinking rapidly as he realized how terrible this situation was. Turning slowly, like a stiff board, Hiccup gestured numbly to the group gathered behind them, throat starting to burn ominously in the process. "This is Toothless, Mistyeyes, Nightflight, Shadowclaw, and Leafdapple." He said, pointing to each dragon in turn as he said their names. "And…that's Ludi." He added weakly. "We've been traveling together for a long time."

"I don't remember any of this." She said accusingly, glaring daggers at Hiccup by the time he turned back around. She seemed to have gotten over the hurdle of being confused, now turning to anger. It was almost like she thought that Hiccup was lying to her. She crossed her arms tightly over her stomach, looking as if she would have wanted to take another step away from the Viking. But, eyeing the ledge, she decided that it was too risky of a thing to keep backing away. She stayed rooted where she was, but she was obviously watching his every move. Going still, and trying not to rub her even farther, Hiccup quieted for a heartbeat, wishing himself a faster thinker.

"Um…Nightflight…is not an ordinary dragon-"

"Is there such thing as a normal dragon?" Astrid demanded, cutting him off as he stared at her despairingly. "What's a Deadly Nadder? What's Berk? You're talking nonsense, can you just admit that?" Hiccup started to say something, but she wasn't about to let him do anything of the sort. "Look, I'm not going to stand here and listen to this. Something happened and I have to-"

"She put a spell on you." Hiccup said, breaking into her speech rudely. Astrid stiffened at this, looking curiously in the direction of the Night Fury. A flicker of unease came over her, and Hiccup knew that she was doubtful now. How could she not be, after all? Here she was, with no recollection of anything she had done or anything she might be. Hiccup was the only other person she'd seen so far. What else was she supposed to do, other than take his words to heart?

"Some dragons have this ability where if they stare at you right, and say all the right words," Nightflight ducked away from this statement guiltily. "they can do powerful things to the person that they're looking at. She did something to me a long time ago, and because of that, I could understand dragons and what they were saying. I could communicate with them on a higher level than most people." Astrid started to ask something, but he guessed her question before she could even manage to ask it. "Usually people can only guess what dragons mean. They sound like roars to anybody else when they try to talk. But instead of hearing them roar, I hear what they're really saying. That's why we were able to bring the group of Night Furies all the way out here: I was able to talk them into it and tell them how being with humans is better than being all alone."

"…Pack…?" She murmured, starting to look frustrated by now.

"It's a group of these kind of dragons." He clarified, indicating the group behind them for the second time. "But last night, after we took shelter here on this island, you came up to me and told me that you were tired of feeling left out. Unlike me, you weren't able to understand what the dragons were saying, and you felt like you were a burden because I had to keep explaining to you what was going on. So today we came out here in hopes of getting Nightflight to get you to understand dragons. But something went wrong, she said the wrong words or something. Because now…" He gestured at her uselessly, looking away with a disappointed sigh. There was no way that he could explain all of this right.

And it was clear in Astrid that the whole ordeal went right over her head. "You expect me to believe that?" She asked finally, looking stunned as she blinked rapidly. "I can't even understand a word you just said!" Hiccup winced away as her voice rose into a yell, sighing slowly through his nose. "It must just be…short-term memory loss!" She said finally, waving her hand dismissively as she brushed Hiccup away. "I must have hit my head or something! Not all this…magic dragon…quest…nonsense!"

"Astrid, you have to listen to me." Hiccup said patiently, swallowing back his cry of despair. _Listen to me! Don't you remember anything? You _have _to remember! _The blonde stilled at this, looking condescendingly attentive at the boy as she rose her eyebrows. He shook his head, trying to focus on what was going on in front of him, and not what was going on inside. He remembered the way that Toothless had acted back when this happened to him. He had to learn from his mistakes, not re-do them. He had to patient. No yelling. No getting angry. He had to _remind _her of who she was. Not force her into coming back. That only made things worse.

Slowly, and making sure that his voice was seriously level, Hiccup looked at her importantly. "You have to listen to me." He said, stressing each word that he spoke. Astrid's expression cleared somewhat at this, her arms falling back to her sides as she tilted her head to the side slightly. But Hiccup went on, frantically trying to figure out what he could try to do to get her to remember everything again. "I know that it might seem really weird right now, and you might think that I'm lying to you. But _trust _me, Astrid, when I say that I would _never _lie to you. This is all true, even if it might sound a little weird."

"It does sound a little weird." Astrid scoffed.

"But it's _true_." He pressed fervently. "You have to believe everything that I say."

"Why should I?" She challenged angrily, blush coloring her cheeks by now as she swelled with confused fury and frustration. "I open my eyes, see you, nearly get eaten by that dragon, nearly fall to my death, and I'm supposed to get here and take every word that you throw my way?" Obviously there was a point where she was expecting him to break into her speech, but he didn't. Shoulders drooping low, Hiccup stared at her sadly, unable to reply as he stared at her hopelessly. Blinking rapidly and shifting uneasily as she tried to get him to reply. "…I mean- why _should _I listen to you?" She asked hesitantly.

"Because it's _me_." Hiccup said after a moment of silence. Astrid blinked rapidly at this, looking a little mystified as she stared at him. He paused a moment, shaking his head slowly as he took a small step backwards. She looked down at this, rather surprised that he was actually going backwards now instead of forwards. "…But I guess you wouldn't know that." He said softly, voice small as the words passed his lips. "Because you don't remember anything about me."

"Why would you matter?"

The statement was like a punch right in the gut. "Because- you- we…"

Toothless's ears flattened to his head, green eyes going overcast as he looked away. Mistyeyes sighed softly at the scene, ducking her head low and letting her shoulders droop. Shadowclaw and Leafdapple exchanged a swift glance, and Nightflight had closed her eyes as tight as she could. She looked like she wanted to cover her ears, but she had the nerve to remain sitting normally. Toothless looked over at her, torn by now as to what to think towards her. Mistyeyes glanced over at him sharply as she caught him looking Nightflight's way, causing Toothless to bristle with indignation. Where did Mistyeyes get off, ordering everyone around all of a sudden?

Whatever Hiccup was going to say, he obviously thought better of it. He tried his best to shake himself out of his stupor, instead making sure on the facts and details that mattered on hand right now. "You don't have to trust me." He said finally. "And I would…understand…if you didn't." He slowed at the word. "But the truth is, besides all these dragons, who are perfectly safe, I have to add," Astrid glared suspiciously at the ragtag group of Night Furies, looking as if she wanted to disagree. But then again, none of them had made a move towards her, and the only one that did just helped save her from a fall. She couldn't complain about them, not right now anyway. "I'm the only other human around for miles."

"What about my…home?" She asked at once.

"I'll take you there. That's the way we're heading." Hiccup answered at once. "It might be few days' travel with this many dragons on hand, but we'll make it there before the month comes to an end." He didn't mention the fact that Astrid was the one who had concluded such a statement. The boy and girl had sat down off to the side after their talk last night, conversing about the possible defectors or hurdles they would have to dodge around in order to get back to Berk. Astrid had come to the conclusion that it would only take a few days, maybe a little bit longer than it had for the fly to the Cave for them.

"So…I'm stuck with you." She said slowly, the realization dawning on her.

"You don't have to trust me." Hiccup choked out. "But I'm the only person you've got."

Weighing her options, and finding none others what with her blank mind, Astrid once again looked over to the dragons that were clustered behind Hiccup. They all straightened at once at her attention, ears perking and heads tipping to the side quizzically at her stare. "…now I don't remember anything…" She stated in confusion, eyes narrowing with contempt as they swept over the small group. "…because a dragon stared at me for too long…"

"Yeah." Hiccup said softly, wringing his hands tightly in front of him as he looked at her.

She turned her glare back onto him. "I have no idea who I am." She said, Hiccup's shoulders drooping at once. "I'm somewhere I've never seen before. You tell me that we're going home. How do I know where home is?" She left a pocket for Hiccup to interject, but he denied it. Coming to the swift conclusion that he was silent once more, Astrid went on. "Apparently from the way you talk, you expect me to remember you. But I don't. So let's get one thing straight right now." She paced forward stiffly, arm flying out at once and latching onto the front of Hiccup's tunic once more. She pulled him forward, the two of them going nose-to-nose as Astrid looked at him with a silent challenge in her eyes.

When she spoke again, it was through gritted teeth, her words curled backwards with distrust and pent-up irritation. Hiccup met her gaze with his startled one, the only expression that Astrid had seen him wear so far. Was he always this stressed? He looked ready to explode. "If you are lying to me, and you're just feeding me a bunch of lies," She snarled slowly, stressing each word as particularly as she could. "I will personally rip each of your limbs off of you until you're just a torso. And then if you're still goofing off, I'll take it upon myself to ensure that you'll never be able to tell another lie again." She jerked him closer, causing the boy to let out a squawk of alarm. "Got it?" She growled.

"I got it." He gasped.

"Anything you want to _revise_?" She asked invitingly.

"Of course not!" Hiccup said quickly, eyes widening with hurt at the very mention of keeping something from the blonde. "Everything I've told you is true! No matter how unbelievable it may seem." He added the last part with a rather bland look, thinking back on his brief explanation and starting to realize why the girl was so set with thinking he was lying to her. It was a lot to take in, and with a frantic mind such as the one she found herself in right now, he wasn't about to blame her for getting skeptical. But still, the thought of distrust between them was enough to stab him through the heart. "I'd never do anything like lie to you." He said sincerely, expression falling as he looked at her mournfully.

She blinked rapidly at the new tone of voice, immediately snatching her hand away from him, as if he'd burned her. Stumbling backwards, she eyed him carefully, suddenly looking a lot more baffled than she had been a moment ago. Despite himself, Hiccup let a small hint of hope dash itself across his chest. Was she starting to remember him? But when she spoke, it was only to say: "You said there was a pack of those things?" She jabbed an accusing finger the dragons' way.

Hiccup followed her gesture, catching the awkward looks on his friends' faces at the mention of them. "Yeah, there is." He said, going on quickly before Astrid could start to get any more agitated than she already was. "But they're friendly, you'll see. I'll…introduce you." He said, the promise sounding weird on his tongue considering Astrid was right by his side to meet them the first time around. The blonde was still fuming silently, Hiccup turning and pointing towards the ground, to where Ludi was crouched stiffly at Shadowclaw's feet. "Look." He said. "There's a cat right there by them. If they were tame, don't you think they would have killed that thing by now? It'd make an easy snack, don't you think?" Ludi spat crossly his way, bunching out her fur with a furious growl. "Plus, we've been here alone this whole time with them. They know we're friends."

"_They _do." She snapped airily.

"So do the others."

A pregnant pause before: "…You'll take me home?"

"To _our _home, yes."

"And it'll only be for a few days."

"At the very least." He cautioned.

"And the people there will know me? You aren't just bluffing?"

"Your friends and family will be there." Hiccup assured slowly, not at all ready to start into the detail of what went on between them and the villagers before they left. If Astrid got settled with this, he could talk about it more to her. But just explaining the tiniest things was like taking a knife to the chest to him. He didn't even want to sit her down and start to tell her that the people there might not welcome her back. That it might be his fault they would be outcasts in their own island.

"Now, this isn't a rouse?" She asked, for the very last time. "What if you just gave me some kind of weird plant that wiped my memory? What if this is all some weird scandal that you cooked up just to get something from me. Do I have something important? Something that you want?" Quickly, not even knowing what she was pretending to protect, she snapped out again. "Because if that's the case, then I sure as-"

"There's nothing I want from you except-" Hiccup cut himself off before he could finish. _Except for you yourself. All I wanted when I brought you along was to have you by my side. To make me laugh when I needed cheering up, or to stand by me in battle so we could watch each other's backs. Now that I can't have any of that… where does that leave us? _"Except nothing." He said heavily, shaking his head. "There's no smoke and mirrors in this, take my word or leave it. But you have to travel with me anyways, unless you want to live your life out alone."

Astrid puzzled over this for a moment, looking from Hiccup to the ocean to the dragons. Seconds felt like minutes, and Hiccup could have sworn that a million years had passed before Astrid finally straightened. Letting her hands falls down to her side, she righted herself with a tense nod of affirmation. "Alright." She said, voice clipped and reserved by this time. Hiccup could almost see the walls that she had built around herself, and he wondered dismally if he were ever going to be able to tear them back down again. How had he even managed it the first time around? "I want to go home."

"That's where we'll go, then." He promised.

Another silence.

"Take me home." She said simply.

Hiccup looked up at the sky, blinking at the overcast that hung above them. But judging by the central aura of light, he figured it was near nine or ten. "We needed to leave soon anyway. This uh…this took longer than we thought it would." Astrid opened her mouth, probably a million more questions fizzing on her tongue. But she just shook her head swiftly, biting back her words and taking to watching with a defensive expression as the dragons started to march back the way they'd come. "It's okay." He assured her as he caught sight of the anxious look. "They know where to go. And if you want to get back to Berk, you'll have to ride one of them."

"Ride them?" She echoed, eyes wide as if the statement was all-new.

Hiccup hesitated, looking back. He'd started to trek after Toothless, but stopped dead at this new point. How much had she forgotten, exactly? "…Yeah." He said easily, giving her a smile that he hoped looked genuine. "You're really good at it. It'll probably come back easy to you." _Hopefully. She might just have to share Toothless. Maybe Mistyeyes could help Nightflight fly; I wouldn't be too fast on ensuring Astrid to guide Nightflight after this. _"…Just c'mon." He said finally, jerking his head back into the foliage. "I'll explain on the way."

Astrid scowled, looking as if he just suggested sticking her head into dragon dung. But it was either follow him or get lost. Reluctantly, the female trudged after, waves irritation and frustration slamming off of her a million miles an hour. Hiccup waited for her to catch up, but she never did. Looking over his shoulder, he saw that she was keeping a careful distance between them, enough space that she wouldn't hear him when he spoke, but that she wouldn't lose track of him in the unfamiliar terrain. Whenever he tried to slow his step, she would do the same to keep their separation. And whenever he quickened his stride, she would in turn do the same, albeit slower than his own.

She was fixed on staying away from him for now.

Closing his eyes, Hiccup turned back, giving up hope on walking alongside her as he looked back forward. His shoulders slumped forward with a depressive nature, and his steps turned heavier, as if he were carrying a large burden. His mind was blank and dumb now, the teenager unable to think of what he could do without Astrid there to help him out. And now that she was struck with a sudden case of amnesia, he would have to figure out just how much she missed, and try to fill the gap of knowledge. That, or try desperately to get her back.

And he would do that. No matter what it takes, he wasn't going to let Astrid fall behind like an insignificant piece of information. Because she wasn't insignificant. She was brave, kind, beautiful, caring, clever, and witty; he could list just about a million more traits that applied to the girl and yet he would never be able to do her justice. She was indescribable. So how was he supposed to bring her back if he couldn't even put her into words? How much did she remember of him? Absolutely nothing, that was how much.

_Thor, do you just love to watch my heart get ripped out?_

First Toothless forgets him, then his father abandons him, and now Astrid thought he was a liar holding her hostage. And even now that Toothless remembers him, they aren't nearly as close as they had been before, with their old unquestionable relationship. Now their bond was cracked and paved with questions of wonderings. Would it be like that with Astrid, if he ever got her to be the same? Was he destined to lose everything that was important to him?

"Hiccup." The boy was roused at the sound of his name, turning around and looking over at Nightflight. The Night Fury had fallen back to join him, her clouded eyes brimming with unquestionable pain and regret. "I am so sorry." She whispered harshly, ears looked as if they were melted to her head, for all they blended into her scales. "I never meant for anything like this to happen, and I promise that I'll try everything I can to try and fix it. Really, Hiccup I will. I know that I said I didn't want to use them anymore, and I know that they're what caused this in the first place, but maybe I could figure out a way to-"

"It's fine, Nightflight." He said, giving her a weak smile that appeared rather pinched. "It's not your fault." He looked away, ducking his head and letting his bangs fall in front of his eyes with a sorrowful sigh. "It's my fault, after all." He added softly, words barely coming out above a whisper. "I told her it would be fine, I _promised _her. I promised everyone. I was so sure in myself…" He turned back to the Night Fury, blinking slowly. "How can I ever be sure of anything again?" He asked.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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**I've become so numb, I can't feel you there. I've become so tired, so much more aware.**

**I'm becoming this, all I want to do! Is be more like me, and be less like you!**

Numb - Linkin Park

_Voice of reason _

**Inner desires**

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Nobody spoke for the rest of the walk. Whether or not they were aware of Astrid's silent challenge that Hiccup had noticed himself, they didn't give any sign. Instead, they allowed the thick mesh of sadness, loss, guilt, and awkwardness to create a firm wall in between them. The only contact that was in the group was silent, Toothless and Mistyeyes walking a little ways ahead, their steps taking them so that they were close enough to brush scales. But even still, they didn't meet eye contact, or offer up any more words of encouragement. It was clear by the sickened look that had overcome Hiccup's face that he wasn't in the mood for anything of the sort.

Hiccup would be lying if he said that he didn't like the silence, though. He wanted to be alone, and considering the way that they were going right now, this would always be as close as he could get to the feeling. Walking along wih heavy gait, Hiccup crossed his arms loosely over his chest, green eyes trained on the ground, making it seem as though he were just watching where he was putting his feet. But even as the thought crossed his mind, he knew that it wasn't true at all. Every footstep was another detail. Another thing or another trait that Hiccup asked himself if he'd ever see again about Astrid. Her large smile, her sarcastic remarks, her laugh that she always had whenever he did anything stupid.

How was he supposed to do anything now? The thought was like salt in an open wound, and yet he realized that that was what everyone else was privately wondering as well. Now that there was this problem, how was it going to affect everything else? It was a simple question, and yet underneath it there was too many cracks. Astrid wasn't hurt, she wasn't unable to walk or ride dragons. There was no physical injury showing at all that could exist as an excuse for them to subside in their plans of making haste back to Berk. There was no excuse for them to slow anything down just because of this minor detail.

And that was what it was, of course. Astrid could walk. She could talk, fight, duck, dodge, fly, and everything that she could before. Nothing had changed except her dose of forgetfulness, however big the ordeal may seem. And even if they could see how much it hurt Hiccup to see her deliberately try and space herself away from him, what would the others say? The question caused him to perk at once, lifting his weary eyes from the ground and over towards where Mistyeyes, Toothless, Leafdapple, Nightflight, and Shadowclaw were walking.

They were a few steps ahead, though Hiccup had seen them try and think about doubling back to be alongside him once or twice so far. But they always seemed to think better of the option, shaking the prospect away with an awkward look as they hustled forward to right themselves once more. What did they think about it? He shifted uneasily as he continued to walk, green eyes shimmering with a new kind of worry as he looked at them closely, trying to pin down their emotions or thoughts.

Toothless was the easiest to see through; whether or not that was because this very thing had happened to him, or that Hiccup had simply known him longer than the others was beyond him. But every step that the dragon took seemed to vibrate with anger, sadness, and memories that had gone unspoken between him and his human. Mistyeyes was right by his shoulder, having little to no change about the way she held herself. Her head was level, steps unwavering in their strides. The only way that Hiccup could try and draw conclusion from her was from the way her shoulders were tightened forward, or the way that her ears bent backwards, heavy with emotion.

Shadowclaw and Leafdapple were silent. That was a telling factor in the way that they were feeling; usually the two were chattered like a nest full of birds when they were together. But now they were silent, almost cryptic in their manner. Every now and then, Leafdapple would look Shadowclaw's way, green eyes round with confusion and almost helplessness as she seemed to be waiting for him to assure her that something was going to be alright. But the male was silent, ear flicking every other step as he twitched with nervousness and agitation.

Nightflight was beside herself, walking a few paces behind and away from the group of dragons. Her head was hung miserably, unseeing eyes glaring sharply at the ground, as if it were its fault for whatever had happened. Her tail dragged against the grass, leaving a deep line to part the fronds of foliage. Hiccup blinked, biting his lower lip and figuring that nothing he could say would make her feel any less terrible at the moment; he also knew that she wasn't going to help him too much in trying to sort this out, either.

He tore his gaze away from the disgruntled Night Fury, forcing himself to instead look at the other dragons, taking them all in at once. They were nearly back to the other end of the island; if they went back without a plan, then what could they do then? How would the other dragons react to knowing that Nightflight had messed up yet another spell of her's? It could cause mass hysteria to know that what they were following was a misguided, incapable leader. After all, if a village like Berk didn't have a strong leader, everything would fall apart too.

He paused, steps faltering a little at the mention of his home. Berk. He felt like the name should have jogged something in his mind, a thing that he'd never considered before, or that had never occurred to him. He looked back towards Astrid, watching as the blonde stumbled over a root that she had missed watching out for. She tripped forward, cursing underneath her breath and wincing a little as she tried to shake off the misstep. His heart sank a million feet as he looked at her, desperately wishing in vain that he could ask her. She would know how to solve this problem.

The only thing wrong with that hope was the fact that she _was_ the problem.

Her words rang in his head, voice so achingly familiar and yet so foreign now at the same time. _I dunno. _She'd said, leaning back with a rather relaxed sigh against the bark of the pine tree that they had all sheltered underneath the night before they left Berk. Hiccup had sat beside her, back hunched forward as he had looked despairingly at the ground. The blonde had tried to comfort him back then, locking her arms tightly around her ankles as she pushed her shoulder against his. _I mean- we've got a pretty big splinter in our sides right now. And we're running away. So I'm not really sure that you've changed all that much. You're just sharing the boat, now that you've got us along for the ride._

She'd been trying to make him feel better after he said something…he tried to remember. He felt like it was important. He slowed in his step, green eyes troubled by now as he started to stop. He turned, looking back towards the blonde and watching as she perked at his sudden halt. He opened his mouth to say something, the too-hopeful question burning on his tongue already. But it died as soon as she glared at him, hands curling up what looked like instinctively. "What?" She asked sharply, nearly dragging him out of his thoughts. But just nearly. "What's wrong, why did you stop?"

Her voice was thick and barbed with suspicion, accompanied with a tinge of anger at the notion of him lying to her about safety. Up ahead, the Night Furies were slowing in their strides also, turning back to look at the pair with guarded looks that displayed little to no emotion. Toothless mumbled out something to Hiccup, Astrid whipping back to face the dragon at the pip. But both the sound and reaction were lost on the Viking, who was staring intently at Astrid. Just the sight of her made him realize what he was skipping over. Made him realize what they had to do.

He just prayed to Thor that he had remained blind to the resolution.

That was right, what she said so long ago. The words had almost slipped his mind, and yet they were true as could be. He hadn't changed at all from what he had been like before. It didn't matter that he'd done all these things with the dragons, and it didn't even matter that he came all the way out here. He was still the person that screwed things up, or took wrong turns. He was still the same kid that always disappointed his father. He was still Stoick the Vast's screw-up.

And how had his father reacted whenever he created a barrier of difficulty to get around? How did Stoick handle things when he created a roadblock, or a difficulty? He ignored him. He looked past Hiccup, shoved the boy into the back of his mind, and forced himself to think about the village. Put the Village first, otherwise it'll fall. Worry about Hiccup later, for he was much less of an issue at this point in time.

**Hiccup! As Chief, I'm responsible for the safety of everybody here! **

_I don't want to be like…my dad._

**You should learn that lesson before it's too late!**

_Just being like him is the scariest thing I can think of._

**I know you might not think this is the best way to do things. But this is what has to be done.**

"…Hiccup?" Astrid spoke up, silence settling over the entire group now as their eyes slowly became more concerned. Hiccup realized that he'd been standing stock still, limbs locked together tightly now as his inner mind raced a million miles an hour. He started at the girl's voice, neck snapping up almost painfully as he met her eyes with his own, desperate hope flashing in their depths as he felt a tug on his heart. Her voice sounded so normal all of a sudden, so gentle and yet strong at the same time. She was wondering what was wrong, and that just might show that she was starting to remember him again.

But the kindling flame of vain hope diminished greatly as he took a small step backwards. Her eyes were round with confusion, not worry. Her lips were pulled down with hesitation, not concern. And when he looked at her so rashly all of a sudden, she jerked with surprise immediately, walls being built up again automatically at this new installment. He imagined a turtle in its shell, peeking out for just a moment before ducking away rapidly. Even if it had been a flash of the old Astrid, that was all it was. A flash. A memory. Something that could slip through fingers or dash away in a breeze.

He steeled himself, back straightening into a small arch as he swallowed hard. He looked at Astrid, up and down, calculating silently as his heart screamed at him to stop. **This isn't you, this isn't the way that you work! You **know **your priorities, and you **know** that you care more about her than you do any of those dragons out there! You can make her remember if you try hard enough, or if you give her enough things to work with! Put the operation on hold; you cured Toothless, remember? If you did it once, you can do it again! You just need time.**

_But what about what _they_ want? _Once again, the voice of reason cut through his mantra, snapping it short. He twisted around slowly, as if the movement caused him immense pain and agony. He looked back at the Night Furies, five pairs of eyes staring right back at him. Some stunned, some worried, and some haunted. But they were all looking at him, looking _up_ to him. They were waiting for some kind of move, or some kind of order to follow. Because he was their leader, and he had brought them all the way out here. And whether or not they took into consideration what had just happened, there was a group of a million other dragons, all sitting by the shoreline, looking up at the high sun and wondering what was taking so long, wondering where he was and what he wanted them to do.

_They want what they came out here to get. _The voice urged swiftly, incessant and unflinching in its wake, despite the way that each word was like a lash from a whip. _These dragons have followed you and you alone all this time. It took so long to get where you are right now, and you're going to let the opportunity of rejoining Berk with other Night Furies in tow slip you by. Choose what you're going to do, because it's now or never. _He turned, looking slowly from Astrid to Toothless and Mistyeyes, who stood at the head of the others.

One on each side.

Which side would he chose?

Two choices. Fifty, fifty.

A game of chance.

He shattered the silence, lifting his chin in an almost defiant angle. He looked straight forward, features expressionless as he refused to look at either of the issues at hand. He stared into the heart of the island ahead of him, focusing on everything he could. The bark of the trees, the grainy rocks scattered around them, the way that the ocean splashed not too far forward. And when he spoke, it was with a deaf ear that he listened to how dead and dull his voice was. "We're not going to tell the others." He said in a monotone voice, the flat line much too different from his normal upbeat chirps.

Mistyeyes's ears perked slowly, a small grimace on her face. "…What?" She asked, almost astonished. "...But Hiccup, that means..." Her blue eyes flickered over to Astrid, such a swift glance that he wondered dimly whether or not it even happened. "That means you wouldn't..." She stopped short, not finishing her words.

Still, he didn't look at them. Straight forward. If he didn't look at them, he wouldn't see what they thought about his actions. Whether he liked it or not, he was in charge of these dragons. If he was going to finish what he started, now matter how painful it would be, he had to make sure that he was fully focused in on the task at hand. "We're not going to tell the other Night Furies." He repeated, dead voice raising in volume just slightly. Astrid's brow creased at this, but Hiccup forced himself not to notice. "We're going to make sure that nothing about this gets leaked, okay?"

When nobody replied, he turned on his heel, moving so that he could take both of them in at the same time. "Did you hear me?" He demanded, voice suddenly rocketing up into a sharp yell. Mistyeyes shrunk backwards at the shout, blue eyes widening somewhat as she ducked back. Astrid did the same, a trace of fear in her eyes. "We're not going to say a _word_!" He jabbed a finger towards Mistyeyes and Nightflight, indicating Leafdapple as well. "Nothing! Not to Talon, not to Clearsky, and definitely not any of the younglings!"

The females nodded rapidly, Toothless staring mournfully at his human with a shade of sorrow and depression mingled together. But Hiccup was too busy turning over to Astrid. As he looked at her frightened look, feeling a tremor of fear shake him for a heartbeat. A small voice in the recesses of his mind urged him to backtrack. **Take it back. You can do it. You know you're the only chance of her regaining her memory. Without you, she has no chance. **But he ripped himself off of the thought with a push that took his breath away. There was no going back, he knew that for sure now. He'd made the decision. "And you make it seem like nothing happened too." He said, voice clipped as he refused to show any emotion towards her.

To his surprise, an almost offended look swept across her face. "Excuse me." She scoffed, hands on her hips as she leaned backwards slightly. Her blue eyes were sharper now, like chips of ice or flint. Hiccup remained blank though. Whether he wanted to or not, he was going to _have_ to act like his father. If he wanted at all to get the Night Furies back to Berk, he needed to focus.

And yet it was hard…was it this hard for his Dad? Or had it gotten easier over time?

"I don't even _know _what happened." Astrid retorted tartly, voice sour as she looked Hiccup up and down. "So how on Earth would I try and cover it up?" But before Hiccup could even try to answer her, she shook her head swiftly. "I won't do anything I'm not supposed to." She concluded by herself. "I don't even know for sure what I do on a _normal _basis anymore either, I guess." She turned, looking from one way to another, thinking over something mentally it seemed. But then her gaze rested on Hiccup, however scrutinizing it may have been. "You were right before, then." She assured him reluctantly. "You _are _the only person I've seen. So far, anyway."

"I'm the only person here for miles." He stated dully, looking away towards the shore. "There are other dragons, but you'll be find with them. They're friendly enough, and you…" He glanced at her quickly, voice raising slightly in volume as he tried to keep his throat from choking back on him. "…you really enjoyed being with them before…you know." He left the ending up to her to decide, shaking his head and going on as best he could. "We're going to get there soon, so you may as well just…not talk. You know…make it seem like nothing happened."

"And why would I do that?" She asked invitingly.

He took this time to throw her a warning look. She quieted somewhat at the expression, but she also flared behind her frown of dejection, a spark of her attitude welling up in the back of her eyes. "Maybe because I know more about what's going on than you do." He snapped, voice a little bit harsher than he meant it to be. The blonde stiffened at the agitated spike, but bit back her sharp retort wisely. Shaking his head, Hiccup cleared it as best he could. "Sorry." He said lowly, voice definitely smaller than it had been before.

Might as well not even say the phrase, though. He was much too guilty to put into words. What would happen now that Astrid was like this? Would she stay this way forever? Unable to know anything for sure, she would spend the rest of her life wandering in the darkness, floundering for some sort of grasp of her former self. Hiccup had tried already to get her to remember, even resorting to giving her a brief -but detailed- description of her. Whether or not he could eventually get her to remember, he had to dig the thought away.

Remembering, filing, and burying. Going through every single thing about Astrid, he buried it away as far as he could. Everything he loved…everything he could revisit and fill the void with went into his mental dump. Pounds and tons of other thoughts and worries would smother them all down, taking the importance factor like a winning champion that had beaten out their opponent. "But you'll just have to do what I say. I'm in charge here." His voice was firm, adamant in its own right. He was a leader, and now he fully saw the price that came with the title. Now that he'd lost everything though, he was more determined than ever to set the record straight. He was not going to suffer for nothing.

"Just…put on a smile." He said. "Pretend like you know what you're doing."

Astrid studied him closely before: "What's with that?"

"What's with what?" Hiccup asked blankly.

She pointed at him. "That." _Inquisitive. _Yet another thing to go down in the list of things that Astrid had been. She seemed to still hold that trait, along with all her other ones, of course. But still…it wasn't the same. Forcing that one under with the rest of them, he looked at her expectantly, waiting for elaboration. She shook her head aimlessly, looking a tad confused now. "Just a few minutes ago, you weren't wanting to shut up." She pointed out. "Now you make it seem like talking to me is some kind of big hassle for you."

"It's not a hassle." Hiccup said tightly. _It just can't be a priority anymore. Can you understand? _

A whole year might have passed with Hiccup pinned underneath Astrid's sky-blue orbs. She slowly lowered her arms, crossing them over her chest instead. She leaned backwards onto her heels, digging them into the ground. "I have another question." She decided, Hiccup remaining silent as he continued to stare back at her steadily. "How do you know me?" She asked simply, tone suddenly sprinkled with interest. "I don't remember anything about you, but…that must be wrong, considering you're the only one for miles. So why am I out here? With you. Besides the whole joining-together-two-sides thing. I know I've only been here for a few minutes, but…" She looked around with a small grimace. "This place stinks." She turned back to Hiccup. "So why did I come out here all this way? It must have something to do with you, right?"

Hiccup hesitated, aware of the dragons' eyes boring into him, waiting with bated breath for his answer. They were obviously waiting for the moment that would surely come: he would tell her that he loved her all over again and maybe she would even manage to remember him. The world would turn right-side-up again and the sun would shine a little bit more through the clouds that shrouded the sky. That was how the story would end if this was just some lullaby for a fitful child that refused to go to sleep.

But this wasn't a story, this was real life.

"We're friends." He said shortly but firmly. Astrid perked at this, seeming to think that the connection made sense considering that he had done so much to save her from falling off the side of the island. Of course there wasn't a single thought of romance for her, she must have looked right over his head as soon as she first saw him, just like she did before. But that was perfect, he told himself brokenly. It fixed so many problems. "And you came just because you thought that it was the right thing to do." He explained further. "You became friends with the dragons," He gestured to the Night Furies, who purred happily at this. "and you really were a big help in getting them all here." He shrugged a little uselessly. "Hopefully you'll still be a help. That is, until we get back to Berk."

Astrid contemplated this before nodding slowly. "I want to go home."

"That's Berk." He said, thinking dryly that they already had this conversation before.

"And you don't want the….dragons…to know what happened…back there?" She spoke slowly, tripping over details, names, and scenes. Her blue eyes were trained on the ground, narrowed into concentrating slits as she tried to connect the dots as rapidly as she could. "I guess they wouldn't know the difference…you said I couldn't 'talk' to dragons before, so nothing would change."

"Just smile. And don't freak out." He added as an afterthought, a little bit of his old humor ghosting its way into his tone.

She sniffed airily, cautious now as she glanced over to the other Night Furies. "As long as they don't try and jump on me again." She growled.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The dragons were waiting for them when they got back into the clearing. As soon as they rustled their way through the foliage, heads shot their way, and attention was immediately focused onto their group. Dragons leapt to their feet, tails twitching with anxiousness as their eyes went to Hiccup at once. He smiled at all of them, trying his best to convey his normal can-do attitude. Everything was fine, nothing was wrong. Everything was perfect, and they were going to leave within the next hour. Everything was peachy.

Astrid stiffened at once by his side, eyes rounding out with surprise and horror at the sight of so many strange things in front of her. Hiccup glanced her way, worry creasing over him just like the clouds up in the sky. He whispered out a few encouragements to the girl, feeling a pang of nervousness shake his legs back and forth. What would they do if their lie was found out? If they were discovered in that way, it would be worse considering that they tried to deceive the Pack in the first place.

"It's okay." He hissed through the corner of his mouth. "Calm down."

"They're everywhere…." She mumbled, sounding fazed.

"They're all okay." He whispered sharply.

"But….but-"

"Hiccup! Hiccup's back!" Amber crowed happily, cutting off their hisses as she shot up on short, unsteady legs. Wings flying out cutely at her sides, she rushed forward, claws throwing up loose tufts of grass as she made for Hiccup. Remaining staring at Astrid helplessly for a moment, he took a slow breath before turning around to face Amber. At once, he forced a large smile on his face, leaning down and extending his arms out for the little youngling. She purred happily at this, pushing off the ground and landing in the boy's embrace.

"Oof!" He gasped at the impact, wincing a little as he gave a breathless laugh. "You're too big to be running around like that." He chastised gently, breath scraping in his throat as he put her down on solid ground. Amber chuffed with laughter at the comment, turning around in a quick circle of excitement. Astrid stilled a little at Hiccup's side, hands still clenched tightly around her stomach. But her shoulders slackened a little at the sight of the baby, a spark of emotion other than fear or terror going through her gaze.

"I've been practicing my flying, Hiccup!" Amber reported, exaggerating her point by flapping up into the air a little more than a foot off the ground. Hiccup watched her for a moment, genuinely impressed as he smiled down at the female. But then she staggered in her wing pattern, landing back clumsily on the ground as she stumbled. The boy automatically reached forward, propping her up and helping her to right herself.

"A little better." He commented gently. "Still needs some work, though."

"Yeah, I know." She scoffed, looking upset by her slip-up. But then she brightened. "I'll get better at it though! I'll get to be just like Nightflight with my flying! You won't have to jump after me anymore, I promise!" Nightflight stirred for once at this, perking as her name was mentioned. She flushed with embarrassment at the hidden praise, ears flattening with both modesty and still-lingering guilt as she ducked away.

Mistyeyes glanced at her, eyes softening as she leaned over and nudged her encouragingly on the shoulder. The look in her eyes obviously showed that she wanted the Night Fury to hold herself up a bit higher, and yet Nightflight ignored the touch. Mistyeyes pulled back with a small frown, looking as if she wanted to say something. But then she shook her head aimlessly, looking reigned to the fact that there was nothing she could do at the moment. Instead, she turned back to the scene at hand, taking a small step to sidle away from Toothless.

"That's good, because I didn't put that on my schedule." Hiccup teased her lightly, reaching over and patting the little one's head before pushing himself up to his feet once more. He looked down at the youngling, jerking his head off to the side. "I'd go find your mom." He offered her, making sure that it was more of a demand than anything else. "We're going to leave soon, and you wouldn't want to get left behind."

Amber's tail curled with happiness at this, a trill of excitement coming from the female as she hopped to her feet once more. She turned with another cheery goodbye, tail held high in the air as she pranced back the way she had come. Hiccup watched her go until he saw her meet with the adult, making sure that she knew where she was going, scatterbrained as she was. Then he turned over to Astrid, giving her an imploring look. "See?" He prompted gently, voice careful, since he knew from experience how prickly she could be with her attitude. "They aren't bad."

Astrid looked thoughtful at this, giving a hesitant nod. "Okay. Yeah, I see." She murmured, almost to herself.

Hiccup started to say something else to her, but shook his head. Instead, he paced forward, clearing his throat briefly before raising his voice to a shout. There was no need to call for attention, since the dragons were already alert for the boy to start dishing out instructions. After all, the sun was nearly at its highest point now; if they didn't get moving soon, they would only get a few miles under their claws before they had to stop again. "Alright, everyone!" He said instead. "Sorry we took so long!" He glanced back decisively at those behind him, thinking over his excuse before going on.

"To dispel any rumors, we just went into the woods to talk about our traveling plans." He explained, noticing acutely the way that disappointed looks seemed to come over those of the crowd. "I know that there were a few rumors…but rest assured…nothing happened." He hoped he sounded much more confident than he thought he did, but there were no skeptical looks facing him in the crowd. Only those of earnest trust and expectance. "So." Hiccup stated, stressing the word now. "We're going to keep flying today. Same kind of formation: those weakest or with younglings in the middle and the others around the edge. Toothless and I will be in front, Mistyeyes and Clearsky on the edges, and Leafdapple and Shadowclaw in the back."

There were no outbursts or arguments with the plan, just silence and small nods every now and then. Hiccup nodded himself at this, giving them all a small smile. "Alright, then." He said. "We've already burned out most of the daylight, so we're going to have to get moving on this one. So everyone get situated as fast as you can! Make sure everyone is here, and if anyone is missing, come tell me or any of the others." Mummers of agreements rose like the tide, and Hiccup started to make his way for Toothless. "We're gonna leave in a few minutes, so hustle!"

At once, the crowd snapped to life. Dragons jumped up, skirting around the edges of the crowd or rushing to find the place they were in yesterday. Conversation sprang up between others, and hasty greetings or calls to friends were echoed throughout the mass. Hiccup watched them for a moment, feeling somewhat saddened by the sight rather than excited at the prospect of more traveling. With a small sigh, he turned, looking back at his friends with the same, fixed, blank look.

"Mistyeyes, you go to the side with Clearsky." He said, turning to indicate Nightflight as well. "And take Nightflight with you, too. Astrid won't be able to fly her properly, and something bad will probably happen if I let her." Astrid looked at him furiously at this. "She should be fine flying on her own, though by now." He glanced Nightflight's way, waiting for her to snap out a sharp retort about how she was more than capable of taking care of herself. But the Night Fury looked distracted, distant even as she stared blindly forward. And when Mistyeyes prodded her shoulder, the female padded after the gray dragoness without another word.

"Then you and Leafdapple go to the back." He repeated, looking at Shadowclaw.

The male dipped his head. "Sure thing, Hiccup." He said, flicking Leafdapple on the shoulder and gesturing for her to follow. The female bounded after him, throwing a curious look over her shoulder back to Hiccup as she trailed behind. He watched the pair go until it was just the trio of them, turning this time to Astrid, who looked rather nervous now. "You ready?" He asked.

"You mean we're going to fly now?" She asked.

"That's the way you travel, isn't it?" He prompted.

"Well, I wouldn't know." She flashed.

"I guess that's true." Hiccup said dismissively, situating Toothless's saddle before stepping back. Looking at the blonde with raised eyebrows, he gestured towards the mechanism invitingly, waiting for her to board first. She started to make a move forward, but hesitated, stopping her arms right before she could touch the leather. Instead, she stepped backwards, fixing Hiccup with yet another spaced-out look.

"Is it safe?"

"Of course." He answered shortly.

"You're sure?"

"Pretty sure."

Eyeing him carefully and a little bit doubtfully as well, Astrid finally decided to take his word. Shaking her head all the way through, she hoisted herself up with a deep grimace. Swinging her leg over, she sat on Toothless, shifting back and forth with a small mumble of complaint. Hiccup watched her carefully, masked expression hiding the pang of sadness that shook him from head to toe. She looked just like she had before when she first went on a ride with Toothless. Part of him wanted to do the same thing he did before: show her all the wonderful things about dragons firsthand, or sweep her up into the air with definite ease.

But he couldn't focus on it. Over and over the thought occurred, and over and over it tore at his chest. Shaking his feelings free, Hiccup started to do the same, when suddenly Toothless swerved. Astrid made a sharp squeal at the sudden jarring movement, tightening her hold on the saddle like a person would a horse that moved too fast. Toothless paused at the squeak, moving much more smoothly as he remembered Astrid's condition. But he didn't stop, moving so that he was facing his human. Green eyes boring deep into Hiccup's own, Toothless spoke in a small hiss, even though he knew quite plainly that with all this rukus around them, the girl wouldn't be able to hear them either way. "Why did you do that?" He demanded in a harsh whisper.

Hiccup feigned confusion, trying to brush off the question as he attempting to step around the Night Fury. "Why did I do what?" He asked bad-temperedly, unable to keep his frustration and anger in check by now. Toothless growled softly at the new change, but he did not seemed surprised by it. All the same, though, he sharpened with both concern and anger at the boy.

"Why didn't you tell her the truth?" He demanded. "Don't you know you could have-"

"I know what I need to do, Toothless." Hiccup whispered fiercely, suddenly rounding on his friend. Astrid was oblivious to their conversation, looking past them as she studied the crowd around them. Her blue eyes were narrowed with interest, awe, and thoughtfulness, the conversation between boy and dragon going right over her head. But Hiccup met Toothless's glare with his own, teeth clenched tightly together. "Don't question me, okay? You think it's easy for me? It's twice as difficult as last time." Hiccup pressed. "I need to do this, and-"

"Do you know the _guilt_ that I went through afterwards?" Toothless asked sharply, breaking through his words. "Hiccup, I know what you might be thinking, but it's not right. It's not fair for you or for her. The longer you keep her in the dark, the worse it'll end up being. You nearly died last time because of how long I had forgotten. And now I have to live with that fact that I was nearly the one who murdered you. I'm not saying it'll be as bad as it was last time, but I'm just saying that you can't-"

"I'm the leader here." Hiccup spat. "I know what's best for everyone."

"But if you would just listen-"

"I don't want to listen! _I _know what's right! Not you! So you shut up and listen to me!"

Toothless stiffened at this, going rigid with surprise and shock at the unnatural change in the boy's demeanor. Hiccup was breathing heavily now, shoulders heaving with the effort of getting in enough breath to fill his lungs. His green eyes smoldered with anger as he glared at Toothless, feelings of anger and rage boiling underneath his skin like fire ants. But nothing could have prepared him for what the Night Fury said next. The male scoffed, giving a sharp glare the boy's way. "I thought you _didn't _want to be like Stoick." He growled.

Hiccup tensed at once, eyes widening as he realized what he had just done. He opened his mouth, trying to stutter out a small apology. But Toothless looked away, glaring over to the side as his ears flattened to the sides of his head. He didn't even try to look back at Hiccup.

The teen stood still for a few moments, head reeling far too much for him to even make a move. But then, like a puppet being pulled by strings, he boarded the dragon, sitting himself numbly in front of Astrid. The blonde was slowly calming down, and as Hiccup deftly strapped himself in, she leaned forward, seeming to warm up enough for conversation.

"So…how'd this all come to be?" She prompted.

He said nothing, staring straight ahead.

"…What's Berk like?" She asked after a moment's silence.

Straight forward. If he looked at nothing else, maybe it would all melt away.

"…Are you okay?" She asked again, one of the questions unlike the others.

"…I don't know." Hiccup croaked softly.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: So yeah, I'm freaking tired. First full week of school. Saturday. Two AM.

Please shoot me some feedback and some props for this one XD

Sorry for all the angst! ((Not really lol)) But action will pick up soon, so calm down ;3

So yeah! Follow me on Tumblr! And shoot me a review! ;D

By the way, High School sucks.

Just in case you all were wondering.


	9. Chapter 9

A/N: So I was literally sitting at dinner last night and my dad just looks up and says: "Oh yeah guys, you might wanna start thinking about what you'll do if we move to Florida after this school year. Because it's something that we might do."

I just looked up shocked from my food, I was like: "Wat."

So…apparently I gotta spend Junior and Senior year tripping around Florida trying to reestablish myself…so that's that.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The Great Hall, once a place of merriment and socialism, was now empty and lonely-looking. There was no talking filling the gaps of silence, there were no Vikings around to create the melody of shuffling feet, and there were absolutely no interesting conversations floating around. The tables and benches were bare as the trees that they had first come from, for nobody was inside to fill the quarters. The only people in the vast Hall was the ragtag group of teenagers, and even they didn't do such a good job of creating a distracting conversation.

Fishlegs was sitting near the end of their table, anxiously waving his hands in wide gestures as he talked a mile a minute like he always did. Currently, he was preaching about all the ways that Meatlug could make herself useful around the house, even though just a few seconds ago it seemed he was going over the history of Berk. The person who had the wonderful luck of sitting by him was Ruffnut, who looked bored out her mind as she stared with wide eyes down at the table top.

Snotlout and Tuffnut were on the other end, trying to match each other in an arm wrestling competition. But so many fights and shouts of 'foul' had been shared that they were pretty much just sitting there glaring at each other silently. Accompanied with the fighting teens and the half-bored-to-death-one, the place was just filled with Fishlegs's useless chatter. And while Ruffnut was trying to turn a deaf ear like Snotlout and Tuffnut were doing, it was kind of hard when you were sitting right next to the person. His voice was right by her ear, which was ringing from the amount of information it was expected to soak in.

Finally, Ruffnut spoke up, her voice dull and flat. Fishlegs was right in the middle of telling them all about how Meatlug heated up their house last night pretty effectively. Whether or not he meant she had almost burned it down was beyond her, and probably beyond everyone considering that no one else was bothering to listen. So she showed her disinterest fully, speaking up as she kept her eyes down on the wood. "This…sucks." She sighed airily, shoulders hunching forward as a disgruntled expression swept over her features.

"Yeah, no kidding." Tuffnut growled, actually agreeing with his sister for once. The prospect was a surprising one at least, Snotlout and Fishlegs perking at the realization that the two weren't fighting. The stun of the moment even managed to quell Fishlegs's story, the boy not even trying to get their attention back onto him. "You'd think that with all this stuff going on, it'd make the place more interesting." He went on sourly, looking around the empty Hall around them. "But it's just boring now." The contempt in his voice was enough; both Tuffnut and Ruffnut didn't do boring.

Snotlout snorted in reply, leaning back with a shake of the head. His expression was creased with irritation and anger, both of which weren't uncommon in the boy. But still, there was a certain kind of change in him as well, which signaled that the emotions came from a deeper source than they usually did. "Everyone's gone all the time, and they don't even bother to tell us why." His jaw locked backwards with a trace of envy. "And then when we try and join one of the stupid 'search parties' they just ignore us." He blanked for a moment, unable to say anything out of fury. But then he raised his hands into the air wildly. "They refused _my _help! _Mine_!"

"It's just 'cause we're friends with them." Fishlegs stated, always the one to be irritatingly-logical. Snotlout turned his sharpened glare over towards him, but the boy didn't even react under the look for once. "Stoick doesn't trust us enough to let us out into the forest. He doesn't know how much we know, and if we do something like meet up with Astrid and Hiccup away from the others, then everything would fall apart, now wouldn't it?" The dark-haired teen opened his mouth to reply, but Fishlegs was already shaking his head. "Even if it's unlike Stoick to make himself so known, you can't argue that his suspicions don't come from out of thin air. We could just as easily be on Hiccup's side. We _could _know where they are."

"But we _don't_!" Snotlout snapped with an angered little shift in his chair. Fishlegs sighed, shrugging with a look that said: 'What-are-you-going-to-do?' But the answer only made the hot-headed Viking even worse. "It's stupid that we can't leave the village! This place is so _**boring**_!" As if to emphasize his words, he leaned over, grabbing one of the dirty plates they had used for lunch and throwing it as hard as he could. The group didn't look after it, only listening for the dull thunk as it hit the wall opposite of them. The boy huffed angrily, holding his head on his knuckles. "When Astrid asked for our help, I didn't think she meant that afterwards we'd be slowly dying of boredom!"

"I wonder what they were up to, though." Fishlegs said eagerly, not even paying attention to Snotlout's mounting anger as he leaned forward once more. But the others did seem interesting with this new point, turning over to look at him with expectant looks. When nobody spoke, he shook his head, backtracking with a hurried pace. "Hiccup and Astrid, I mean." He elaborated to the confused faces. "After all, Astrid looked pretty worried when she asked for our help, you know? And we didn't even _see _Hiccup. And come to think of it, we didn't see any of the Night Furies either, not even Toothless! And we still haven't seen them! They must be doing something really important."

"Astrid made it _sound _like it was pretty important." Ruffnut mumbled.

"And since the Village is so riled up about things, it makes sense that Stoick knows more than he's letting on." Fishlegs said, branching off of Ruffnut's comment. Before now, it would have been considered terrible, or totally unjustified for someone to have so casually accused the Chief of withholding information. But now it was the complete opposite; it was common knowledge that the island was in the dark now. And with the Chief hardly ever coming out anymore, it wasn't like they would get punished for what they said. "Obviously Astrid and Hiccup are trying to start something again.

"And we haven't even mentioned the whole ordeal about that female being back around here. The one that caused all of this in the first place? I'd guess that's what Stoick is so worried about." Fishlegs hesitated a moment, forehead wrinkling with a sudden sense of confusion. "But…why would Hiccup try and connect with her? For a second time, I mean. It's not like we didn't see what she did before, right? It makes you wonder what they have in their heads."

"What do they _ever_ have in their heads?" Snotlout snarled underneath his breath.

Silence again, insufferable and boring as ever before. Fishlegs opened his mouth to reply to his friend, but then snapped it shut as he seemed to think better of it. Instead, he looked away awkwardly, seeming to be the only person to think his statements as thought-provoking. He was just starting to mull over the thoughts though, when all of a sudden, he straightened, his eyes widening considerably all of a sudden as he noticed something.

"Wanna go to the Ring?" Snotlout yawned finally, looking over to Tuffnut. "We could-"

"Guys, stop." Fishlegs hissed suddenly, whirling around to face the other teenagers around him. Immediately, they looked up with a trace of alarm, unnerved by the sudden interjection. Outside, there was a sound of footsteps coming towards them, shadows playing in the gap underneath the door as it signaled new arrivals. The teenagers sat stock still for a minute, watching the oncoming figures carefully as they tried to discern who it was.

There was gruff voice, rough in its tone and words as it spat out angry grumbles of discontent. Then there was another one, much more gentle and calm in its tone in comparison to the other. It took a moment for his brain to buffer, but when it did: "It's Gobber and Stoick!" Snotlout said, surprisingly the first one to catch onto what was going on.

Fishlegs looked over at Snotlout, taken aback at the sudden interest that seemed to come off the boy in waves. He opened his mouth to ask what it was all about, suddenly anxious as to what the odd light in his eyes meant. But before he could get a word in edgewise, Snotlout suddenly grabbed Tuffnut by the wrist, dropping off of his perch and yanking his friend after him. "What!?" Fishlegs exclaimed, getting to his feet with a risky glance towards the door. "Snotlout, what're you doing?" He hissed, trying to see what the teen was up to. When he didn't reply, Fishlegs shook his head rapidly. "Snotlout, get out from under the table!"

"Get down!" Snotlout whispered in turn, completely ignoring him as he hunkered underneath the oak.

"What?" Fishlegs repeated incredulously.

Ruffnut snickered at this, smiling now as she followed her brother's lead. The girl leaned backwards, slipping down neatly and crowding underneath the table top with the others. Fishlegs blanched, unsure on what to do as he looked from the door to back down at them, trying to connect the dots as quick as he could. Ruffnut rolled her eyes at the spacing that Fishlegs was going through, shooting him an irritable look. "Get down here!" She whispered fiercely, scooting backwards so that she, Tuffnut, and Snotlout were in a tight knot towards the corner. "Unless you want to get yelled at for standing there like we normally are!"

"I'm not going to-" He broke off, looking over once more to the doorway. Across the room, it was starting to open, Gobber and Stoick starting into the room. Cursing underneath his breath, Fishlegs ducked down rapidly, out of ideas or arguments. After all, Ruffnut was right when she said that he'd get yelled at either way. With the way that the Chief was so pent-up nowadays, it didn't really matter what he did, he'd still get punished. Might as well just follow the crowd's example and whatever they were doing. Safety in numbers and all that.

Dropping down by the others, Fishlegs scrunched himself up as best as he could, not able to hide quite as easily as the others in the group. But all together, they managed to stuff themselves in the far corner of their table. Frankly, Fishlegs was thanking his lucky stars that they had chosen the table farthest back in the first place. Hopefully Stoick and Gobber wouldn't walk far enough to have a chance to spot them hiding away. And if they did, he had to start thinking of an excuse he could give that wasn't just a total bluff.

"Now maybe we'll be able to find out what's going on." Snotlout whispered.

"Or we could all get into trouble!" Fishlegs retorted sharply, glaring in the boy's direction. "This is a stupid plan, Snotlout! We're going to get caught all because of you, you know that, right?" Snotlout waved him off dismissively, visually throwing the idea away. Fishlegs fumed, cheeks puffed out with anger. "Snotlout, I swear." He growled. "If we get caught, I'm going to-"

"Shhh!" Snotlout hissed, awkwardly leaning around Tuffnut as he pointed toward the door. "Everyone shut up!"

The group did as they were told, not wasting a moment as they snapped closed like a clam. And just in time too, as the door swung open with a loud sweep, Gobber and Stoick coming inside. The Chief was leading the way it seemed, despite the fact that he had been the one complaining loudly only a moment before. Gobber was a few paces behind, shutting the door quickly behind them as he followed suit inside. The man was right in the middle of saying something, Fishlegs able to see the way that he was shaking his head as he moved. "…just saying that we might need to slow down and think a little bit more." He was explaining, his voice obviously showing that he had tried his conversation before.

"We can't stop, Gobber. You of all people should know that." Stoick growled, already turning to pacing back and forth before he even came to the center of the Hall. Gobber sighed airily at this, expression falling over his face that conveyed the message that he in fact did not know why they couldn't just stop. But Stoick didn't pause in his strides, looking down at the ground with a narrowed expression of held-in fury and anger as he growled underneath his breath for a moment or two. But then he sighed heavily, throwing his arms up into the air wildly. "I don't know why you dragged me out here in the first place." He said in a rush. "I have too much to do already."

"Yeah, but you're just doing the wrong stuff." Gobber sighed, only having a small bit of patience in his tone with this one. Stoick's steps faltered a little bit at this, but he did not stop. Tuffnut and Ruffnut exchanged twin smirks at this new twist, apparently finding some sort of interest in this new development. But Fishlegs only felt a small tremor of fear and nervousness. If Stoick was this angry right now, how would he react if he found out that they were underneath a table watching them? "Can't you see that it might be high time to stop all of this, Stoick?" Gobber urged, not bothering to be quiet since he thought that they were alone. That was probably why they had come here in the first place; everyone else would be out and about doing their forced-on chores.

"Stop what?" Stoick asked in exasperation.

"Well, we've been at it for too long." Gobber snapped, loosing tolerance faster than he could acquire it. His voice raised a little bit at this, and he took a moment to calm himself before starting over, controlling his temper level significantly better. He backtracked a little bit, a hint of a sigh in his speech. "Look, Stoick. Things have gone far enough. We're out there in the forest day and night every day, searching the same spots and calling for the same people who never show up." He paused a minute before: "I know that you're worried about Hiccup, but-"

"I'm not worried about _Hiccup._" Stoick snarled, immediately veering away from his set pacing to advance up towards his friend. Gobber didn't step backwards to his credit, but he did look away at once, as if unable to bring himself up to face what the Chief had turned into. Stoick glared sharply into Gobber's eyes, fists clenched at once at the subtle accusation of sentiment. "I'm worried about this _village_, Gobber. Do you understand? The village is my main priority, _I am it's leader. _And now that this Night Fury business might start up again, I _have _to make sure that we're one step ahead.

"It's not because of Hiccup, it's _never _been about Hiccup." Gobber closed his eyes at this, wincing away as if the words had hurt. But Stoick was relentless in his words, refusing to stop at the notion of heartache. "I am a Chief, Gobber, and that means that I can't pay attention to things like that." The man stiffened at this, but did not dare to interject. "The reason we're out in the forest and ocean searching every day is only because of the Night Fury. We're out there to find it, capture it, and then to make sure that it never comes back to Berk again. It had enough nerve to do it already, and we're going to make sure that it regrets it."

Stoick paused in his words, gasping unevenly for air. Gobber took the moment at hand, narrowing his eyes suddenly as he looked at Stoick rather oddly. It was the normal stare he used to always give the man when Hiccup either did something wrong or caused an issue. Back before Toothless came to the island, of course. It was the same look that said: 'It-Happened-Again-But-It's-Not-Your-Fault' only this time there was a definite sense of anger in his eyes.

Fishlegs shifted uncomfortably, suddenly realizing that they weren't supposed to be here. Something could definitely go wrong, and he was suddenly feeling terrible in sitting into this conversation. He straightened, turning around and leaning over to poke Snotlout's arm. The boy had been engrossed in the scene in front of them, jerking with surprise at the touch. He turned, throwing Fishlegs a look. 'We shouldn't be here.' Fishlegs mouthed silently, eyes widening considerably at this.

Snotlout shook his head, looking back with a frown as he chose to ignore his friend.

"You can't pay attention to things like that?" Gobber repeated, voice tinged with not only disbelief, but a small hint of anger as well. Stoick sighed heavily at this, giving something that closely resembled a roll of the eyes as he turned away. But Gobber would have none of it, stepping forward and clapping a hard hand on the Chief's shoulder, spinning him around and forcing him to look his way. "This 'thing' is your _son_, and I don't think you're so blind to the idea as you like to think."

"Are you calling me a liar, Gobber?" Stoick asked in shock.

"No, I'm just saying that you're not thinking things through as much as you're supposed to be." He pressed relentlessly. "I think that revenge enough isn't as strong a motivator as other things." He paused, a little awkwardly. But then he shook himself out of the feeling, voice firm as he pushed himself along. "If it was just something like bringing back the Night Fury, you wouldn't be this obsessed. You're worried about Hiccup, Stoick, and that's fine to admit. But-"

"I'm bringing down a beast that's a threat to my village." Stoick snapped, breaking through his speech at once, not even pausing to let the man finish his unspoken thought. "I don't _need _another reason."

"You do when you put it over the needs like farming or hunting! Or blacksmithing! Or-"

"Gobber, I'd suggest that you stop right there." Stoick growled, suddenly growing dangerous as he glared at his friend. Fishlegs shifted uneasily, swallowing thickly at the new look in the man's eye. He'd never seen the Chief like this before, and it was more than frightening. Gobber's mouth went into a thin line, but he didn't object to the advice. There was a pregnant pause, in which Stoick looked as if he were sorting though mountains and mountains of thoughts, going through them in an angered haze. But he finally managed to start talking once more, getting over his mental hurdle. "This is the last time we're going to have this conversation." Stoick hissed finally.

"Then is this the part where you admit that I'm right?" Gobber demanded sourly.

Stoick fumed, but did not answer him outright. "The Night Fury _is _our number one priority." He said adamantly. "It's our number one priority, and it'll _stay _that way until it is found. Nothing you say or do will change my mind. It'll surpass food, work, and labor, because if that thing isn't found and killed, then the entire Village is going to be wiped out, those other jobs won't even _exist_ anymore. So until the beast shows itself, we're going to keep up the searches. Is that understood?" It obviously wasn't a question.

Gobber didn't reply for a moment, staring with a disgruntled look Stoick's way. It was clear by the look on his face that he thought this conversation would have turned out a lot better between them. But it didn't seem to be changing anything. He sighed softly, looking down towards the ground with a small shake of the head. "So…we find the Night Fury." He said simply, stating the option with a hard edge. Stoick perked at this, turning over and looking at Gobber with a grudging sense of interest. The blonde shrugged uselessly, gesturing an expression of exasperation. "What then? Don't you think that the people searching should know what to do?" He paused, before elaborating. "You haven't told them yet."

Stoick faltered for a minute, looking almost lost. Fishlegs frowned deeply at this, both surprised and disappointed. Before now, Stoick would have called a Village meeting with everyone, sitting them all down and plotting out their plans for both attack and defense. But now he was just obsessed with…what was he obsessed about anyway? Fishlegs found himself unable to answer the question. Was he upset about losing Hiccup, or maybe losing control of the Village? Maybe both? He couldn't land on it.

Undoubtedly, Fishlegs knew everything about Berk. He knew the history front and back, the traits of every Great Viking, and all the neighboring islands in alphabetical order. And alongside those trivia pieces, he knew that a Chief's son was always drilled into with moral, physical, and mental rules. Knowledge from books, sightings, and as well as numerous complaints from Hiccup, he knew that children up and coming for the role of leadership were trained from the very beginning.

And it was no overstatement to say that since the very beginning, Stoick was considered to be an already perfect Chief. After all, who else could pop a dragon's head clean off its shoulders at birth? And it seemed to Fishlegs that the ideal picture of perfection was always displayed by the Viking warrior. So when had it started to waver? And when had it flat lined into something like this?

The thought was a sad one, and Fishlegs found himself suddenly wishing for the calming sense of organization that they used to have. Nowadays, they just either blundered around the forest or lounged around the village, for they weren't permitted to do anything else, really. Fishlegs closed his eyes, trying to picture Stoick the way he had been before all this mess, before his pride was wounded and his self-assurances tarnished. But he couldn't picture the Chief in any other state than the one that haunted around the village now. He couldn't picture him being the leader of Berk anymore.

The only thing that came to mind with the word leader was…Hiccup.

"They're supposed to bring it back to the Village." Stoick said finally, his words jarring Fishlegs out of his mental stupor. The male was speaking with a firm tone now, and for a moment, Fishlegs wondered if he had regained his footing somewhat. But his hopes fell away as he saw the same distant look on the man's face, his eyes unfocused, as if he were thinking of something entirely different than what he was having right at hand. "Then we can deal with it." He said shortly.

"That's all?" Gobber scoffed. "They'll want more than that, don't you think?"

"Well, that's all they're going to get." Stoick hissed. "Make sure they do it."

"…and Hiccup?" Gobber asked after a beat of silence. "And Astrid, and Toothless?"

Stoick took much longer with this reply. The Chief ducked his head for a moment, Fishlegs imagining the words punching through his skin and inflicting some kind of pain. Like the Zippleback did: inject venom for pre-digestion. He grappled for a moment, weighing, debating…or maybe he was just too angered by the idea of his son that it took a while for him to get clear thought through.

Surprisingly, Fishlegs felt Snotlout stiffen at his side. Since they were so close together, the reaction was more than noticeable. The boy twisted around awkwardly to look back at him, concern flashing in his eyes as studied the weird response. It wasn't like Snotlout to get emotional, and it certainly wasn't like him to show it when it happened. Snotlout was always either angry or nothing at all, there was no middle ground. So it was a shock to Fishlegs, who was the only one to make note of the change, to see that he was quite beside himself. He sat against the leg of the bench, tense and rigid as he watched Stoick intently, waiting for the answer. What was he worried about? Astrid?

…Or…maybe Hiccup?

"The same for them." Stoick growled finally. "Anyone you find, you bring them back to me. I can deal with them later."

"Stoick, you can't be serious!" Gobber exclaimed, eyes widening out.

"They disobeyed orders, Gobber, the whole lot of them!" Stoick snapped angrily. "They plotted against the island, and if they come back, then they'll face the consequences." The order was clipped, short and sweet. Except it wasn't sweet at all…not really. "I can't give them excuses and still be fair. I'm Chief, I treat everything the same. The kids that ran away are just as much a danger as the dragon. And the sooner we find them, the better."

Gobber scoffed, halfway between a noise of anger and laughter. "'The kids.'" He growled, looking up and fixing the man with a furious stare, just managing to hold himself back from yelling it looked like. "You mean your son." He snarled.

Stoick only held his gaze, voice quiet as he asked simply: "Are you going to carry out my orders, or not?"

Gobber sighed, suddenly looking sad. "Yeah…yeah I'll carry 'em." He said in a small mummer. "…But I won't support 'em." Stoick looked surprised at this, caught off-guard as he looked Gobber up and down with something close to shock. But Gobber didn't look him in the eye once more, not able to do anything of the sort by now. Fishlegs felt his mouth drop open with surprise and horror, already knowing what was going to happen, and yet not wanting to believe it all at the same time. "You're on your own for now." Gobber said, already starting to turn back towards the exit of the Hall.

"W-What do you mean?" Stoick asked suddenly, looking stumped.

"You know what I mean." Gobber sighed, still walking out on him. "I'm just done. If you won't listen to me, then I'm not even going to try anymore." He leaned over, grabbing the door and starting to open it. The crack let in a shaft of light, and the teens all bustled backwards like scared animals, terrified at the prospect of being found out at this point in time. Because none of them had realized how far any of this could have gone, and it had quickly and clearly gotten out of hand.

Gobber paused, hesitating at the threshold of the door. He twisted around, looking back towards Stoick with a disappointed look. "I've tried to help you." Gobber said. "I've tried to persuade you, and I've tried to get you to see what you're doing wrong. Now, you know that I'd do anything for you. I'd…follow you wherever you went, or do whatever you'd want me to do. But…I just can't. Not with this one." Regret was laced thickly over his voice, but it was as steady as a beat of a drum. "I'll do what you ask me to do…but I'm done. I can't try and persuade you anymore. I'm sorry."

Stoick was silent, letting the words of rejection sink in. Then: "If that's your choice."

The reply was immediate. "It is."

"Fine." Stoick answered, voice short.

Silence. Then the slam of the door as Gobber left. The bang echoed throughout the Hall, and it was plunged into the quietness that was there before anything else happened. Stoick stood there, still as a statue as he stared emptily at the door. The teens sat, pressed close together now as they held their breath. They all stared at Stoick with the same look of horror, shock, and disbelief on their faces. It went like that for what seemed like ages, though it couldn't have been longer than a few minutes. But finally, Stoick squared his shoulders, seeming to brace himself before marching out the way that he had come.

The kids watched numbly as he left, and it wasn't until the last of his footsteps had faded away outside did any of them move. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were the first, wriggling out from the tightly-knit group and struggling back up to their perches that they'd had before. Fishlegs and Snotlout followed suit, albeit slower. And even once they'd all taken back their seats, it was still a long time before anyone dared to break the silence.

Ruffnut was first. "Welp," She said, looking around at them with a blank expression. "I guess it's not as boring around here as we thought."

"Yeah." Snotlout growled, his anger sounding forcing and rounded. "Now that we finally _know_ something."

"Guys." Fishlegs said softly, changing his gaze from one person to another. They all turned to him, subdued for once as they waited for him to speak. He swallowed nervously, eyes flickering over to the spot where both men had come and gone. They'd only been inside for a few minutes, and yet it felt like it had lasted a year at least. "Do you realize what this means?" He demanded finally, voice cracking somewhat as it raised an octave or two."

Nobody spoke, Tuffnut and Ruffnut giving out synchronized shrugs of the shoulders.

"Gobber and Stoick are _best friends_." Fishlegs snapped. "Even the Red Death itself couldn't tear those two apart! And now they're splitting up! Because of this! Even if we don't know what's going on fully, this is enough to show us that it's something terrible!" He was on his feet now, head reeling as he came to the conclusion. "This is bad. This is really bad. We need to…we should…maybe we could…" He blanched, unable to finish his sentences as his brain went haywire. "Maybe…well…ugh! What do we do?"

"What _can_ we do?" Tuffnut snorted, looking away.

"Well, we have to do something!" Fishlegs protested.

"What?" Snotlout retorted, anger suddenly becoming livid once more. The boy faltered at this new tone, looking back at the burly teenager with wide eyes. Snotlout looked ready to burst, and yet calm at the same time. It was clear by the way that he held himself though that he was struggling to swallow all of this, just like everyone else was. "Stoick doesn't trust us, we're not allowed the leave the Village anymore, and all our dragons are being used for Search Parties most of the time. Face it Fishlegs: there's nothing that we can do."

He opened his mouth to argue, but then realized that there was nothing he could say. Snapping it shut and sitting down heavily, Fishlegs stared sadly down at the table top, shoulders heaving downwards. "…I hope he knows what he's doing." He murmured sadly after a moment, staring down at his lap, where his hands rested limply. "…because I don't think Hiccup can know how bad it's gotten over here."

"He knows what he's doing." Snotlout stated firmly, uncharacteristically firm. "He's Hiccup."

"Yeah…but…we have no idea what's going on out there either." Fishlegs whispered.

Silence.

Then: "Well whatever it is, Hiccup had better deal with it soon." The comment came once again from Snotlout. The other teens looked over at him, automatically glancing towards whoever made an attempt to speak up. But Snotlout didn't meet their gazes pointedly, just like Gobber and Stoick wouldn't when they were talking. "Because we need him back here." It was possibly the first time that Snotlout had ever outright declared his need for his cousin. Of _anyone's _need for his cousin.

"We need a lot of things." Ruffnut scoffed, trying to lighten the mood with a joke.

But Snotlout shook his head emptily at the poke. "No." He said. "We need a leader."
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Hiccup had the hardest job when it came to flying. Sure, Nightflight had to figure out how to maneuver around without someone to guide her, and it took the black dragoness a painstakingly long time to figure out how exactly to trail behind Mistyeyes. But once Mistyeyes stuck her tailfin straight out so that it guided Nightflight with a light touch on her nose, Nightflight actually flew forward instead of stumbling through the clouds. And Shadowclaw and Leafdapple had to make sure that everyone was in check, that job was quite heavy as well, no doubt. And leading a blind dragon in Mistyeyes's case was no good ride either. But even put all together, there was no way that it compared to what Hiccup had to do. And that was trying to figure out how to breathe through Astrid's chokehold.

The blonde was clinging tightly to the boy's stomach, her recently-created anger and irritation towards him in the heat of the moment. Having 'never' been up in the air before, the girl looked just as much of a mess as she did the very first time that Hiccup had managed to persuade her onto Toothless. Of course, they were going much faster then, they didn't have all these other dragons in tow. But the girl was clinging to Hiccup as if her hands were locked together, and every couple of seconds, she would shuffle in the saddle, fixing her perch like a perfectionist. Every once and a while, Hiccup could sense the way she looked down to the ocean, mumbling out a small curse underneath her breath as she did so.

But he didn't ever look back at her or even show the notion that he was aware of her clutch around his waist. He turned the other cheek instead, forcing himself to look straight forward and nowhere else. Focusing instead on the waves around them or the landmarks that they passed, Hiccup spent his efforts trying to find out how long they had left until Berk, or how the weather would hold up around them. It was a concerning enough job, and by the looks of the churning waves beneath them or the dark masses of clouds overhead, it was enough to let the boy's mind fret elsewhere.

After all, there wasn't much else he _could_ think about, not with Toothless refusing to speak like he was. The Night Fury was pointedly keeping his mouth shut, looking straight forward with a smoldering green stare, looking just as preoccupied as Hiccup was trying to be. But if there was even the slightest chance that Toothless was doing what Hiccup was, his mind was far from the subject at hand; he was probably just doing his best to look indifferent. The teenager could tell by the way that the dragon's ears flicked back and forth restlessly that something was bothering, and the boy frowned guiltily as he realized that the thing bothering Toothless might very well be him.

He shook himself quickly, prying his brain off of the subject matter as he looked back up. His inner thoughts lashed out with reprimands, scolding him for even trying to linger on the emotions. There wasn't anything he could do right now, that much was more than obvious. The only thing he could do now was get these dragons to Berk, which was his main goal. If he let things like this get in the way of what he was trying to do…well, he just couldn't let it happen. He had to be focused, he had to-

"So how long is this going to take?" Hiccup tensed rigidly at the sudden question. Astrid had been the one to speak up, surprising the boy considering she had been silent ever since they first took off. And that had to be at least a few hours ago, he presumed. He started to turn back to her at the sound of her voice, a habit of his body that he had acquired from flying with her so much. But as soon as the half-conscious thought crossed his mind, he snapped back around, eyes widening just slightly with hurt at the automatic response. But if Astrid had noticed, she obviously did not think anything of the movement. "We've been flying for forever." She commented, voice curling to show her dislike for the mode of transport. "When are we getting back to my home?"

"I told you." Hiccup said, his voice stifled. "It'll take a while."

"Well yeah." Astrid growled, obviously put-off by his sudden change in mood. Her blue eyes flashed a little at his breezy-sounding tone, and Hiccup was painfully aware of her grip on his waist loosening. "But I didn't know your definition of 'a while' was 'forever.'" She scoffed softly, almost muttering to herself as she spoke underneath her breath. Hiccup frowned at this, allowing himself just a small glance behind him, caving almost too easily as he twisted back slightly.

She was glaring off to the side, as if thinking over something concerning in her mind. But then again, what _could _she be thinking? What was still left in her mind, Hiccup wondered mournfully. Did she know that way how she would always wait outside Hiccup's house and walk to the Forge with him in the mornings? Or that way that she spent all Snoggletog last year at Hiccup's house around the fire? Obviously not, it seemed. Otherwise there would be something there between them instead of just a cold pit of unfamiliarity.

Suddenly, there was a small flash of brown, Hiccup perking as he faced the shape. Leafdapple was weaving her way through the crowd, green eyes wide with both concern and worry. Hiccup felt a small stab of fear at the expression creasing itself over her face, but then he caught sight of Shadowclaw, who was trailing behind the dragoness per the norm. He looked much less upset, almost a little impatient as he flew after his friend. Hoping that that meant it wasn't anything too serious, Hiccup allowed himself a small breath of relief.

He prodded Toothless in the neck, a little cautious now as he turned to his friend. Toothless twitched at the touch, turning his head and opening his mouth as if he were going to start firing out sentences. But then he seemed to catch onto what Hiccup was indicating, slowing down as he caught sight of Leafdapple and Shadowclaw. Astrid stiffened considerably behind Hiccup, her grip coming back at once as the dragons came closer. The boy offered out a small mumble of comfort at her anxiety, but his mind wasn't on her discomfort, for once not on purpose. He looked intently at Leafdapple and Shadowclaw, watching the two closely as they made their way towards him.

Eventually, they met. Leafdapple was panting from her sudden burst of speed to catch up, but she drew alongside Toothless and Hiccup despite the worn look on her face. "Hiccup." She puffed, calling the boy's already-earned attention. "I think we might have to stop soon." Hiccup frowned at this, realizing that reason that Shadowclaw looked a little peeved. The male had a disgruntled look on his face, a flick of impatience going through his tail every so often as he flew alongside his close friend. He obviously thought different than Leafdapple, but he was much too wary of hurting her feelings to speak outright against her.

But Toothless obviously did not think of that part in the equation. He spoke up incredulously, tilting his head to the side with a look of bewilderment. It was the first time he had talked all flight, so it took a moment for his voice to get working. But when it did, he asked a simple one-worded question. "Why?" Hiccup turned back to look at the Pack, and at the sun behind them. It had just started its descent a few hours ago; they still had a good expanse of travel that they could cover before the sun faded altogether. If they were to stop now, they wouldn't even come close to the amount of miles that Hiccup had hoped to cover today. "We still have a lot of time left to travel!" Toothless pointed out.

But Leafdapple shook her head. "No, we can't keep going on like this." She pressed, not letting up on her stance in the argument. Or maybe that was the cause for Shadowclaw's impatience, Hiccup thought suddenly. The male had probably already tried to reason with his friend, but she would hear none of it, shooting him down before he could even finish his words. It seemed exactly like something Leafdapple would end up doing, and against himself, Hiccup gave a small smile at the picture between them.

"Why not?" Toothless demanded immediately. "We could easily get closer to Berk before-"

"Where we stayed last night didn't have a surplus of food." Leafdapple snapped tartly, puffing up at the notion of her being wrong. "Most of the dragons around here are hungry. And the younglings can barely fly on their own already, they're losing altitude faster than you can gain it, Toothless." Hiccup turned back to look at the party behind him, realizing with a small, disappointed sigh, that the female was right. Some of the adult dragons had scowls on their faces, determined but obviously hurting from the large amount of activity without much food. Inwardly, Hiccup felt his own stomach caving in on itself. With everything that had happened today, the fact that they had had little to no food last night had been easily forgotten. But now he could see that the others in their traveling group were not able to push the matter away as smoothly as he had.

The younglings were openly complaining, all except for Amber of course. The cute little Night Fury was trudging along with a determined look, little wings fluttering at her sides like a bumblebee's. Even since she had been snatched out of the air by Hiccup, she had made a special point to be the best out of the pick of younglings. Now, as the others were lagging, it was obvious that she was doing her best to speed ahead. But her mother was lagging behind; if she kept this up, she would get separated from the female and she might spiral down to the ocean again.

"With the rate that things are going, we'll be dropping like flies." Leafdapple said, panting herself as she struggled to match Toothless's pace, who was a much more skilled flier than she. Hiccup opened his mouth to agree with her, knowing that it would probably make Toothless even more angry towards him, but he was cut short as Mistyeyes suddenly made an appearance as well, Nightflight dragged behind her. "What's going on?" The pale dragoness asked, baffled as he looked from each person assembled. There was a small hint of reproach in her voice as well, as if she were wondering why in the world she hadn't known about this little meeting. From behind her, Nightflight cocked her head to the side, questioning as she tried to listen over the beating of wings around her.

"Leafdapple said we need to stop early." Toothless explained shortly, not offering any of the background information as he looked over towards the younger one. She puffed at the hidden barb underneath the words, as if she were some unfair dragon just wanting to rest. "But we still have a lot of time left to travel; it'd be pointless to stop now."

"It's pointless to keep going." Leafdapple snapped, irritated by now as she glared openly Toothless's way. An offended look crept into the older Night Fury at the look that was thrown his way, and from behind Leafdapple, Hiccup could see Shadowclaw trying to suppress a smile, getting over his own hostility with his friend at the bold stance she was now taking. "Everyone is so tired that we're crawling along like an inchworm." She continued. "We need to stop early so that there's more time to hunt for the others. If we end out early today, we can start out early tomorrow."

Mistyeyes perked, looking back and reflecting Hiccup's own surprise as she realized how slow they were actually going. Like him, she had probably thought none of it, preoccupied with her own wonderings to try and evaluate their progressions. "Well, it looks like Leafdapple is right." She concluded, looking back over at the group, pointedly not looking in Toothless's direction. The black Night Fury's ears twitched at the notion of her not being able to look at him, but thankful he did not voice his opinions outright. It would have caused yet another scene that they did not need right now. "I think it would benefit us better if we took it easier than we have been. The younglings look ready to keel over."

Astrid watched the exchange between Hiccup and the dragons with dumbstruck disbelief. Hiccup tried to ignore her stare, doing his best to focus solely on the task at hand. He took in the looks of everyone around him, realizing that there was a cross. Leafdapple and Mistyeyes, both so alike in nature it seemed, were both looking at him expectantly, waiting for an order to find the nearest spot of land. But Toothless and Shadowclaw seemed unwilling to stop, lean and supple even without the energy that food provided.

Turning around and hoping for a resolve laying in the one that hadn't spoken up yet, he offered a tentative smile Nightflight's way. Even if she couldn't see it, he hoped that she would hear it in his voice, though he doubted the emotion was well-set-up enough for such a thing. "What do you think, Nightflight?" He asked, encouraging her back into the swing of conversation. "Should we stop, or keep going?" He prompted, when the female didn't seem to hear him at first.

But then she perked, looking lost for a moment or two as she looked around aimlessly. But then, finally staring over in his general direction, she blinked rapidly. "…What do _you _think we should do?" She asked after a beat of hesitation. Mistyeyes blinked at this, looking saddened at the question as she drooped visibly. Toothless sighed underneath his breath, looking away from the pair of females, as if he were tired of facing them.

Hiccup sighed heavily at this, shoulders drooping at the disharmony that seemed to be racing between each person here. The only two that seemed out of the loop was Leafdapple and Shadowclaw, younglings as they were. He turned around, depressed by the thought of what was going on between the group, shaking his head a little as he fixed his eyes on a point far ahead. Maybe if he focused on there, it would be like nothing was wrong here.

"We'll stop." He decided flatly.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Toothless and Mistyeyes split up to lead out two hunting groups once they finally managed to find themselves an island that seemed plentiful. It took about half an hour to find, but Hiccup was rather glad that they had come across it. Now, as the dragons that still had a few scraps of energy left had gone after Toothless and Mistyeyes to hunt, Hiccup watched over the rest of the Pack.

Mothers were curled underneath a shaded tree with their sons and daughters, eyes half-closed as they dozed after their long flounder through the air. Those of the younglings who were still able to walk were pacing around now, trying to find entertainment until their meal arrived, looking impatient as they milled around noisily. The older dragons twitched with irritation at the nesciences of the little ones, turning around and shooing them away, telling their little ears off for coming and ruining their naps. But Hiccup smiled tenderly at the sight, eyes softening as he saw the flash of affection through the seniors' eyes as the pushed the Youths away.

The boy had taken to sitting off to the side, watching over the dragons until Toothless and Mistyeyes came back with the food that they had been promised. He was just about to get up and move from his perch on a rather thick root of a tree, but he stopped short as movement off to the side caught his eye. He turned, green eyes lighting up as he twisted to look over to the left. Shadowclaw was sitting neatly beside Leafdapple, both of the dragons' tails curled around their paws.

They both looked on peacefully, watching a group of baby Night Furies stumble and play with one another tiredly. Leafdapple's eyes were soft as she surveyed them, and every so often she let a small smile grace her features. Shadowclaw leaned over close to her, nudging her with his shoulder and saying something close to her ear. Leafdapple responded with a snort of a laugh, rolling her eyes as she pushed him away affectionately.

The sight caused Hiccup to gain a smile of his own, bringing his knees up closer to his chest as he rested his chin down gently. Somehow Leafdapple and Shadowclaw still seemed to find light of the situation that there were in. Why couldn't any of them do the same? Hiccup wondered idly. Even Toothless and Mistyeyes, as close as they were now that they had both come to the realization that everybody else knew, weren't able to talk and laugh as much as the two used to. The tense situation that they were in concerning the Pack and their new responsibilities left them unable to do just that and it also left Hiccup unable to help Astrid.

At the thought of the girl, Hiccup reluctantly turned, twisting around and finding her sitting off to the side. She had taken a much more tolerable air with the dragons, but she was still obviously uneasy. She shifted every so often, glancing around with quick blue eyes. She was taking a special care in staying close to Hiccup, wary with the amount of reptiles that were around her. She looked over at him every so often, a fact that he had missed up until this point.

The pairs' eyes accidentally locked, Astrid siting up a little straighter as she flushed with embarrassment at being caught staring. She started to look away, but stopped short for a moment, eyes narrowing slightly as she looked back at him. Something flashed in the back of her eyes, a small spark of something. It looked as if she were struggling to pin down a thought that was simply going too fast for her mind to take in. Hiccup wilted at the thought, a sad kind of flicker coming into his emotions. Astrid was still looking at him oddly, but he refused to do the same.

Turning, the boy spun around, looking back to Shadowclaw and Leafdapple and heading their way pointedly.

Astrid frowned at the movement, tucking her knees close as she rested her chin down with a glum expression, watching him go silently. She didn't protest, and she didn't follow him either. She just remained where she was sitting, a person with no recollection and no aspiring goals to look forward to except to follow others and wish for the best. The boy…Hiccup… he didn't seem to like her all that much. It was fine by her, of course. She just needed a way to get home, she was just stuck with him at the moment, and it didn't mean anything.

Still, she felt weird whenever she saw him. Like a certain kind of feeling that you remember having but you can't exactly pin it down. Still, he seemed like he was starting to get tired of her. She might as well stop trying to get any more answers out of him; he shut up like a clam whenever she tried to ask a simple question. So he wouldn't help her if she were to ask him why these clinging thoughts or feelings came at random points. And he certainly wouldn't answer why she felt them when she looked at him.

So she watched him go without a second thought, turning and averting her attention elsewhere, like on the dragons or how long they had travelled so far today. The clinging thoughts were useless to worry about, so she might as well forget them. She was having a hard enough time figuring out how to talk outright with… Hiccup… (the name still tripped her up with that same weird surge of feeling). She should just concentrate solely on holding conversations up with him. If he was the only human within miles like he said' she might as well not make an enemy out of her only friend.

Whatever feeling she had of him…. whatever kind of emotion there was that she couldn't pinpoint… she guessed that she would just have to ignore it.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

"Hey." The soft greeting threw off Mistyeyes's aim, the dragon jerking with surprise right before she shot herself forward. She landed awkwardly, with a loud huff of surprise as she fell lopsidedly. The rabbit that she had been stalking took off at her arrival, a loud squeal of surprise coming from it as she dashed away. She sat up crossly, spitting out tufts of grass with an irritated look on her face. She turned, ready to shoot out angry roars in the direction of whoever had just ruined her catch. But when she saw who it was waiting for her, she stopped short with surprise.

"Toothless?" She asked, wide-eyed as she got to her feet hastily. "What're you doing out here? Why aren't you with the others that came along with you?"

The black Night Fury flicked the tip of his tail, dismissing the question. "I could ask you the same thing." He pointed out fairly. He paused for a minute, as if expecting Mistyeyes to swallow the answer. But she didn't, blue eyes still shaded with irritation as she glanced the way that the rabbit had gone. Toothless sighed, giving in now as he ducked his head apologetically. "Sorry about the catch." He offered. "But I wanted to talk to you. It couldn't wait."

Mistyeyes hesitated, contemplating. But then she nodded, sitting down neatly as she drew her tail over her paws. "You'll have to explain to Hiccup why we didn't bring anything back to the others." She informed him presently, before he could start. Toothless sighed, frustrated, as if this was the least of his worries. "Go on, then." Mistyeyes encouraged after another moment of silence. "What's so important? We're meant to be hunting." The sun was starting to go down more prominently by now; they probably only had about a few more hours until it was completely gone.

Toothless copied her, sitting down and staring intently her way. It was a while before he managed to speak up, and when he did, his words were measured and short. "I think…" He paused a second, ears twitching restlessly. But then he spoke up again, forcing the words out. "I think we should get Nightflight to try again." He said finally.

Mistyeyes was too stunned to reply at first, eyes wide with both disbelief and shock as she stared blankly his way. "…What?" She asked voice incredulous. "You mean on Astrid?" When Toothless nodded again, she swelled even more. "Toothless, surely you can't be serious! Just this morning you were ready to tear her head off for what she did! You blamed her for her mistake, you treated her like a traitor, you haven't talked to her all day, and now you expect her to _try again_?" She gasped shortly, the only way she could think of to express her confusion. "And then you expect her to _do it_?"

"You have to think about our options, here, Mistyeyes!" He urged her quickly, before he could finish her sentence. "Hiccup isn't going to help her; you know that fact as well as I do! He has some weird thought in his head that he should push her away, and I know that that isn't the way that this needs to be worked out."

"And taking more chances is?" She asked, tilting her head to the side. Her anger was starting to melt away, replaced by curiosity and thought. The offer was a weird one, and it was even weirder to have been brought up by Toothless himself. At first she had taken it as a joke, but evidently, Toothless was serious about this. "What's wrong?" She asked finally, receiving the notion that something was amiss with him. "There's something the matter, isn't there?"

"This happened to me before." Toothless said flatly. "You know that as well as I do." Mistyeyes blinked, looking away softly at the thought, having tried her hardest to forget that specific moment in time. "I know what it felt like to come back and realized what I'd done. And I know what it feels like to deal with it afterwards, and how hard it was. Especially with what happened." He did not name the circumstance, but it ran gorily through Mistyeyes's head anyway. "I don't want Astrid to feel like that if something like that happens again. She deserves better."

"It'll be okay." She said softly.

"You're sure about that?" Toothless demanded. The female stopped short at this, becoming quiet as she sighed through her nose slowly. He nodded, as if the huff answered his question. "Astrid already lost her memory." He pointed out. "What's worse than that? What else could possibly go wrong?" Mistyeyes rolled her eyes at the phrase, but he wasn't finished. "If Nightflight does well and if she actually does get Astrid to be able to understand us, we could get her to remember ourselves. Hiccup wouldn't have to do anything. We could help her."

"And if Nightflight can't do it?" Mistyeyes rounded. "She probably won't even want to try."

"That a chance we'll have to take." Toothless said firmly. "This shouldn't have happened in the first place, I knew that much. But now that it has, we have to go through with this. Any other situation and I would tell Nightflight to keep her distance. But this is just too close to home, both for me and for Hiccup. Don't you see, Mistyeyes?" He pressed relentlessly. "This is the only way that we can fix this. And Nightflight will have to understand that."

Mistyeyes weighed her reply, blue eyes critical as she stared steadily his way. "…We can't make her do anything she doesn't want to." She warned thinly, obviously not going to be the one to address the situation to the dragoness. She was already so worked up over everything; she surely wouldn't be okay with what she and Toothless were thinking of. "And Hiccup won't be able to know about it. He'd stop us. He'd… he'd get mad."

"It'll be worth it."

"How can you be so sure?"

"Because," He said shortly. "I've been through it before."

"Does that make you an expert?" Mistyeyes questioned.

"I'm the only one it's happened to."

"Nightflight is the only one who's caused it." Mistyeyes pressed. "And she's just as confused as all of us."

Toothless didn't reply for what seemed like forever. "Are you going to help me or not?"

"You know I'd do anything for you." Mistyeyes said at once, a reflexive answer as it blurted its way out of her mouth. But as soon as she said the words, looking at Toothless's earnest face, she couldn't help but feel a small prick of foreboding at the words, as if she had just predicted something evil. _We'd all do anything for each other. _She thought grimly, her look measured now. _But sooner or later, something is going to wrong. I just don't know what._

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The Nursery was filled to the brim for once, a blessing and a curse at the same time. This season many female Night Furies had crammed themselves into the cavern, either carting in with them younglings or waiting patiently for their eggs to hatch accordingly. Usually was it was just filled with the mothers and their little ones, the only talk being the squeaks of play from the children and the rumble of gossip from the mothers.

But today was different. Today, the Cavern was filled with a line of dragons young and old alike, excited conversations filling the stone walls as the rumble of speech went through. A new baby dragon egg had just hatched this morning, and the news of its arrival had spread like wildfire through the Pack. The new mother, Echosong, was widely respected throughout the entire group of Night Furies; so when it was heard that she was to have a youngling, every dragon had been on edge. Would the baby be like her? Would it take after her sweet looks? Her swift cunning? Or maybe her sharp flying skills? Those were the questions that floated on the breeze now in the damp cave, everyone in line to see the offspring of beloved Echosong.

The mother in question was at the end of the line, her newly-hatched baby curled up tightly at her side, oblivious to the fuss that she was creating. The little one was adorable and perfect: a light gray shade making up her scales and the peeking of shimmering blue eyes every now and then. She was the picture of her mother, not her father, who sat behind the two females, chest swelled with pride. Each dragon that came by offered their own sort of praise, and Echosong was already worn out before the line even reached halfway through.

She twisted back to look at her Mate, eyes flashing with irritation and humor at the same time. "All this fuss over something so little." She said in a small tease, looking down with soft eyes at her daughter lying in the crook of her belly. She swept her tail forward, wrapping it closely around her child and pulling her even closer at the thought.

Her Mate leaned over, nuzzling her ear fondly at the words. "It's not something little." He chastised her gently, voice soft and with no sort of spike at all. "It's our daughter! The Pack has the right idea in celebrating her like this." He purred, leaning over and pushing his nose against the little one's head, the youngling squawking loudly at the intrusion. He pulled back with another purr at this, his tail curling with tender amusement. "She's perfect." He said happily.

Echosong rolled her eyes with a small chuff. "You think everything is perfect, Talon." She said.

"I think _you're _perfect." He added, prodding her just as affectionately.

"She's _perfect_!"

The pair looked up at this, ears perking as they turned over to look at who had spoken. Recognition flooded through Echosong's gaze as she locked eyed with the newest visitor, the female unconsciously drawing her youngling closer to herself at the sight of the mother and her own little one standing at her feet. "Oh." She said, blinking rapidly. "Hello Mapleshade." She said, putting enthusiasm into her voice as she tilted her head to the side wearily. "I didn't expect you to be here."

Mapleshade purred at this, looking overjoyed as she leaned down close to survey the little one. Echosong shifted a little bit, but didn't object, only flicking her ears back and forth restlessly. Talon had sobered it seemed, the male souring a little bit as he looked at the newcomer with a different kind of look. She was unaware of the looks though, looking down instead and pushing her own child forward, looking just as proud as Echosong was. "Have you ever met my youngling?" She asked excitedly.

Echosong's eyes softened at the little one, her guard slipping in the moment as she dipped her head. "Hello, Nightflight." She cooed happily, voice tender as she spoke down to the little dragoness. Nightflight looked down shyly at her feet as she was addressed, hesitating a moment before leaning forward, ears twitching with interest as she bent over the small baby curled against its mother. Echosong found herself tensing yet again, and she gave a small cough, hoping to hide her paranoia with the expression. "Her name is Mistyeyes." She said kindly, purposefully only speaking Nightflight's way as she stared fixedly at the little one. "She's only a day old! Can you believe that?"

"She's tiny." Nightflight commented in a small squeak.

"Yes, but she'll grow big and strong." Talon said, seeming to get over his recent tightness.

"Very big and strong!" Echosong winced at this, having already been expecting it as soon as she saw Mapleshade approach. Fighting the urge to wince, she turned and looked back the mother's way, shifting a little uneasily. Mapleshade was bent forward, resting her paw lightly on Mistyeyes's back, who was grumbling angrily at the weight that was pressed lightly against her side. "I can see her already! This one is going to be big and important!"

"….Is she….now?" Echosong asked awkwardly, clearing her throat a little with the question. This was a routine that new mothers always had to go through: listening to Mapleshade claim to know all about their new arrival with just one glance. She had always seen the odd female perform the feat with other mothers and their newly-hatched, and wondered what in the world she would do in such a weird conversation. And here she was, finally able to face that question for real. And now she was wishing, with all the eyes on her that she could sink through the floor.

"Don't you see?" Mapleshade asked happily, looking thoroughly enthralled in the little baby by now. "She's such a little Leader! I can see every part of you in her already." She flashed a happy look Echosong's way, and the mother smiled uncomfortably back. "She'll grow up to be quite the charmer, too, I think."

Nightflight blinked, looking put-out as she glanced from Mistyeyes to her mother. She leapt to her feet, bouncing up and down now as she craned her neck to look up at her mother. "What about me, mother? What about me?" She asked, shuffling her feet rapidly as she tried to rally the attention back onto her. "What about me? What will I be in the future?"

Mapleshade completely ignored her daughter for the moment, turning a pleased look Echosong's way. "You'll be proud of this one." She promised the uncomfortable dragoness. "Her path goes many different directions, and it entwines with many different sets of footprints as well. You'll have to watch where this one goes, because she'll make history."

"Right." Echosong said, reaching over and bundling her daughter closer to her, glancing Mapleshade up and down as she did so. "I'll make sure to do that. Thank you, Mapleshade. I appreciate it." Her words were short and clipped: a sure sign of dismissal. Then, wanting to make it clear that she wanted her to leave, she added: "I'll see you later, perhaps; you and your daughter." Nightflight was sulking by now at the thought of being ignored, looking as if she wanted to start wailing for someone to pay attention to her.

Mapleshade nodded kindly, never the one to pick up hints. "Of course." She said with a dip of the head. "I'll see you around the cave, Echosong. And I'll make sure to keep a watch on Mistyeyes as well. I have a feeling she'll live a very interesting life." And with that, she gave one last nod to the proud parents before turning, carting Nightflight along with her as they trudged away back into the crowd. Nightflight glanced back every once and a while, looking with jealousy and something else towards Mistyeyes, only turning and running away when she was forced to catch up with her mother.

Echosong blinked, looking over with confusion at Talon, who held her own puzzlement in his own expression. He shrugged listlessly, leaning over and putting his nose to her ear comfortingly. She sighed softly, rolling her eyes as she looked down kindly at her daughter, leaning over and rasping her tongue caringly over her little one's head.

She did her best to ignore what Mapleshade had said, as strange as it was. Mistyeyes was just going to be…well…Mistyeyes. She was going to be a normal little youngling, who's only worry was when they would be able to play and for how long. There was nothing odd about her daughter, and she would make sure that she was sheltered from danger. Tightening her hold on her youngling, she gave another tender embrace to the baby.

Nothing different. Nothing wrong. She'd make sure of it.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Mistyeyes watched intently, blue eyes narrowed just slightly as she rounded forward, the tip of her tail twitching in the dark of the cave. Behind her, the rest of the Pack was gathered, eyes wide with confusion, loss, grief, and shock. The air around the gray Night Fury trembled with the emotions as the last effects of the human attack on them slowly ebbed away. The leader of the other dragons stood against the mouth of the cave, a light outline in the blackness that hung like a shadow over the large group.

She was facing forward intently, eyes flashing with untold stories as she kept her feet rooted to the ground. Her blue eyes, luminescent in the dim lighting, were trained intently on the form that was retreating towards the exit of the caverns, his panicked footsteps the only noise in the cave at the moment as all attention was fixed on his leave. Mistyeyes's last words hung in the air, the female having just spoken them only a few moments before the male had dashed away like a wounded animal. "If you speak the truth, you will not need this, but if any of my dragons see you on this island again, we _will _take action. Leave our island, now."

Those were her final words, her final judgment. And as Mistyeyes listened to Toothless's rapid footfalls gradually fade away, she could not help but feel as if she had made a terrible mistake. Behind her was a mob of grief-stricken and shell-shocked group of dragons, all looking at her as if she had just let a murderer leave empty-clawed. And now, once she found Toothless to have left the premises, under the assumption that he would never return again, she had to wonder if she _had_ done just that.

Slowly the female turned in a short circle, twisting around and looking around with a mournful expression. Now that the distraction of Toothless's exile had been dealt with, the attention was fixated once more onto her. Younglings cried in the back of the crowd, and mothers desperately tried to shush them, in fear of interrupting words from Mistyeyes if she decided to speak and give out orders. But for once, Mistyeyes was mute. Her pretty blue eyes just flickered down, getting caught in the sight of Nightflight lying slack against the ground before her. She was unable to look away, and for a moment, she just stood still, gaze resting heavily on the dragoness as she remained silent.

But she should have spoken first. A beat of tense silence passed, weighing on Mistyeyes's shoulders like a million tons. But she as the leader was not the one to break it apart. She should have snapped into action, going forward and dealing out rapid instructions on how to fix this situation that they had been in. After all, they had just been attacked and left by a band of humans quicker than even she could try and wrap her mind around. Her Pack needed guidance now on how to react. But she was quiet, and that allowed another voice to speak up.

"How could you have let him go like that?" The demand came from a familiar voice, Mistyeyes ducking her head low as she listened to Fleetfoot advance up to her. His voice was laden with sorrow and grief, but they were not nearly as prominent as the anger that was flooding off of him in waves. The male stood stock in front of Mistyeyes, having moved so that he was in between her and Nightflight. Finding her vision disrupted, Mistyeyes looked up reluctantly, meeting Fleetfoot's gaze with her own expectant one.

"Why would I have kept him here?" Mistyeyes asked blankly. "He didn't belong here; you know that as well as I do." Her tone was measured, clipped short and business-like as she locked eyes with the male. The others around here had perked at her voice, her scales burning as eyes went to train hungrily onto her. There wasn't a friendly face in this crowd, she realized. All of them were either heavy with remorse, or blank with shock. She could even feel a few angered glares shot her way. Feeling uncomfortable, but refusing to show it, the dragon swallowed back her uneasiness as best she could. "What would you have rather me done? He's gone now, and if he appears again, then we will-"

Fleetfoot broke through her words curtly, eyes blazing now as he leaned forward slightly. "He brought these humans to us!" The male yowled angrily, furious as his anger slowly mounted, threatening to spill over. Mistyeyes's jaw locked backwards at the words, but still, she forced herself to remain calm as he went on. "He brought the humans here, joined their side, and then he killed one of our own himself!" Fleetfoot's voice sharpened towards the end, Mistyeyes's ears perking forward a little at the odd tone of voice. But he swept on before she could get a word in edge-wise, shaking his head violently as he spoke. "You let a traitor and a murderer get off scale-free! How can you call yourself a leader if you let things like this happen?" At this question, he used his tail to gesture widely at all of those who were around them, Mistyeyes following his point as her eyes flickered over the dragons gathered around. Quite a scene was being created at the moment, and even the younglings sobered as they realized that something important was going on now.

"I call myself a leader because I do not let bias and judgments cloud my vision." Mistyeyes replied, keeping her voice in check and making sure that her tone did not escape her. With this much intensity fixed on her, she did not want to seem prickly or touchy. But even as the thought crossed her mind, she realized that she wasn't doing such a good job of it probably. "What did you suppose we should have done, Fleetfoot?"

"We should have killed him when we had the chance." He growled harshly. "Now he's gone and he won't be back any time soon. We let him walk away bathed in the blood of all our friends and family, and you're just going to sit back and take it? We should go hunt him down now! We should go show him how you can't mess with Night Furies! We should-"

"If you wish me to assemble a search party to track down Toothless and kill him, you will be severely disappointed." Mistyeyes said at once, cutting through his words swiftly as she took a small step forward. Fleetfoot's mouth went into a small line at her interjection, and she could see the way he tensed significantly at her warning. But she refused to let the detail bother her. "In killing Toothless, we would merely stoop his level; therefore, making ourselves no better than him in the first place." She said adamantly. "If you want real justice, Fleetfoot, this is what it is. We're letting Toothless go because we're better than him. We don't need to make sides equal in order to come out on top. We're better than that."

Fleetfoot scoffed, clearly unsatisfied with the answer. But it had been expected of him to be so, Mistyeyes was not the least bit surprised. "You're crazy." He growled angrily, lashing his tail in an agitated swoop her supposed-near-sightedness. "You're crazy and you obviously don't care about what happens to us! The humans came in and killed as many as they could! The only reason they succeeded was because they took us by surprise! And now you're just going to roll over and take it? Like some kind of pet?" He curled his lip at her, sensing as the female grew a little defensive at the jibe. "Why don't you run off with Toothless and become a part of Berk? I'm sure the humans would be more to your taste, considering the way you care so much more about them!"

Mistyeyes snarled impatiently at the dragon's ignorance, feeling her frustration rolling like the tide. It would break soon if she wasn't careful, and then she would be in even hotter water than she was at the moment. And that was saying something, taking in the situation that was in right now. "Please, Fleetfoot." She said each word slow and weighted as she tried to persuade herself not to snap out like she wanted. "Are we really going to fight about this?"

She turned, addressing all of the dragons around her now as she raised her voice. She was more than aware of the unsure looks and challenging glares on her, and she felt yet another prickle of unease crawl its way over her spine. But she buried the emotions, clearing her throat and tilting her chin up slightly, an indication of confidence that she used well to mask her growing unease. "Are we _all _going to fight over this? When the spirits of our loves ones still linger in this cave?" At her words, most of the glares smoothed out a little bit, the unsure looks melting away into sober ones. Fighting the urge to let out a huff of relief, she went on smoothly, going over closer to Nightflight's body. "This isn't how we should honor those who are gone; you all know that as well as I do."

There was silence in the cave now, all eyes on her as dragons waited earnestly for her guidance. But Fleetfoot's words had irked her more than she would like to admit, and the dragoness found herself blanking as she stared at the crowd before her. It bothered her with the fact that they had been so easily riled at the speech that Fleetfoot had given out of anger. What did that mean for her? _Did_ it mean anything for her? What should she do first? She was never the one to wonder what to do in situations. Ever since she was little, she'd had a head for knowledge and quick thinking. But now she was like a fish out of water: floundering and unable to hold herself upright accordingly.

Suddenly, a dragon stepped forward earnestly from the rest, eyes flashing in the darkness around them. Mistyeyes turned, feeling a guilty rush of relief as her eyes landed on Talon. Her father cleared his throat a little loudly, as if to draw attention away from Mistyeyes's small stumble, the dragoness's ears flattening as she realized that it worked. All eyes switched to him, and, as customary, he gave a small nod towards the gray female. "Would you like us to assemble a burial? For the perished?" He offered.

Mistyeyes straightened, the small offering of a motive helping her brain to kick into gear. She dipped her head gratefully towards her father, almost a little embarrassed at the fact that he'd had to help her in order for her to start up once more. She hoped nobody else caught onto the small nudge, for she surely did not have any kind of retort if one were to arise. "Yes." She said, clearing her throat again as she started to speak. "We've lost some dragons today, and that is a truly terrible thing." Fleetfoot scoffed where he stood, but Mistyeyes ignored him swiftly. "We need to send them off properly, as all Night Furies deserve. Friends and families should be the first to-" She broke off, blinking rapidly as she perked, becoming silent as she narrowed her eyes down at Nightflight.

Talon shifted uneasily at her lack of focus, eyes clouding over with both concern and confusion for his daughter. "Mistyeyes?" He prompted ears flat against his head. His daughter had gone forward, stiff-legged now as she looked down at Nightflight, who was still sprawled against the cave floor. Her blue eyes were wide with something that seemed like surprise now, her ears perked as she came to a stop in front of the body. "Mistyeyes, what are you-"

"She's still alive!" Mistyeyes said in a sharp gasp, looking perplexed by the words as she let the exclamation pass her. At once, others around her perked, ears flicking up and eyes brightening a shade more as they looked at her with confusion. "S-She's breathing!" Mistyeyes shouted, barging forward now as she pushed forward. She crouched down quickly at the gravely injured dragoness's side. "Somebody find Juniper!" Mistyeyes ordered sharply, not looking up before she leaned over, reaching out and applying pressure to Nightflight's worst injuries, trying to keep her together until Juniper came. "Juniper has knowledge for herbs! Quick, somebody find her! Juniper!"

Dragons started to mill around at once, sharp yelps of surprise and fright washing through the assembly as they all turned and twisted, trying to find the dragon that they were in need of. Mistyeyes made sure that pressure was applied correctly, having picked up a minimal amount of knowledge on healing. But mostly she just knew how to stall what was coming. Her wings trembled at her sides, and she shifted from foot to foot with an occasional murmur of discomfort.

Shadowclaw piped up from where he sat on the edge of the circle surrounding them, always the most forward out of the younglings on the island. His tiny voice squeaked where he sat, and his wings flapped at his sides excitedly. "What do you mean she's breathing?" He demanded, eyes wide as he craned his neck to the side, getting up on his claws in an attempt to see more. "She's still alive?" His eyes were round with conflicted feelings, as if he was unaware of what exactly he felt in accordance to the news.

"Shadowclaw!" One of the mothers in the Pack rushed forward, her own children herding themselves behind her anxiously, eyes wide with fear at the new involvement. The dragoness leaned over, wrapping a paw tightly around Shadowclaw's waist and tugging him backwards sharply. The youngling yelped tightly at the sudden pull, an indignant squeak snapping itself from him in the process. "You shouldn't be sitting out here watching all this! Let's get you back to your mother, dear."

The little male wailed in response, immediately trying to claw his way out of her reach. To no avail though, as he was slowly dragged back into the thick of the crowd. "No, wait!" He pleaded, leaving sharp white lines in the rock floor as he dug his claws into the stone. "I wanna see what's going on! I wanna help too!" He tried in protest. Mistyeyes turned, giving out a sharp, impatient roar towards his way. Her piercing blue eyes clashed with his own, and immediately, Shadowclaw snapped his jaws shut. His eyes rounded out with surprise at being signaled out by her, as well as a hint of hurt as well. He went limp at her sudden snap, letting himself get pulled back obediently.

Mistyeyes growled fussily under her breath, looking down and giving out small curse as she realized that her attempts were only helping a little bit. Nightflight's flank was just barely twitching with breath, and pretty soon, Mistyeyes knew that it would cease altogether. Beside her, there was a small thud, and she turned over quickly to look back, realizing that it was her father who was standing beside her. "She'll be fine." She started quickly, voice breathless as she whispered sharply underneath her breath. She didn't even notice the way that Fleetfoot was flanking her other side, tense with just as much worry as she was. She was just focused on gathering together everything that she could. "She's got a few nasty wounds….one right across her neck. But Juniper can fix it if she comes here quickly. They're not fatal right now, but they could have the potential to bleed out. Oh gods…hurry, Juniper."

Talon looked at her oddly, as if just seeing her for the first time. He opened his mouth to ask her something, but bit it back quickly. Instead, he leaned over, helping to aid Mistyeyes in her plight as he helped to support Nightflight in the moment. "Juniper is coming." He assured her, though he still sounded a little bit lost at her sudden change in mood. He glanced at her, eyes flashing. "So you think she'll make it?"

"I checked all the dragons before coming here." Mistyeyes said tensely. "She's the only one that has a chance of making it."

"How big is that chance?"

Mistyeyes didn't answer.

Suddenly, through the crowd of dragons, a pair rushed forward. A smallish female, a little bit younger than Mistyeyes herself, followed by a much older, mottled Night Fury. "Here she is!" The younger of the two yelped, having been the one to find the wiser dragon. Juniper rushed at her side, jaws full of a few small leaves and remedies. Mistyeyes looked with despair at the meager pickings held in Juniper's mouth, feeling her heart plummet straight down her claws.

"That's all you have?" Mistyeyes demanded desperately, giving out a small squeak as Juniper pushed her away irritably from Nightflight's side. By now the black female was starting to howl with pain, semi-conscious as she thrashed weakly against the cave floor. Mistyeyes stumbled backwards, large blue eyes fixed distantly on the injured dragon with every step she took. The leaves were a small amount, nothing at all that could possibly assure her that things were going to be alright. "Will it be enough?" Talon pressed to her side comfortingly at her frantic tone of voice.

"It better be." Juniper growled tersely, sitting herself down in front of Nightflight and doing a quick once-over. Her ear flicked suddenly, and she turned up to face Mistyeyes. "These are my last herbs." She said flatly, watching as the message seemed to sink into the leader. "If you want me to heal Nightflight, then there will be none left for anyone else. Not until we can find more on the Island. And that could take a while." She paused before titling her head to the side intently. "Are you sure you want me to do this?"

Talon looked his daughter's way, a small wince coming over his face, as if he were already guessing her refusal. But Mistyeyes only glared sternly Juniper's way, her voice having an odd ring to it as she said firmly: "Make sure she survives." The father jerked with surprise at the order, his forehead creasing somewhat with confusion as the act registered in his mind. But his daughter refused to look his way, only giving a small nod of her head the Healer's way. "Please." She added. "Do whatever you can for her."

Juniper hesitated a moment before nodding slowly. "I will." She promised turning and arranging her small stack of leaves accordingly. The younger one who had brought her forward looking around aimlessly, looking confused on what to do now as she hesitated. She bore a rather large gash on her head, right over her eye, and Mistyeyes half-expected her to ask for herbs herself. But Mistyeyes must have been staring her way expectantly, for the younger female jerked with surprise, backing away rapidly with a nervous sort of gait. She leaned over awkwardly with a small bow, muttering a useless apology before turning and rushing away.

Mistyeyes watched Juniper carefully, like an irritating hawk that would circle over you and never leave. Her paws and legs were sticky with Nightflight's blood, but she tried not to pay much heed to all of it. Instead, she lingered on the edge, looking stressed and worried. But then there was a small cough behind her, jarring her out of her inner struggling as she turned to face the noise, startled. Talon was behind her, as well as a few members of the pack. Her father turned, nodding their way as he looked at her carefully from the corner of his eye. "These four say that they're well enough." He explained, Mistyeyes realizing with a guilty stroke that she had probably missed them saying that themselves when she was too preoccupied with her own thoughts. "Would you like them to go out and search for more herbs for Juniper?" He asked softly, once again nudging her along with her process.

Mistyeyes blinked rapidly, having to hesitate for a few moments before being able to reply. Her thoughts were like leaves flying away in the wind, and it was a while before she managed to pin down a few. "Uh….no." She said finally, the group before her straightening at her words. "I'd like you all to take a few laps around the island." She said finally, finding thinking to get easier once she got started. "Go out and make sure that all the humans have gone; T-Toothless too." She added, stumbling a little bit over the name. "Pick up herbs on the way if you find them, but the safety feature should be your first priority."

"Yes, Mistyeyes." They chorused, dipping their heads obediently at her orders. Then they turned, the small cluster of dragons heading quickly out of the cavern. Mistyeyes watched them go, feeling a small spark of relief at the fact that this cave was slowly thinning. Mourners were leaving to be beside their friends and families, and mothers were herding their children away from the mess and gore, chastising the rebellious ones like Shadowclaw on the way out. The worst patch was over it seemed, and yet Mistyeyes couldn't make herself sag fully.

She knew that she hadn't done her best in sticking up to Fleetfoot, she had just been so jarred by what had gone on before and after this whole mess, not to mention what had gone on before. She'd given Toothless an order to attack that human, and yet pretty soon, both Nightflight and Fleetfoot were in on the brawl as well. And no matter what happened, Mistyeyes had been unable to make any of them stop and heed her instructions. She'd lost control in that moment of chaotic fighting, and that disturbed her deeply. Was this just the start? Fleetfoot seemed more than open to challenging her now. Would he stop now that Nightflight could live and make it thought this? Or was this just the mark of something bigger that was going to happen?

"Mistyeyes." She turned at her name, looking back uncomfortably at her father. The pair of them were a ways away from Juniper and Nightflight; just far enough for Mistyeyes to keep watch on what was going on. She knew in the back of her mind that she should probably be making her own rounds of the cave, making sure that the humans were gone but also making sure the Pack was recovering from the ambush. But she hadn't left yet, staying still and merely looking around at the cave walls that already surrounding her.

Her ears flicked nervously at the tone of voice her father used, but she turned anyway. After all, she had nothing to be ashamed of. She just saved the life of one of her own, and there was nothing wrong in that…right? The question was meant to be rhetoric, but she still felt as though it conveyed a sense of internal bickering. "Yes?" She asked, voice low in hopes that Juniper would know not to listen back to them two. Besides, the elder dragon had her paws full with Nightflight at the moment; she would hardly make time to listen back with idle gossip.

Talon stared at her closely, making Mistyeyes's scales itch from the scrutinizing look. It was a moment before he spoke, and when he did, his voice was carefully level and calm. "What was that?" He asked, nodding over Nightflight's way.

"What was what?" She asked, blinking at the odd question. "I saved her."

"You put her before others."

"Did I?" Mistyeyes asked softly, looking away rather pointedly. "I didn't notice."

"You didn't notice when you ordered Juniper to use all she could to help her?" Talon asked softly, knowing his daughter far too well to know that she would never overlook a detail. Mistyeyes looked away, ear flicking as she realized that she didn't have a very good answer for that. He nodded a little bit, as if confirming his own mental question at her lack of reply. "I see." He said, watching as she gave a small sigh. But instead all he did was nod Nightflight's way a second time. "What about what Toothless said?"

"What about what Toothless said?" She asked, feeling like a mere echo of her father as she seemed to repeat everything he said.

"Well, he told us that she tricked hi m. That she was liar. That technically she was the reason that the humans came to attack us. Frankly, after hearing something like that, I was rather surprised to see you so keen on helping her. Especially since you and her have never really gotten along together at all before now." Mistyeyes refused to say anything, so he leaned over yet again. "Is there something you're not telling me?" He asked gently, trying his best to nudge her into speaking.

"No." She said sharply, flicking the tip of her tail dismissively. "No, I've said everything I need to."

Talon's eyes narrowed slightly at her tone, as if he knew that she wasn't sharing everything. "…Alright." He said simply, getting to his feet and starting to walk away from her. The younger perked at this, ears flattening to her head as she watched her father leave with a rather anxious sort of feeling. But Talon didn't stop at her look after him, merely marching his way down the cave corridor without a glance back at her. "Well, you come and talk to me when you feel like it." He called back, parting words as he rounded the corner and disappeared.

Mistyeyes found herself alone besides Juniper and Nightflight. Her ears slicked back to her head, and she gave a small shuffle of her feet, suddenly letting herself feel the full-force of her anxiousness as she looked across the clearing. Juniper was mumbling under her breath, not even aware of Mistyeyes's presence as she sorted through her small pile of leaves. She was making quick work with Nightflight, and Mistyeyes could see that the black dragoness was already starting to look better.

She'd done something good. She'd saved Nightflight. There was nothing wrong with that.

…So why did she feel so scared?

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

"Good morning, Nightflight!" Mistyeyes called, the customary greeting between them as she squeezed into the rather narrow entrance of the cave in which Nightflight rested inside. Juniper was off to the side, sorting through more herbs now that the other dragons had collected more for her. It had been weeks since the human ambush, and Mistyeyes was just now starting to hope that things could actually get back to normal for once. She walked with a skip in her step, blue eyes bright and cheery as she made for Nightflight's nest. "How are you feeling this morning?"

To her surprise, Nightflight actually responded this time. Usually the female would abruptly ignore her, and leave Juniper to relay her case to the Leader. So when Nightflight actually raised her head to look Mistyeyes's way, the gray female felt a small stroke of hope. But it was immediately crushed as Nightflight gave out a short sniff. "Do you have to come here every morning?" She asked scathingly, looking more than fed-up with the Leader. "It's really annoying. I'm fine."

Mistyeyes's mouth remained open for a moment, the dragon fumbling mentally at the uncalled for retort. But then she cleared her throat, going forward awkwardly as she tried to pretend that she had not heard the sharp jab. "Err- you've been in here for a while. I was wondering if you wanted to go out and about today." Before now, she'd given Juniper strict instructions to keep Nightflight inside her split in the cave wall. She'd told herself back then that it was purely for the reason of much-needed rest. But after weeks had gone by and she still refused any leave of the caverns, she realized that it probably had more to do with the fact that she simply did not want Nightflight out of her sight or having herself unable to track down the female accordingly. But now she was starting to come to the conclusion that she couldn't pin Nightflight forever, lest the other dragons begin to talk about things such as 'unfair treatment' or things of that nature.

But Nightflight seemed to think along the same line as she was, pushing herself up to a sitting position with a small wince before saying anything. "It's about time." She said tartly, looking at her with a distrusting sort of stare. "I was beginning to think that I would rot away in this nest. It took you quite a while to decide that I was fit to get up and move, didn't it?" Mistyeyes blinked rapidly, narrowing her eyes as she started to reply, but Nightflight wasn't even bothering to listen to her as she got up to her feet next. "Do you doubt the skills of your Elder so much?" The words came out as teasing, but Mistyeyes felt a stab as she realized that Nightflight was throwing her a meaningful look.

Juniper straightened at this, turning back and looking with bewilderment at the two behind her. Mistyeyes finally managed to jump over her mental hurdle, clearing her throat a little shakily as she forced herself to find her voice. "O-Of course not." She stammered. "I know Juniper is fully capable of taking care of you. I was just trying to make it easiest on her as I could. She needed time to recover from the attack as well…I just thought….that it was best to keep you in one place…"

"For four weeks?" Nightflight asked with a roll of her eyes. Juniper glanced the female's way, blinking once before turning back to her work. Mistyeyes flared a little bit at this, feeling somewhat perplexed by what was happening. How could she do that? How could she talk so conversationally but mean something so out of the ordinary? And how was it so easy to pick up on? She shook her head clear quickly, trying to jar her out of the thoughts and focus.

"Well…that's what I came here to tell you." She said, voice tight and formal now as she straightened somewhat taller. "I came to let you know that Juniper and I think you're well enough to be allowed leave every once and a while. You'll still be expected to spend the night in this cave with her, but during the day you're allowed to roam as you wish." She paused a moment before adding a little hastily: "As long as you aren't doing anything too strenuous. We don't want you to get worse out there."

"I think I'll manage." Nightflight said dryly, stretching for a brief moment before brushing past her roughly. Mistyeyes stumbled, looking down at the ground in surprise for a moment before turning back and looking after the female with a hard look. She opened her mouth, readying herself to order Nightflight to stay inside anyway because of that. But the black dragoness was gone before she could get another word out, and Mistyeyes found her mouth snapping closed, her words going unspoken as she bit them back furiously.

"That one's a piece of work." Juniper commented finally, surprising Mistyeyes as she forgot that she was not alone. Mistyeyes turned, blinking curiously at this as she looked the older one's way. Juniper gave a small shrug, still concentrating on her supplies as she mulled over numbers and stacks. "I'd watch her if I were you, Mistyeyes. She's an odd one."

Mistyeyes blinked slowly, twisting her neck back around to watch the spot where Nightflight had disappeared. "….Yeah…" She said softly, voice muted and thoughtful. "…Yeah, I know. I'm trying, but it's not that easy." She was glad that someone else seemed to share her concerns about Nightflight; it made her feel less paranoid and more stable. At least she knew that she had at least some ground to go off of this way, it wasn't just her hating the dragon for no reason.

"So why'd you want to save her so badly?" Juniper asked mildly.

Mistyeyes turned to look at her with surprise.

"You know what I'm talking about." The Elder said, eyes flashing. "I heard what you said to your father a while ago, but I don't believe a word of it. You had to have some kind of reason in that head of yours when you wanted to save her. You practically screamed at me to shove every single plant in the world down her throat."

"….I guess….I guess I thought I had a reason. Back then, anyway." She mumbled thoughtfully.

"And now?" Juniper asked curiously, looking at the female closely.

Mistyeyes went silent for a minute, contemplating the answer before she spoke aloud. But when she did, her answer was less than satisfactory. "…I don't know." She whispered, ears flat as she looked after Nightflight. "…I guess I had something in my mind before; it was something important, otherwise I wouldn't have acted the way I did. But….I can't remember it now. Not anymore."

"I'd remember if I were you." Juniper offered. "Before she tries anything more than she already has."

Mistyeyes didn't answer, staring into the darkness of the tunnel that Nightflight went into a feeling a pang of dismay and worry shake through her. Her shoulder sagged at the words, and she gave a slow nod in response. "I will." She promised softly. "I'll make sure to watch her. She won't do anything out of the ordinary; I'll make sure of it."

Looking back on it, she was never really sure which scene in her memories marked the exact time.

But either of them were the bearers of bad news.

And they all marked the beginning of the end.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: **There's shadows on the walls…of moments far too troubling to recall….**

** All the settings and the scenes that signal suffering and passion pleas that ended in a whisper**

Whisper – Dear Hunter

Once again! Thanks for the wait! I hope this long chapter makes up for it, and I hope that you all like it as much as I do! I really hope I can hear from you all again! It's been WAY too long, right? D:


	12. Chapter 12

A/N: Alright people! Guess what? No more marching band! I know, it's sad. But it also means that I'm free for a LOT more updates! So thanks for struggling with me through the marching band season; I'll be around a lot more now hopefully ; )

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Twilight was gathering by the time that Mistyeyes and Toothless found her. They had paced through the wooded island, milling around dragons that were busying themselves with hunting or trying to reunite with others of the Pack, just like they were attempting to do. Every single one turned and called out a warm greeting to Toothless and Mistyeyes as the couple walked over fallen trees or sculpted rocks, the warmth in their eyes like a ghost of the past to Mistyeyes, who was simply overjoyed at the rejuvenation of friendliness with the others around her. She'd gotten so used to being outcasted by them ever since Nightflight had come back, and the return of hellos and friendly conversation was like a warm wave of nostalgia. And as she walked and returned the curtsies, she almost forgot what was going on. What was wrong. What they were in for. She almost forgot that this wasn't like the way it had been. It wasn't like back then.

"What?" Toothless asked eventually as they finally got to the stretch of a marsh that was void of any other reptile. Mistyeyes perked, turning and looking his way with an innocent look of confusion. But she could tell that the male knew that something was wrong; his green eyes flashed over with concern as they met her's, and she gave a small sigh through her nose as she realized that hiding things would be pointless. "What's the matter?" He asked when she didn't make a move to broach the topic herself. "Besides the obvious, I mean." He added on swiftly, as if attempting to make a joke and lighten the mood.

But if that was what he was attempting, he was let down. Mistyeyes responded with a tart little sigh, her ears flicking backwards to rest against her head. She busied herself a moment, stepping delicately around a rather large puddle, taking more care than she needed to in the maneuver. Toothless stepped through it though, eyes not wavering from where they rested on her as he slushed through the wet dirt carelessly. "Nothing is wrong." Mistyeyes said curtly, blue eyes flashing as she eyed the male stumble rather ungraciously through the puddle. "It's just….kind of odd. The way things have played out."

"You're telling me." Toothless growled in response, looking down at his now-muddy claws with a small hint of distaste. Mistyeyes watched with a hint of amusement as he flicked away the debris with a curl of his lip. "Just a few months ago, everything was perfectly fine and sound. Now we're outcasts of Berk, going in who-knows-what direction, heading for who-knows-what kind of trouble, with a person who remembers nothing, a boy who's severely confused on what to do, and we're walking around a dark forest looking for someone who obviously does not want to talk to us." He threw Mistyeyes a skeptical look. "If that's not 'odd' I don't know what is."

Mistyeyes gave him a weighted stare, rolling her eyes before turning and keeping on their path. "You could be a little bit more level-headed with the situation." She offered blandly, her voice a little bit sharper than she intended as she kept a step ahead of Toothless. If he noticed the small hint of distance though, he did not call it out. Instead, he fell into step accordingly, the female feeling his gaze bore into her as she walked. But she just shook her head, ears flicking back and forth as she debated going on. "It's not like I'm saying that it isn't hard; because it is. But…there are better ways to deal with it than the way you're offering." Her blue eyes flashed at this, and she turned to glance over her shoulder at him, albeit reproachfully. "You won't help things by ignoring Hiccup."

"He's not helping things himself." Toothless flashed back, almost childish as he turned pointedly. His green eyes flashed up to the low-hanging branches, sweeping his tail up to jar the leaves and splatter a few lingering raindrops down on them as they walked. Mistyeyes winced a little at the cold feeling of the splatter, sighing a little too patiently through her nose as she closed her eyes briefly. Sensing her dwindling spirit, Toothless heaved a sigh himself before shaking his head, going back and defending himself reluctantly. "You have to admit: I'm not wrong."

"I never said you were wrong." She said tartly. "I'm just asking why you think you can't be the bigger person in all of this." Toothless flared at the notion, already opening his mouth to jab out with a sharp retort before she was even finished. So she quickly swept on, realizing that he probably wouldn't cooperate with the way she was going right now. She backtracked as best she could, shaking her head and clearing her throat a little pointedly. "Hiccup has been through a lot, and he's just trying to think of everyone in the same kind of sense. You could at least try and help him instead of making things harder for him."

"It's hard for everyone." Toothless replied rather shortly, narrowing his eyes against the dim light of night, stumbling a little bit as the shadows lengthened around them. It was starting to get darker and darker now; they would have to hurry if they wanted to get back to camp and mingle with others before they all retired to sleep. The sun was starting to sink below the horizon, and with the way that the group had looked before landing, Mistyeyes figured that they were short of time. It occurred to her that Nightflight might not even be out here, or that she might have stayed back in the camp with the others. She cursed mentally as the thought just now chose to appear, but she disregarded it quickly. It was fine. They'd find her either way.

When she didn't reply, Toothless restated his defense, taking care this time to step over particularly mushy sections of dirt. "I'm not saying that he can't feel bad, I'm just saying that he can't let other things cloud what's really important." His voice was tensed with this, and Mistyeyes perked at the sudden change in tone, turning and staring curiously his way. The male was looking forward with a rather heavy look, eyes distant, as if he wasn't really speaking to her as he went on. "It's just….it's happened before.

"Everyone knows what happened the first time. Me especially." His claws flexed a little against the ground as he walked, Mistyeyes looking down at his claws with a sorrowful look. She remembered all too clearly the scene that she had helped to create: Hiccup pinned down against the rock, battered and bleeding underneath Toothless's own talons as he pleaded with the dragon to listen to reason. She had to blink quite a few times for the image to go away, but still it burned in the back of her mind. And she could tell that Toothless was facing the same problem. "….I always remember it. And I always look back on it and wonder: '…How could I have possibly done that?'" He looked over at the female, letting the question hover between them before: "I don't want Astrid to feel what I feel. If anything does happen, she is going to remember it. And she is going to hold herself accountable."

"I'm sure she wouldn't-"

Toothless swerved forward suddenly, dashing over and planting himself almost angrily in front of Mistyeyes. The female gasped a little bit with surprise, stumbling backwards and nearly slipping in the mud as she righted herself hastily. She opened her mouth to say something in response to the sudden maneuver, but Toothless spoke first, his voice clenched tight with held-in emotions. "Mistyeyes, do you know how bad it feels?" He asked suddenly, cutting the female off effectively as she clamped her jaws shut tightly at the words. "Do you _know _what I think of whenever I look at Hiccup? I think of the way that I abandoned him. And I think of the way that I nearly _killed _him, both mentally and physically. Do you understand? Do you understand how _bad _that feels? How I have to look at all my mistakes when I see him smile at me, and- and wonder what the heck I was thinking? Do you know what it's like to live with that _weight_ on you all the time?"

"….No." She whispered softly, subdued. "I don't."

Toothless took a small step backwards, ears flat as he paused a second before doing anything more. But he dipped his head rather awkwardly, like he was almost apologizing for his outburst, though Mistyeyes would never have gotten cross with him over such an explosion. "It isn't something that I'd wish on anyone." He said eventually. "Not even on someone I despised the most in this world." He shook his head loosely at this. "I know that it's stupid to push him out…and that it only makes things worse. But…he just doesn't know the kind of pain it can cause. If something happened that changed things…she would be forced to live with this like I do. And I don't want her to have to deal with what I do. But whenever I tried to explain it to Hiccup, he always pushed me out. So… I don't know." He turned with a small shrug, as if the movement sufficed for an answer. "….I don't know." He repeated uselessly.

Mistyeyes debated her answer, unable to move as she found herself pinned both by Toothless's gaze and her own incapability to step around him. "Nothing will happen." She assured him instead, taking care to make herself sound sure and confident, hoping that it would come across as such. "Okay?" She asked when he didn't make a move to reply. "We're only a few days away from Berk now, Toothless; everything will be okay. There's not enough time for something to go wrong, don't you see? It'll all be okay?"

"What about when we get to Berk? What then?" Toothless asked scathingly.

"Then we do what we said we would from the very start." She replied neatly. "We solve things."

"You make it sound easy."

"You make it sound hard."

"I make it seem _realistic_."

"No, you just-"

"Are you two fighting _again_?" The pair of them froze at the sudden call, breaking their now-heated eye contact as they turned and looked in the direction of the sudden break in conversation. Mistyeyes straightened, both out of surprise and embarrassment as she saw Leafdapple, Shadowclaw, and Nightflight standing at the edge of the clearing in a neat line. Shadowclaw, the one to have spoken out, looked at the pair of them with an incredulous look, Leafdapple looking merely awkward as she shifted her feet rather anxiously. Nightflight's face was blank and wiped clean of emotion, though her sightless gaze bored oddly straight into Mistyeyes, as if she could really see the female standing a ways away from her.

Shaking the thought free of her mind, Mistyeyes stood up erect, taking a short step backwards from Toothless and righting the distance that she had accidentally let slip her mind. Her brief spark of anger towards the male dwindled in an instant, and she suddenly felt guilty for even thinking of becoming short with him. She should know out of everyone how crucial it was to keep a level head, and here she was getting snippy with the dragon she thought she could side with on anything. Finding the inner monologue not helpful at all, she did her best to cut it short, clearing her throat ungraciously as she looked at the trio in front of her rather shyly. "No." She said quickly, her voice sounding tight and weird in her own ears. "We were just- we were just looking for you all."

"'Looking?'" Shadowclaw repeated with a small sniff. "Looks like you were too busy standing in one place and bickering to do much looking." Toothless glanced at Mistyeyes out of the corner of his eye as the younger one said this, but he didn't dare open his mouth to contradict him outright. Shadowclaw seemed to sense that this was more than just a random bout of fighting though, his tail giving a lash as he moved on reluctantly. "We were sent out to find _you two_." He elaborated, jerking his head to indicate the small group that was around him. "Hiccup is trying to find you guys. Everyone is back besides you all."

"He's getting worried." Leafdapple interjected, looking towards the now-darkened sky.

"I told him you were probably off messing around, but he wasn't so sure." Shadowclaw said, his voice losing a touch of its harshness as a flash of humor entered his eyes. He offered the couple a smile, hoping to ease the tension as best he could. But when they only stared back at him, his grin wavered until it dropped completely. He tilted his head curiously to the side, looking puzzled at their odd looks. "What's wrong?" He asked suddenly, realization dawning on him slowly. "Why were you looking for us?" He asked.

"We weren't." Toothless said before Mistyeyes could start to explain. He took a small step forward, so that he was a little close to them than the gray dragon was. She blinked, looking indignant at the motion, but she clamped her jaws shut tartly instead, refusing to start yet another fight in front of them. "We were looking for Nightflight." Toothless went on, turning and looking the Night Fury's way with an expectant look. Mistyeyes noticed the way that Nightflight started to flinch a little at Toothless's words, a stark flash of pity making Mistyeyes almost sway on her feet.

"Why?" Nightflight asked, her voice a little soft as she asked the question presently. Toothless opened his mouth to speak, but Nightflight didn't see the movement, for she started to go on before he could do anything of the sort. "There's nothing more we need to say to each other, Toothless." She said, her voice raw with pain and struggle as she forced out the blunt statement. Toothless started at the wording, eyes rounding out slightly as the brush-off seemed to register for him. Mistyeyes winced slightly, looking at Nightflight and sensing what the female meant.

She looked closely at the Night Fury, seeing all the details that before she found no reason to observe. The stooped shoulders, the tensed muscles, the cloudy eyes, so wrought with pain and suffering. And now here she was, telling Toothless that there was nothing more to say, and the realization of everything finally dawned on Mistyeyes as she finally knew. Guilt stabbed her deep in the heart, and she found herself speaking up slowly, eyes locked on Nightflight's hunched form. "Leafdapple. Shadowclaw." She rasped softly. "Go and tell Hiccup we'll be back."

Shadowclaw blinked, seeming to come to the conclusion just as Mistyeyes did. He glanced questioningly at Leafdapple, who immediately shook her head, already starting to back away from the scene cautiously. Reluctantly, obviously not wanting to leave, Shadowclaw ducked his head. "Alright." He said, starting to turn with a weary glance at the three. "We'll tell him. But you really should hurry back." 'And don't do anything stupid.' He didn't say the words, but it was obvious in his tone and look the he wore. When none of them even glanced his way, he gave a small sigh, a little curse mumbled in the breath. But he turned nevertheless, quickening his pace to catch up with Leafdapple as the pair streaked back the way that they had come.

Pretty soon, it was just the three of them in the muddy clearing.

Nightflight spoke up first, voice halting as she grumbled. "You didn't have to send them away. We have nothing left to say to each other, do we?" Neither Mistyeyes nor Toothless answered for a moment, and she shook her head listlessly. "Unless you've come to tell me off for messing things up again. And if that's what you are trying to do, then there's no bother. You've done it enough already."

"That's not what we're trying to do." Mistyeyes said, ears flat as she tried to reason with her.

"It's not what _you're _trying to do." Nightflight replied, eyes narrowing a little bit.

"That's not what I wanted either." Toothless agreed, getting over the mental hurdle that Nightflight had given with her declination. His green eyes were focused now, and Mistyeyes prayed silently that he wouldn't ruin things again. It was a guilty thought, but it wasn't a false one at the same time. "I wanted to talk about Astrid, yes." Nightflight cringed at this. "But it's not what you think." Toothless hesitated, looking over at Mistyeyes with a searching sort of glance, as if he were asking for her help. But the gray female only stared back at him blankly, not offering anything of the sort as she eyed him. He sighed heavily, shoulders loosening as he looked back at the blinded dragon in front of him. "I wanted to ask…if you would try again."

The words landed like weights in the middle of them, and Mistyeyes watched Nightflight's expression carefully, weighing the emotions as best she could from where she stood. At first Nightflight didn't react, merely staring straight forward as she blinked slowly. Then her face clouded over with the inevitable anger, and Mistyeyes found herself holding her breath as it only mounted. "_What_!?" The female screeched, immediately flaring up, the spark of anger being blown into an inferno as she dug her claws into the mud at once. Toothless went rigid at the sudden yell, Mistyeyes closing her eyes calmly as she ducked away from the shout. "You want me to do it _again_!?" She roared furiously. "After you _yell _at me for even _thinking _about it the _first _time!?"

"There's not much more that can go wrong!" Toothless said desperately, eyes round as he took a small step forward. But Nightflight sensed the approach, guarded as she took two steps backwards, righting their spacing and increasing it even. Noticing the maneuver, the male gave a small sigh before trying again. "If you try now, then the only thing that can happen is that it gets better!" He paused, panicking a moment before: "I don't want this to happen a second time, Nightflight, and-"

"You think I _do_?" She asked in a high-pitched voice.

"No, I don't!" Toothless retorted. "So this is what I'm saying: we have to fix it before it develops into a bigger problem! Don't you see, Nightflight? We have to do something other than just let it play out on its own, because if we just leave it alone, it'll get as bad as it did last time." Nightflight was starting to calm down now, but her breath still came in huffs as she glared sightlessly Toothless's way. Mistyeyes debated stepping in, but she found herself rooted to the ground uselessly. She only watched with her anxious blue gaze, looking on and wondering wildly what was going to happen now. "It's not a lot to ask. I just want you to keep trying. I want to fix Astrid before she gets too wrapped up in her own confusion like I did. I don't want anything bad to happen, because you and I both know that Hiccup doesn't deserve anything else on his conscience."

"It won't be on his conscience." Nightflight objected, albeit softer now.

"But he'll force it there." Toothless pressed. "He'll blame himself. And you know that part too."

She didn't reply.

Mistyeyes finally got herself to force her way into the conversation. She went forward, looking slightly troubled as she tried to plant her way in the middle of the pair. "It's completely up to you, Nightflight." She said her tone smooth and controlled, like cold water on a hot day. "If you don't want to do it, we understand." Toothless frowned at this, but seemed to know better than to object to the assurances. "You have your reasons, I'm sure. We're just looking for a way to fix Astrid before anything can go awry." She paused a moment, then asked rather hopefully: "You don't know a way to fix her….do you?"

Nightflight hesitated, troubled now as she looked a little lost. And when she replied, her voice was curt and guarded, like the walls of a building meant to keep people out. "No." She said at once, ears flat against her head as she started to glare at Mistyeyes as well. The female drooped a little at the advancement, finding herself travelling in slow circles, getting nowhere. "I don't know of a way to fix her." Nightflight switched her sightless gaze to look Toothless's way, surprisingly accurate as she did so. "Hiccup fixed you last time, not me, don't you remember? He got you to remember everything; I had nothing to do with it. So why don't you talk to him?"

"He's not willing to try anything." Toothless said, his eyes flashing at the painful memory of the Caves. "He thinks that it's better to just focus on the task at hand with returning to Berk. He doesn't want to waste time trying to fix Astrid, even though he wants to." His ears flicked, a little irritably. "He thinks that it's not on his list of 'priorities.'"

"Well, then, maybe Hiccup is right." Nightflight stated plainly.

"He is _not _right." Toothless replied hotly. "He's _confused_. And the sooner we fix things, the better."

"Well what I said still matters." Nightflight snapped, growing impatient again as she looked away with a fuming expression. "I wasn't the one to break your confusion last time: Hiccup was. I don't know what he did to break it; I didn't even think it _could _be broken before he did it. So I would talk to him first." She paused, and then shook her head a little sadly. "I don't want to try again." She said, her words slamming into both Mistyeyes and Toothless like twin blows of disappointment. "Not right now."

"But Nightflight, don't you see what could happen if-"

Nightflight shook her head, cutting Toothless off abruptly. "I know what could happen if I _do _try again." She said flatly, eyes shadowed over as she spoke. "Forgetting things is a simple matter: it's something that could be worked around if you had enough time or patience with people. But…what would happen if it got worse? If somehow I…disabled her, or if I accidentally make her unable to walk or to move? I could kill her on accident; don't you realize that I could? Nobody knows what I do, and even _I _don't know what I do sometimes. So…that's great if you're willing to take the chance." Toothless blinked, sobering as he drew backwards, his jaw locked tightly. If Nightflight noticed the change, all she gave was a small shake of the head. "But I'm not willing to do anything of the sort. Not again. Not right now."

"You could be denying her what she deserves, you know that, right?" He asked plainly, Mistyeyes's gaze hardening slightly at his flat tone of voice that he used. "You could be abandoning her without a single care. She only has one hope that's possible right now, and that's you." He debated inwardly a second, but then forced himself to cross the line. "When you needed someone to help you fly, she was more than willing to help you. So why are you so bent on making sure that she doesn't get the same help that she needs right now?"

"Toothless." Mistyeyes growled, her head snapping around as she glared warningly his way. He was getting too far with this.

Nightflight's eyes narrowed hotly, and she had to wait a full minute before replying. "I never said I wouldn't give her help. She has Hiccup. That's all the help she needs right now. I made a mistake once, and I _refuse _to do it again. And that is _final_." Her words were barbed with thorns and needles, and Toothless fumed angrily at the conclusion she had come to. "You know, Toothless." She went on suddenly, tone hardening even more now. "You might think that you know everything, and that's fine. But you don't, and you're severely mistaken."

"Excuse me?" He asked in a small rumble, looking at her with a new light now.

Mistyeyes sighed softly, closing her eyes and bracing herself.

"You're close-minded." Nightflight retorted, her recent sorrow replaced by anger for the moment. "You only think about the little things, not the big ones. You only think about Hiccup, or Mistyeyes, or Astrid, or anyone else only at that moment in time. What's happening now, or what's happening with them later. But you don't look at the big picture. You don't see the dragons that need you really, and you don't bother to care, because you're not 'a part' of the Pack. And now, when Hiccup is finally realizing that he needs some leadership, you don't understand. So you block him out to try and solve a problem. I make a mistake that affects you, so you block _me _out. And now, inevitably faced with an issue that _you can't solve yourself, _you decide that you _need _me. After…after you _reject _me, and _yell _at me, and just put me down altogether.

"And you expect me to help you; you expect me to come back to you. You both do." She said suddenly, drawing Mistyeyes into the confrontation now as the gray female stiffened, her eyes widening. Nightflight was raving now, clouded gaze smoldering as she breathed in uneven huffs of both agony and anger. "Well…I'm not. Not right now. I'm finished being the one that you toss aside when you don't need but bring back when it's convenient. I _want _to fix Astrid, and I feel terrible for what I've done. I feel terrible for _everything _I've done. But that's just it: I've caused _all_ of this. Everything that's happened now is because of me and what I do. And I'm trying not to make things worse, can't you see? I want to stop using my powers, I want to stop being the one to screw up and muddle things. So I'm staying out of things."

Mistyeyes found her voice, but just barely as she spoke in a small whisper. "Shutting things out won't make things better." She rasped.

"But causing issues won't make it better either." Nightflight said shortly.

Toothless looked her up and down, eyes narrowed now. "So that's it?" He asked, his voice as blank as his expression. "This is how we're going to end it?"

"It's not going to end; there's going to be a resolution at some point. But I won't be a part of it." Nightflight said. "I mess things up, Toothless. I don't fix them."

He didn't reply, expression growing angry now as his features resembled that of a fast-brewing storm. He opened his mouth to say something, looking furious now. But either words failed him, or he was just too shocked and aggravated to speak a word. But eventually he snapped his jaws closed, ducking his head with a furious sort of growl. He lurched forward, brushing furiously past Nightflight without a single glance her way now. He knocked his shoulder into hers as he went, ramming into her on his way and causing the female to stagger unsteadily to the left, a small grimace worming its way onto her features.

Mistyeyes stayed where she stood, rooted to the ground once more as she watched Toothless go. The male disappeared into the foliage, the rage apparent in every heavy step that he took, leaving footprints in the mud with the weight of his stomps. She debated calling him back, but realized that it would be a fruitless effort. And one that would just make things worse at the same time. So she was silent, only watching him go and being left to stare at the spot he had disappeared when he left, as if the waving branches left behind some sort of clue for her to decipher.

Now the he had left, Nightflight deflated significantly, reverting once more to the dragon that had first stepped into the clearing. Her shoulders slouched, her eyes dulling with the weight of what she had just done as she gave a small sigh through her nose. Mistyeyes hesitated, glancing down at her mud-covered feet before forcing herself to look at the crumpled form in front of her. "We should go back." She said, wary and careful as she spoke in a muted tone. Nightflight barely reacted to her words. She tried again. "Hiccup will be looking for us. Especially when he sees Toothless coming back alone the way he was."

"You go ahead." Nightflight answered. "I've lost my appetite."

'I'll stay with you.' 'I'm on your side.' 'Don't push me out, please.' Everything she could have said passed through her mind. But she knew that it would make no difference as to what was going to happen now. So she just gave a small nod of recognition, forcing her cold legs into motion as she followed the path that Toothless had taken to leave. She walked slow, not wanting to run into him on her way back. "If that's what you wish." She said graciously. "I'll tell Hiccup you wanted time alone." At least the Viking would understand. Maybe he would even come out here to speak to her himself. The pair of them seemed closer than even he and Toothless were right now; he would certainly be able to reassure her. Better than Mistyeyes could do at least.

Nightflight didn't reply, and when Mistyeyes turned back slightly to look at her, she saw that the dragon was leaning forward little by little. Interest quickening, Mistyeyes slowed until she came to a full stop, neck craned back as she watched Nightflight reach out blindly with one paw. The dragon put her paw down on one of Toothless's imprints left by his stomping, shoulders hunching forward a little bit as she fit her own into the print. Her tail curled a little tighter around herself as she did this, and Mistyeyes's eyes rounded out with surprise, guilt, and utter pity at the sight of the gesture.

As if Nightflight knew that Mistyeyes had seen, she spoke up softly. "….Why?" She whispered.

"Why what?" Mistyeyes asked after a pause.

"…Why did you save me?" Nightflight asked wretchedly.

She had no answer. She only stared silently at Nightflight's back, tongue tied and jaw locked as she remained silent. Nightflight took this as an answer, closing her eyes tightly as she kept her paw in place. Blue eyes weighted and sad, Mistyeyes thought of something she could say; anything. But she came up with nothing. Ducking her head low and turning around, the female started back on her path, bending low underneath the overhanging branches as she made back for the camp.

She left Nightflight sitting in the clearing, alone, just like she had wanted. And each step she took through the now-dark woods, she could think of nothing else she could have said to her. Ears flat against her head, she wondered dismally what was going to happen. The group was falling apart at the seams, and no matter how hard she tried to hold them together, she found each and every one of her efforts completely wasted. What was she meant to do if she couldn't even keep a band of friends together? What were any of them meant to do?

_….Why did you save me?_

She could hardly believe that she had no answer for the question.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: **Let's rearrange. I wish you a stranger, I could disengage **

** Just say that we agree and then never change. Soften a bit until we all just get along.**

** But that's disregard. Find another friend and you discard. **

** As you lose the argument in a cable car. Hanging above as the canyon comes between.**

Over My Head – The Fray

Next chapter will hopefully be quicker! I hope this chapter makes up for the lack of updates, and I hope that you're all ready for more action! A lot of people have been asking about Astrid, so be ready to get your answer really soon! : )We'll also shift focus a little bit in the story and then some fluff later on to balance out the angst that's been going on around here! XDDD I'm back~!

Thanks SO much for the wait! We made it through Band! So it should be easier now ((she says hopefully.)) I'd love to hear from you all in a review! I've missed you all so much! ^^


	13. Chapter 13

A/N: Once again, thanks for the wait! I hope that I can get back earlier now that my plate full of stuff has been ((kind of)) cleared! But nevertheless, here ya go! One new chapter! :3

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Hiccup sat off to the side, legs crossed neatly as he sat on top of a flat rock separated from the other dragons in the clearing. Ludi was curled up in a tight ball in the boy's lap, letting out a contented purr every so often as if to remind Hiccup that she was in fact still there. He let his arm move up and down absently, stroking her grubby fur and only half-focusing as he looked idly around. Most dragons had come back by now, and conversation had boiled into a steady heat as each person in the traveling group started to get filled and comfortable. A few adults tittered over prospects such as what waited for them when they returned to Berk, some younglings were busily crafting together entertaining games to play and waste time, and parents fussed over their little ones together.

Their voices played on the edges of Hiccup's mind, phrases and complaints marking themselves down in his already-wavering attention. The little ones were too tired to go on much more. Joints and wings ached from the cold. The little dragons were growing weary and seemed worn thin. As each trivial piece of information reached him, Hiccup turned, craning his neck to the side and looking in the direction of the small Night Furies. Sure enough, though they tumbled and jumped around together, each child looked significantly wearier than they had been a few days ago, and he could see that they had grown slimmer since their journey had started.

The Viking let a small frown grace his features, a pang of worry striking him as he forced himself to tear his gaze away from the sight and the prospects that it brought. He gave a small sigh, closing his eyes and shaking his head as if to clear the niggling doubts of worry. Instead, he moved on from the small details of fright, making sure to allow himself the facts that would instead help his cause. The wind was one factor, biting and scathing as freezing gusts battered the island they were taking shelter in. Though it caused a strong sense of inconvenience to the already-weakened group, it also showed itself as a sign that they were getting closer to Berk. Berk had always been chronic to such horrid weather patterns – Hiccup had known the fact ever since he had first stepped outside as a toddler and fell head-first into a snow bank. So when Hiccup first felt the sense of the winds and clouds, he had felt a small hint of relief rather than frustration. It showed that they were getting closer to their goal.

But it also did cause a little prick of anxiousness to grip him at the same time. After all…they were getting closer to their goal. Closer to Berk, and closer to his father, whose last words spoken to Hiccup were about how he was set on killing the Night Furies if they were to return. As the words rang in his head like a beaten melody of suspense, Hiccup's frown deepened, his green eyes shading over as he gave a light wince. He knew that he shouldn't think too much, or dwell on the inevitable worries that were stacking in the back of his mind like an unsecure wall. After all, the only person he could think of that would lend an ear to his worries like before was-

"Hello." The reserved voice sounded right by his left ear, cutting through his mantra that seemed to be on repeat ever since he had first watched the hunting parties of the dragons separate this midafternoon. He stiffened like a board, an expression almost akin to guilt washing over his face like a wave as he turned quickly to look back. Sure enough, blue eyes clashed with his green ones, and Hiccup found himself looking at Astrid, who was standing neatly a ways away behind him. First glance, he would have seen nothing the matter with her; he wouldn't have even given a second thought to her presence and actually might have found some solace in it.

But he noticed the little changes that had come from the episode with Nightflight. He noticed her rigid shoulders and her slightly narrowed azure eyes. He noticed the way that she held herself, and how she kept the cautious distance of about five feet between him and herself. Her eyes flickered up his skinny frame every so often, and where her arms were crossed over her chest, her hands balled into tightly-clenched fists.

Each feature of the girl ticked itself off in Hiccup's mind, and he allowed the frown to stay in its place, not bothering to wipe it away as he looked her way mournfully. Astrid shuffled a little at the odd expression trained on her, but she did not address. Instead, she cleared her throat softly, repeating her greeting from before a little louder now. "Hello." She said again, expectant now as she obviously wanted him to return the salutation.

In the background, a few dragons perked, perplexed looks sent the pair's way. Hiccup fought the urge to wail aloud as more and more reptiles turned their obvious attention to them, conversations halting mid-sentence with barely so much as a warning as heads swiveled back and ears perked. It was more than apparent of the worry and curiosity that had been thrumming through the clearing ever since dawn. Everyone had noticed when Astrid did not help Nightflight to fly today, and they noticed even more that tension that had sprung up between every person and dragon alike in their group. With no explanation or offered sense of knowledge about what was going on, Hiccup had known that things might get out of hand with the Night Furies. But he hadn't realized that feelings would get this heated.

Reptilian eyes burning holes through his clothes, Hiccup made an attempt to brighten a little bit, knowing for a fact that if given a sense of something amiss, panic would ensure. The dragons were already fretting over their returning to Berk, they didn't need anything else to tip them over the edges. "Hi." He replied, aware of how curt his voice was in comparison to what he would normally give in response to Astrid. But the girl, none the wiser to that knowledge, didn't see anything wrong with his words or tone. Hiccup hesitated a moment, a bridge of unspoken words stringing itself between the two of them as they took to merely staring at one another. It was a long moment before he got anything more out. "…Are you okay?" He asked finally, the words seeming lame as they fell clumsily off of his tongue. He surprised himself with the question that had blundered across on accident; he hadn't meant to make things so personal. Astrid was under the impression that he was a stranger; why would he care whether she was fine or not?

But what surprised him more than the unintended inquiry was Astrid's response. "I was about to ask you the same thing." She said, Hiccup wondering if it was his imagination that she was getting a little closer. Ludi perked at this, coming out of her dozing for once as she brightened, spotting Astrid as her tail curled up with satisfaction. Before Hiccup could try and stop her, the cat hopped out of his embrace, snooping over instead and brushing up against the blonde Viking's legs instead, a thick purr already rumbling in her throat loudly. Astrid tensed at the odd display of affection, looking puzzled. She didn't make any sort of inclination to touch her though, and Ludi looked put-out at this fact as she sat down with a heavy plop. The cat looked at Astrid, craning its neck back to stare her way with big round eyes, waiting impatiently with a twitching tail.

Hiccup coughed a moment, rousing Astrid as she looked back at him blankly. "She, uh….she doesn't bite." He offered weakly, hands clasping in his lap now that Ludi wasn't resting there to offer him something to preoccupy them with. "She won't hurt you or anything." He added quickly, realizing with a small pang that Astrid wouldn't remember all the times that she had threatened to steal Ludi away from Hiccup. "She's nice." He said again, knowing he was rambling but not really paying attention to the fact all that much. He only looked at Astrid intently, a million different mantras running loops inside his head. _You love Ludi. Don't you remember? No, of course you don't remember. Just like you don't remember me. _Could _you remember, though? Could I help you to? I don't think I could. _

Astrid stared at him searchingly a moment more before kneeling down, reaching out with a slow hand and letting it rest softly onto Ludi's head. The cat's purr immediately jumped-started once more, and Astrid grew significantly more relaxed as she grinned, scratching the pet's ears now as she gave a small chuckle. Her incessant blue gaze eventually trained itself back onto Hiccup though, an inevitable feat that Hiccup had been expecting, but dreading. And she made her statement known once more. "So…you gonna answer me?" Astrid asked. Hiccup stared back, not knowing how to reply as he took to being silent. She sighed through her nose a moment: "Are you okay?"

"Of course I'm okay." Hiccup said quickly, blinking once as his tone went stiff again. "Why wouldn't I be?" He turned, looking back now as he tried to busy himself with surveying the group splayed out in front of him. Were there any injuries? Strained wings? Anything that needed to be worried about? But even as he questioned himself mentally, he heard Astrid shuffle forward, saw out of the corner of his eye as she took a seat exactly one foot from where he sat. He felt her piercing blue eyes, so vacant and lost now, trained on him. And her voice cut through his busying thoughts relentlessly as she attempted conversation once again.

"….I'm sorry." She said after a pause, the second statement out of her mouth and yet just as surprising as the first. Hiccup turned, eyes flashing at the apology as he twisted around to look back at her. Ludi was curling up in the blonde's lap with a contented expression now, and Astrid seemed to have gotten over her surprised hurdle as she allowed the pet to move freely now. She let one hand rest on the thing's back, the other laying against the ground limply as she looked at Hiccup a little anxiously. "I'm sorry." She repeated, sounding like a mockingbird, the way she spoke her words over and over again. "…If I've been…uncalled for." She said, sounding lame and clumsy in her speech.

"Uncalled for?" Hiccup asked, sounding like a mockingbird himself, trilling away the melody sent to him. "It's not uncalled for. You have every right to be angry, or to punch me in the face." He said, each word like a thorn being dragged out of his throat. He didn't want to do this, not again. He didn't want to cope with the way things were and pretend like it didn't matter, only to blow it out of proportion once again. He wanted to scream. He wanted to throw something. He wanted to fix it all. But he couldn't. He was subjected to this, a second time. He was subjected to sitting off in the sidelines, watching things play out and being useless to any attempt in fixing it. He told himself that he wouldn't make the grave mistake he had almost made with Toothless: he wouldn't spend all his efforts trying to bring back memories that wouldn't come. That just led to more problems. And with the significant amount of responsibility now weighing on him with the pack dragons that relied on him, the biggest sense of responsibility that he'd had in a long time, he couldn't afford mistakes. Of any kind.

So what was he meant to do?

Astrid seemed oblivious to his thoughts though, merely blinking a few times at his seemingly-truthful assurances. "I didn't mean to." She said, a small hint of a smile teasing at her lips now as she realized that she could actually get a few words out of him. "It's just… a lot to take in." She paused, looking at him expectantly, waiting for another reply. Hiccup offered none, eyes narrowing a little as he forced himself to survey a youngling off to the side, wondering if she was limping for the game she was playing or for her weary joints. "This is me apologizing for how we got off." Astrid clarified, a little louder this time.

"You don't need to apologize." Hiccup said, curt as ever. "There's nothing wrong between us."

"And that's why you won't even look at me?" She demanded skeptically.

"It's complicated." He pointed out after yet another pause. "I wouldn't expect you to understand."

"Don't give me any credit, then." Astrid said, half-teasing as she waited a moment for him to brighten. When he did nothing of the sort, Astrid gave a small sigh. "You said we were friends." She reminded him, a touch of her aggressive side sneaking through as her voice sharpened slightly. Hiccup perked, glancing at her out of the corner of his eye with this. "And I was willing to go off of that, since I was all the way out here with you for seemingly no reason at all. But you've probably said about three complete sentences to me since we've started flying today. And so that leaves me to wonder if you're really telling the truth." She looked at Hiccup a little more anxiously at this, and when he turned to meet her gaze, Hiccup realized with a small twitch that she was beside herself. Her blue eyes were rounder now, and her posture was stiff as a board as she waited for Hiccup's reply.

Knowing that it would be terrible, and something that he would rather not dwell on, Hiccup put himself in her shoes for a moment. Lost. Confused. Astrid was stumbling along a beaten path that she had no clue twisted and turned underneath her. And now, the only other human that she knew was doing his best to try and ignore her. He cleared his throat a little thickly, letting her question fill the void of silence before speaking. "I am your friend." He said, picturing himself inwardly choking on the words. "I care about you. A lot." _More than you know._

"Then you have a funny way of showing it." She commented fairly.

"Maybe I do." He said allowed reluctantly. Astrid blinked at the odd statement, and how fast that it was given. He looked at her carefully, remembering how many times that the girl had punched him in the shoulder only to soften the blow with a kiss. That had been an odd way of showing affection too, and yet Hiccup had always loved it whenever she did. "But….if you haven't noticed, we have company." He said, tearing himself away from the train of thought as he gestured lamely to the dragons around them.

"Yeah, I kinda noticed." She said humorously. "It's kind of hard not to." She paused, then: "But I don't see what that has to do with me. I mean – I guess I helped you with this whole thing before, but now I can't tell right from wrong. Not accurately, at least. I don't mean to make myself more of a burden than I really am….but I can't help you much from here on out." Hiccup shrugged limply, still averting his eyes. She repeated her question, mimicking the mockingbird once more. "So what do the dragons have to do with me now?"

"Nothing." Hiccup offered in response. "But they have absolutely everything to do with me. I'm who they look up to. I was the one who persuaded them that they should come back to Berk with me, and I can't afford to lose their trust or make them worried about things." He spoke this part quietly, more than aware that some dragons were still looking owlishly their way. "It's better if we wait to fix things later, when everything solved and over with. For now I have to concentrate on getting everyone back safely; that has to be my number one priority."

"…There's something you're not telling me, right?"

"Huh?" Hiccup asked, turning and looking at her almost oddly. "W-What do you mean?"

"Don't get me wrong." Astrid said quickly, head titling to the side softly as she studied him. "But you seem kind of distant. Maybe you're always like that, or maybe not. But when I first….woke up….or…whatever happened to me, you seemed really upset and really fixed on trying to talk to me. Now, you've changed a lot, and I've only known you for a few hours. It's like you turned over a whole different leaf. I thought it was because I was so snippy with you before, so I've decided to try and fix that as best as I can…but now I can guess that it's really just you trying to lead the rest of them." She glanced at the dragons, blinking once at the sight of them. "I can't find fault in that, and all I'm worried about right now too is getting home, so as long as we're already heading that way…." She paused before doubling back to reaffirm her earlier statement. "What I meant is that you don't see happy at all about going back to Berk. You seem really upset. So it's obviously got to be something that you're keeping from me."

"You get all that from me not talking to you?" Hiccup asked blandly, when she had finished.

"I get all that from paying attention." She corrected mildly. "And can you say that I'm wrong?"

"….No, I can't." Hiccup said, watching as Astrid's face whirled into a mixture of satisfaction that she had been right, to an ugly confirmation of something that she didn't want to think about. He glanced at the dragons around them, voice dropping into a harsh whisper as Astrid had to lean in closer to hear correctly. "I'll admit to you right now that our coming home probably won't be as welcoming as you'd like to think right now." The girl's face was pulled into a frown with this, but she didn't try and interrupt him. "That's what's got me so fixed on making sure I'm doing the right thing. I can't be…." He looked her up and down lamely. "….sidetracked…." He finished slowly.

"I see." Astrid said softly, after letting the meaning of both aspects sink in.

"I'm sorry." Hiccup offered, tasting bile in his mouth with each word that he ripped from his throat. "I hope you'll understand. But… anything could go wrong; anything could go _severely _wrong. And after all that's gone wrong already I don't feel comfortable in even having the chance of something more going on. I'm responsible for every person here, and it's…." Whatever he was going to say slipped his mind, and before he could stop himself, he added on the last part tiredly: "terrible."

"It doesn't have to be." Astrid urged reluctantly, obviously uncomfortable now as she looked his way. "Haven't you ever heard the term: 'working together?' You don't _have _to be alone on this. Your dragon friends could probably help you a bit. But then again, who am I to boss you around? I hardly know anything about you. Or anything going on here." Hiccup cringed at the phrases, but she didn't catch sight of it. "But I do know one thing." She said suddenly, catching his attention once more. "I know from what I've seen so far that you'll be able to-"

"_**Amber!**_" Hiccup jumped out of his skin at the screech, Astrid cutting herself off with her own shriek, the girl's hands flying up and clamping tightly over her ears as she curled inwards, flinching deeply. Not even glancing her way in the burst of sudden panic, Hiccup shot to his feet, eyes wide and big like moons as he was already up and running. He tripped over himself as he half-jumped, half-slid down the rock he'd been sitting on previously. The crowd of dragons was swarming now, every Night Fury on their feet now as they roared with fear and surprise.

"Move!" Hiccup snapped loudly, not bothering to be polite as he normally was, pushing and shoving his way past each bulky form in an attempt to reach the wailing that had picked up in the center of the clearing. It was grating his eardrums, and he had to fight the urge to follow Astrid's lead to try and shield himself from the clamor. "Get out of the way!" He screamed to each obstacle in his path. "LET ME THROUGH!" Most dragons instantly scrambled out of his way, clearing a path for him once they realized who was pushing. He felt each frightful look like a burning brand on his skin, and through the wailing and horrified screeches, he could hear the calls of help aimed in his direction.

He finally broke through the last barrier of dragons, skidding to an ungraceful stop and looking at the scene that met him with horror. Amber, the dragon that he had saved from falling down into the ocean, was on the ground writhing in pain and agony, her jaw split open in a silent screech as she convulsed on the ground. Her mother was hunkered over her, eyes wide with terror and desperation as she tried to calm her daughter, roughly licking her every so often as if it would help her cause. The younglings that had been playing with Amber moments before had scattered, hiding behind their parents now as they wailed aloud.

"What happened?" He demanded, rushing over and crouching down beside Amber. The little youngling was whimpering in a high octave in her throat, a shallow breath making her stomach rise and fall a little awkwardly. Her tail thrashed back and forth desperately, and she threw up tufts of grass as she clawed deep gouges into the ground. Looking at her now, Hiccup felt a wave of despair at the fact that he had absolutely no idea what was wrong. She didn't have any sort of wounds or something wrong with her physically, nothing that he could bind or fix easily. And despite the hours he had sometimes spent with the Elder when he was younger, he never really retained any advanced knowledge of sickness or herbs.

"She was playing with her friends!" Amber's mother was hyperventilating, making it harder to understand her as she spoke in rapid bursts. "I let her out of my sight for a few moments; I didn't think she could have gotten into any trouble! B-But when I came back, she was on the ground – I didn't have time to help her and now she's not responding to anything I do for her! You've got to help her, Hiccup! She's too young! She's too young to die!" Her voice rose into a strained yowl, and she pressed her nose tightly into her daughter's twitching side. "Don't take her away from me!" She pleaded.

"W-What was she doing?" Hiccup asked, fighting the urge to dig his nails into his skull as he asked the stupid question. _What do I do for this? I have nothing at all to work with! _He looked down at Amber with wide eyes, drawing a horrifying blank as he clashed her terrified eyes with his own similar expression. The little one's struggles were growing weaker, and he found himself suddenly unable to move, transfixed with staring at her hopelessly and not able to think of anything else he could possibly do.

He pictured himself swooping down to save her from plunging into the ocean; he had been so sure of himself back then, why couldn't he have that same sense again? The sense that even though he might not know that solution was the right one, but he might as well try as hard as he could? He grasped for the conscious feeling, but came up with absolutely nothing as it slipped right through his fingers. All he could think of was the fact that he had promised Astrid it would be alright, that nothing would happen. Or how he had persuaded Nightflight to try and try until she finally caved and agreed. His own voice rang in his head, like a dull ringing of a bell. _How can I ever be sure of anything again? _

Suddenly there was presence at his side, a calm voice shattering his thoughts and jarring him to reality as he turned quickly. Narrowed blue eyes met his stare, and Hiccup felt a sheer rush of relief as he found himself looking up at Mistyeyes, the gray dragon standing stoically at his side. She was completely calm and collected, quite different from the last time that Hiccup had seen her. Despite everything that their group had been through in the last few hours, suddenly Mistyeyes seemed unaffected by any of it. She was clear and level-headed, as if they were discussing a mildly concerning topic as she sat down in front of the little youngling.

"You'll have to give us space." She said, reaching out and pushing the mother back gently but firmly. "Now she must have taken in something potentially dangerous by the way she looks; her stomach is distended. We have to-" She blinked rapidly, suddenly stopping herself short as she turned and looked at Hiccup almost expectantly. The Viking stiffened as her penetrating blue eyes suddenly roved over to him, freezing for a moment under her look. Amber was gradually slackening in her struggles, and he knew that they had to act fast. Why was Mistyeyes wasting time looking to him? She knew what to do! She was just about to explain what they needed!

Her eyes flashed desperately as she stared at him, and it hit Hiccup like a ton of bricks. The crowd was staring at _him_, not her. They were waiting for him to reassure them, not Mistyeyes; he was the leader. And Mistyeyes knew what would ensue if she were to take control of the operation. But her wings trembled at her sides, betraying her calm attitude as she twitched every so often. She knew they were pressed for time as well.

Shaking himself as if to clear his mind, Hiccup reached over, grabbing Amber's flailing legs and pinning them down. It wasn't as difficult a task now; her movements weren't as spastic anymore. Whether or not that was a good sign, he almost didn't want to know. Heartbeat pounding like drums in his ears, he spoke up finally, forcing his voice not to tremble as he prayed to Thor that he wouldn't lose ground. "Whatever it is, we need it out of her system." He said, the dragons' attention fixated on the human as he tried to wrangle control of the predicament. "Mistyeyes, pry open her mouth." He ordered through gritted teeth, a flash of something akin to relief going through the dragon as he steered wildly onto the right track.

The gray female leaned over, cooing out a few soft words to the youngling as she used both paws to force her jaws apart. It took a moment of strain for her, Mistyeyes grimacing as she gave a small whine. Amber was fighting back, her held-in cries of agony picking up as the blockade that her teeth created started to crumble. She thrashed with objection at Mistyeyes's movements, and Hiccup was jostled this way and that in his attempt at restraining her. Flinching, the Viking realized that they wouldn't be able to do it alone. And in the heat of the moment, forgetting the whole ordeal from before, he let out a sharp scream, calling out for help. "TOOTHLESS!" He yelled, voice grating against his throat painfully as he yelled the name like a command.

The black Night Fury was there in an instant, green eyes narrowed as he squeezed past Clearsky, who stumbled a little at the intervention. He didn't say anything, holding Hiccup's eyes for only a moment before turning and taking the job over for Mistyeyes. The female blew out a gusty sigh, stepping back and watching with an anxious stare as Toothless took up the labor. He managed the feat of prying open the youngling's mouth easily, much faster than Mistyeyes could ever hope to have done. He winced a little with effort as he held her there, one eye closed tightly as he growled underneath his breath.

Hiccup, breathing turning uneven with the effort of it all, gave a tense nod. "Okay." He gasped sharply. "Mistyeyes. Make her sick." He ordered, his voice a little breathless as he gave a small cough. "We need to get whatever is causing this out of her, and the only way to do that is to make her choke it back up." Amber thrashed once more, as if pleading with them to stop. Pity and self-loathing choked at Hiccup's throat, but he tried to clear it as best he could. He was doing all that he could, even if he didn't know whether or not it was right.

Mistyeyes nodded tensely at the action, Hiccup feeling a small touch of relief as she didn't seem to find any fault to the solution. It was good that way, at least; he certainly did not have any means of a back-up plan. Carefully sheathing her claws and making sure that she wouldn't harm the youngling too much in the process, Mistyeyes leaned over her open mouth, looking up and flashing Toothless a warning look. The male responded by tightening his own hold, nodding a moment as if to reassure both of them that he would hold strong. Inhaling sharply, Mistyeyes reached down, her slender paw perfect for the task that had been given to her. She trusted her hand down, desperately attempting to trigger the little one's gag reflex before she could go down too far and injure her further. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, it'll be okay." Mistyeyes was shushing the little female, blue eyes pained. "You're doing so well, honey. I'm so proud." She cooed, an almost motherly tone entering her voice as she tried her best to distract the youngling.

Hiccup watched, heart hammering painfully against his ribcage, unable to breathe now as he simply waited. Amber was getting dangerously still now; if this didn't work, nothing would. Amber's mother was standing off the side, nearly swaying as she trembled violently. She was muttering rapidly underneath her breath, though Hiccup couldn't make out intelligible words in the speech. He only heard the level of panic that was coursing through her tone, and he could almost see the waves of fear rolling off of her. _This isn't about me. It's about them. Don't let Amber die, please. _Hiccup prayed silently, closing his eyes tightly as he did so. _She doesn't deserve it. _

"Turn her on her side!" Mistyeyes suddenly yelped, Hiccup immediately doing as she requested. Quickly but smoothly, Mistyeyes slipped her paw back to herself, blue orbs wide as she stumbled backwards. No sooner had she stepped back, did a large convulsion travel up Amber's body. Toothless drew back as well, green eyes on the little scrap intently now as she started to gag. And no sooner did Hiccup step back as well did the bile finally burst out of her mouth, spilling onto the grass and emptying the female's stomach.

Hiccup made a move to go back, but Amber's mother burst forward first. "Amber!" She wailed, ears pointing directly upwards as she leaned down, nosing her daughter's flank and shaking from head to toe. "Are you alright? Are you okay? Say something! Please!" At first, hearing the panic in her voice, Hiccup's face melted into a look of despair, the boy thinking that they had failed to save her after all their attempts. But after a few seconds of passing, Amber gave out a heavy cough, the little one starting to whine and fuss as she curled up into a weak ball on the ground.

Mistyeyes sighed, sagging in sheer relief at the movements. "She'll be fine." She said softly, Hiccup not knowing whether she was assuring the mother or herself. The Viking turned, looking over at the gray dragoness with a small beat of surprise at her ragged tone. He opened his mouth to say something in her direction, maybe a thank-you. But he remembered himself just in time, wincing a moment before pushing himself back up to his feet. He took Mistyeyes's silent advice from before, offering a small smile to the stricken parent and giving her a small nod as he repeated the female's words. "She'll be fine now." He assured her.

"Oh. I know." The dragoness sighed loosely, not separating from her child as she spoke up to Hiccup where she crouched beside her. "Thank you. Thank you so much, Hiccup. She would have died without you." Hiccup glanced uncomfortably over to Mistyeyes at this, wanting nothing more than to cut her off and explain that if Mistyeyes had not intervened, her daughter would have surely been dead. But the gray dragon merely smiled his way, giving a discreet shake of the head to him, warning him to be quiet.

"You're welcome." He said instead. Then: "You'll want to make sure that she gets a lot of rest. And… don't give her anything more to eat for the next few hours. Let her stomach calm down and the shock to fade away before you do anything like that." Hopefully the advice made sense, or that it sounded genuine. More genuine that it did to him, at least. "I can come and check on her later, if you want."

"Thank you, thank you." The dragoness said in a small sigh, closing her eyes as she nuzzled her little one closer. "I cannot repay you enough for what you have just done for me." The words surprised Hiccup a little; from what he learned about Night Fury parents, they normally parted ways. Or they had a very distant relationship. That was the facts that were given to him, and yet it didn't explain cases such as Talon and Mistyeyes or Amber and her mother. The thought was an interesting one that Hiccup would have liked to explore if the question had been proposed a few months ago. But now, the thought only caused a small prick of sadness to tear at his chest. He stepped away without saying any more, turning and detaching himself from the scene before anything more could be said.

The dragons had burst into conversation as soon as Hiccup started to walk away. Some rushed up to the now-sickly youngling, questions peppering over the pair such as whether or not they were alright or if they needed help. Others stuck to their own groups, speaking together in hushed tones as they revered in what had just happened. And others called out to Hiccup as he walked, their comments and calls going into one deaf ear and out the other. "Good job, Hiccup!" "You saved her!" "Thank you, Hiccup!" He only acknowledged each yell with a small smile, the only thing he could offer.

Mistyeyes jogged up to Hiccup, squeezing her way out of the mass, who had been congratulating her as well. Much like Hiccup, though, she gave little to no heed to them. She merely brushed past, heading after the teen and calling him back. "Hiccup! Hiccup, come back! Wait!" The Viking guiltily considering ignoring her, wondering how far he would be able to walk into the island without getting lost. But as soon as the thought occurred, he was immediately filled with shame. Mistyeyes had just helped him so much and as soon as she wanted to speak with him, he was trying to find a way out.

He slowed reluctantly, stopping fully once he was out of earshot from the other Night Furies. Mistyeyes sprinted the last few feet, skidding to a stop beside him. And as she stood over him anxiously, he could clearly see the wretched concern in her blue depths. "Are you okay?" She asked softly, obviously not talking about what had just happened with Amber. "I mean – seriously. Are you okay?" He didn't reply quickly enough for her as she gave a small sigh. "Hiccup, I am really worried about you. I know what you're trying to do, and it's a noble effort, but I just really think…." She faltered a moment before starting over. "It's so unlike you. You're different, and it pains me to see you that way. I-Is there anything I can do to help you? At all? Please. I'm asking as a friend."

Hiccup didn't reply to her question fully. "Where's Toothless? He didn't want to come?" He asked, bitterness like a child's entering his tone now as he looked away from her.

Mistyeyes's ears flattened at the implication. "You know how he is." She said softly, a monotone voice as she shook her head slightly. "I'm doing my best to turn him around, and I think he's starting to. But….no, he didn't." She paused before reaffirming her earlier words with the fact. "You see? You two should never fight, don't you know that? And when you're so angry with one another, it's like the entire world is at odds. He's your best friend, Hiccup, and you should remember that before something happens and it turns out to be too late."

Hiccup didn't reply. He closed his eyes for a heartbeat, then turned and looked at her fully. "Thank you." He said, Mistyeyes leaning back with a small flash of surprise at the sudden turn. "For helping me. With Amber. It means a lot to me, so thank you. The fact that you would trust me enough to take over like that….it means a lot to me." _It's certainly more than I do for myself._

"It's what friends do for one another." Mistyeyes said curtly, a veiled piece of advice hidden away in the words.

He nodded hesitantly. "I'll remember it." He promised.

The pale dragon held his gaze for another moment or two before giving a small nod. She got up to her feet and turned without another word, picking up her feet and retracing her steps to melt back into the throng of Night Furies. Hiccup watched her go, watched her closely as she seemed to recover automatically, calling back cheerily to those who spoke her way and smiling to each Pack member that she passed. Her tail was held high and curled slightly at the end, as if she were just another happy face in the crowd, celebrating what had just been accomplished. The boy's green eyes flashed at the transformation, but he didn't dwell too much on it. His attention was grasped tightly and held elsewhere.

Off to the side, a young male Night Fury was sitting with a ragtag group of others. Clearsky, Hiccup reminded himself. His ears were flickering back and forth as he shuffled from foot to foot. "Does anybody know what exactly was wrong with Amber?" He asked skeptically, tail twitching as it betrayed the male's nerves. "All Hiccup and Mistyeyes said was that she had something foul in her system. They never said what it was exactly."

A female responded, plucking at a piece of grass with one claw. "She could probably tell us. Once she's rested enough." She offered.

"Hopefully." Clearsky shuddered. "I'd hate to think of that happening again."

"If it does, we know how to fix it now." Another spoke up, a dusky black male this time.

"It doesn't make it better." Clearsky sighed. He glanced up at the sky, and the dark clouds that were starting to roll in overhead. He shivered again, not from the cold now as the dark masses started to swallow up the rising moon and the blinking stars. "I hate all this travelling around." He admitted finally, Hiccup blinking at the confession. "I much rather prefer waking up every morning in the same place….knowing where I was and what exactly I had to do. All this flying and hopping from island to island…it's so different. It doesn't feel safe. And now we have younglings nearly dying because of something found in the woods."

"It'll get better." The female assured him swiftly. "And we're perfectly safe with the rest of the Pack."

"Humph." Clear Sky muttered, shifting a little. "I'll just feel much better when we get to Berk." He said, a slow smile spreading across his face at the mention of the island. Hiccup's face, however, fell immediately. "It sounds so much better than this… a place where we can make a real home. And with the humans…if they're all that Hiccup says they are…maybe it'll be even better than the Cave."

The group dissolved into discussing the island, and Hiccup felt his stomach drop at their outlook. It was what he wanted: they were excited. But it just laid another burden down on top of his shoulders. _Berk is nice….it _is_ better than the cave. _He thought desperately. _At least the Berk that I remember. Who knows what it'll be like when we get back though. _He pictured his father's stormy face, the parties sent out to hunt down Nightflight. He thought of his father's threat to wipe out all of the Night Furies if they were to return, and the very real situation of death and danger that he could be leading them into this very moment.

_ This place is dangerous. _He thought silently, glancing over to Amber and her mother on the other side of the clearing, the older female curled protectively around her daughter by now. Amber's breathing had steadied, he could see from where he stood. And the youngling had fallen asleep after her episode, a small crease in her expression still as she snored lightly. They had been close with that one; she could have very nearly died.

_….But is the place I'm _leading _you all to much better?_

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: Berk will be making its appearance the next few chapters, and Astrid and Hiccup will also progress more together throughout the next few installments! I was really anxious to get this out this weekend because Finals start soon, and I had no idea if I would have another chance to update! Hopefully I will, but you never know.

So thanks for the wait again! This was really long, so hopefully it makes up for the time! ;)


	14. Chapter 14

A/N: Alright, sorry for the the little break I took from you all! Christmas and Finals will do that to a person! But I just got a new computer too to top it all off, so I have to get used to that as well. This is actually my first time really on it, so it's a little confusing. Thanks for bearing with me!

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

It was raining. Again. It normally rained on Berk; dreary and sometimes violent weather was never a real shock for the island to encounter, especially during these select few months. But it certainly did not help the already-low mood points of the Vikings that resided there. Over the last few weeks, Berk had gone from a peaceful and relaxed island in recovery from the dragon attack, to tense and rigid, fear around every corner. Not only fear for Night Furies waiting in the dark, but also for families and friends, the entire way that the island was governed. With each passing day, the people got more and more frantic, more and more harsh with one another. And while the harshness originated purely from worry and care, it was destructive all the same.

Unable to fly and perform perimeter-check around the island with the other dragons, Stormfly had taken to sitting off on the sidelines, watching with each passing day as things grew worse and worse. It was a horror in itself, really, how fast things went. How people went from greeting each other early in the morning to snapping into arguments over the simplest things. She could have balanced on the tension that hung between everyone, it was so thick. There was no way to dispel the anger either, no way to rid the people free of their nervousness. For that, Stoick would have to come out and reassure them all that things would be okay. And the Chief rarely ever came out of his home. When he did, it was only to go out on search parties, and to oversee the progress in reenforcing the island. It was never to make things right, or offer assurance to his people.

The Night Furies hadn't been spotted either, not hide nor scale of them. Evidence couldn't even be found of Toothless and Mistyeyes, or Shadowclaw either. The same went for the two missing teenagers: Hiccup and Astrid. With each passing day, the parties that went around the island and scanned the skies reported back the same: 'We couldn't find anything.' When Stormfly had first heard the news of no reports, she had brightened just slightly, hopeful that that would mean things could calm down a little. After all, if they couldn't find anything to worry over, what was there to search for?

But after the first Night Fury attacks, the island would take no chances. They wouldn't give up. Lack of evidence or not, the people of Berk would not let up with their worrying and fighting. It might not have had a true and stable surface to rest on, but it was the idea. The idea of danger and destruction festered in the minds of humans and dragons alike, and once an idea made a home inside of your mind, it would stay there and linger, no matter the consequences that came along with it.

Taking shelter in the overhang of the empty Smithy, Stormfly heaved a hefty sigh, craning her neck and looking up at the cloudy sky that hung over Berk. It had been raining for a few hours now, and the ground around here was already sinking with mud and gunk. She made a small face as she shifted, grimacing as the nasty stuff sunk in between her claws. It would take her days to get rid of the feeling with the way that the rain was coming down. It was a rather small issue, she guessed, but it was a relief to worry about something other than the big picture for once.

She had just watched the latest search party leave about an hour ago. She had observed from the sidelines as the group had trudged into the forest, dragons and humans alike looking disgruntled and irritated. Though she disliked the hostile frustration in their eyes, Stormfly hadn't been able to keep herself from sympathizing with them. After all, she was disgusted enough sitting in the mud puddle that used to be dirt; she didn't even want to think about what the party was going through stumbling through the probably-soaking forest.

She had to give them credit for going out and braving the search. Again. They didn't have much of a choice to begin with, and yet they deserved recognition anyway. The whole island did, really. Despite the inner conflicts that resided there, which were only doubled with the bad weather, each Viking alike had contributed to the effort of protecting Berk from their invisible enemies. The island was fortified and guarded, houses being equipped with things such as walls of metal to protect them from fire and locks to delay any forced entry by a dragon should it come to that. It made the island look eerie, if Stormfly had to admit anything to herself. Looking around, it was a ghost town with steel walls all around. Work done from nonexistent people, it appeared.

Surveying the place around her and frowning at the sight of it, the dragon was surprised to suddenly hear voices. Perking at the growing noises of footsteps and conversation, the Nadder straightened, turning towards the sounds and blinking with confusion. Glancing back and forth and deciding that it wouldn't matter if she got a little wetter, the dragon dashed out from her shelter, hopping over and looking curiously around the corner. Sure enough, looking out towards the ring of trees that marked the start of the forest, she stiffened with shock at the sight that met her. The search party was back already!

"That's not right." She mumbled to herself, voice riddled with puzzlement as she scowled. "They're not due back for another few hours." She had memorized the entire schedule that Berk went under now, and this went against it fully. People reenforcing the island usually spent the first half of the day outside working, and when it got dark they retreated back inside. And Search Parties were meant to be out turning over stones and looking inside hollowed trees for at least a few hours at a time. Rain or shine, they never strayed from that time span. What was going on?

Ducking low, Stromfly angled her head forward just a little, feeling a flash of guilt at the snooping, but too curious to refrain from eavesdropping. Spitelout was at the head of the group, she realized with a small drop of the stomach. Though a good fighter and warrior, Stormfly knew that nobody could trust the man as far as they could throw him. Not right now anyway, with the island the way that it was. Shooing the thoughts away like a stubborn bur, the Nadder listened in, casting her hearing out as far as she could to hear above the rain.

"…sick and tired of it." Spitelout was proclaiming. "I've been out on FIVE searches in the past TWO days! And I haven't found anything; nobody ever does, even! I don't see why we have to keep wasting our efforts like this. We could be using our skills for much more important things right now other than going out and looking for a few dragons and a pair of kids that obviously aren't here!"

"There's no use in complaining about it." Another voice said, Stormfly's hearing wasn't good enough in the rain for her to distinguish who it was. "We have a job to do, and it was issued by Stoick. We shouldn't have left the search early, Spitelout, I can't believe I let you talk me out it." Again, there was that ever-living sense of anger and hostility in the peoples' tone. "He'll be furious if he finds out that we left before looking everywhere. Let's just go back."

A chorus of agreement rose up from the group at this suggestion. Stormfly peeked out, realizing that they were heading her way. Spitelout was leading the group as usual. Stormfly noticed the anger and fury in each step he took, the Nadder looking down at the footprints he left in the mud behind him, imprinted heavily thanks to his heavy stomps. At the mention of doubling back, his hands clenched tightly. The Viking turned suddenly, shoulders hunching as he rounded on the band of villagers behind him. "No!" He snapped out harshly, the dragoness stiffening at the tone of his voice. "I'm not going back out there! I'm sick of it! I'm tired of going out there and just wasting _time_! We were talking about it in the forest - don't pretend that you don't agree with me!"

That was odd, Stormfly realized. They were talking as if…

The others exchanged glances, hesitating before giving a small, unanimous nod.

Spitelout sat back a little at this, giving a nod himself. "See?" He said, sounding almost patronizing as he reaffirmed his stance on the matters. "We can't let this go on any longer!" He continued furiously, Stormfly's eyes starting to widen out with realization and horror as they went on. "We get sent out there every day to search for kids we already know aren't out there! The only person that thinks there's still something in that forest besides burned trees is Stoick! We're out there wasting time when we should be spending it helping the island! The Night Furies are the real issue here, and we can't prepare for them as well as we should!"

"Stoick thinks that Hiccup and Astrid are still out there." Stormfly noticed that the voice was the same as before, the only person who was really urging them to calm down and relapse back into the routine. However dry that routine may be, she added a little nervously to herself. "And don't forget, Spitelout: Stoick is still the chief of this village." The Viking went on, shifting uncomfortably as all eyes were on him now. "You can't just pick and chose which orders you want to follow. Or what you want to do each day."

"I've gone on long enough with him!" Spitelout retorted hotly. "I've done my waiting for Stoick to get his head out the clouds! And now I'm sick of it; the rest of the village is sick of it too, don't try denying it! And I'm doing something about it now." He added suddenly, voice dropping with a certain level of anger. Stormfly twitched, claws digging into the ground uncomfortably as she shifted. She watched with wary eyes now, unable to stuff down her feeling that something was going to go terribly wrong. "You can come if you like, or you can just wait out here in the pouring rain and go out into a pointless trek in the woods again!"

The Viking turned once he was finished saying this, spinning around and starting for the Great Hall. Stormfly ducked back a little pointlessly as he flashed past her. She didn't want to be seen, though the last thing that Spitelout would have figured probably would be that she had been spying on them. And besides, the man went by much too fast to even begin to notice her in the first place. Out of her shelter now, Stormfly turned and looked back towards the group of Vikings that Spitelout had left behind, allowing a small frown to grace her features as she turned to look their way.

A small fit of bickering seemed to have erupted between them. The Nadder watched fretfully as they bounced back and forth with each other, unsure and frustrated in the situation quite plainly. The dragons started to feel a small hint of relief at the sight. Spitelout had been talking as if he was planning to oppose Stoick; what would happen if the idea were to spread? She didn't even want to fathom the possibility, and yet as she sat there in the pouring rain, Stormfly soon came to the conclusion that no amount of wishing it away would help.

One by one, each man separated to rush after Spitelout, throwing up mud and water as they raced after him in an attempt to catch up. Stormfly watched with round eyes, prickles stiffening as she got up to her feet as if to object. Only the one Viking was left— the one that had objected to the whole thing in the first place. Looking at him now, Stormfly couldn't put a name to the face that was standing by and watching the others rush away. But suddenly she wished that she did. Because so far, this specific person was the only one who didn't seem to agree with what was going on. Or at least was open enough about it to try and persuade Spitelout to reconsider his thinking.

The man sighed heavily as he found himself alone, not noticing Stormfly as she looked curiously his way. Instead, the Viking turned, shoulders hunched as he started back the way he had come. Retracing his steps, the unnamed figure started back into the trees, to finish the wet and dreary job that he had started. That he had been ordered to do. Stormfly watched him go, wanting to wail aloud at the new predicament. _Should I go and help him? _She asked silently to herself, blinking at the prospect. _I could give him company, even if I don't know his name. I could go out and look for Astrid again. And two searchers are better than one, after all. _

But she glanced over her shoulder, to the way that Spitelout had led the others, feeling a twinge of disappointment and irritation. It was too odd, she decided after a moment's hesitation. The situation and way of speaking were far too out of the normal for her not to follow up on the case. She would go out and look for Astrid afterwards, she promised inwardly. Right now, she wanted to watch how this would play out. Because so far, thinking back to all the things that had been said, she knew that it wouldn't led to anything good.

Bracing herself against the hammering raindrops and trying her best to stay quiet enough through the mud, Stormfly turned around and hopped gingerly after the others. She was covered head to toe in mud and gunk by now, it would probably take weeks to get the feeling off of her scales. Nevertheless, it wasn't going to stop her from trooping all the way up to the Great Hall. Slinking through the darkness, she realized that she could hear the voices of more villagers up ahead. An odd thing to notice, considering that hardly anyone was out after dark anymore with the threats of attacks against the island. But now it sounded like nearly all the adults were up ahead speaking and conversing.

Quickening her pace and puffing a little as she started to run, Stormfly finally caught view of the Great Hall. And her heart immediately skipped a beat when she did. She had been right: nearly each adult in Berk seemed to be outside now. Most were heading up to the Hall just like her, coming out of their houses and being roused by the noise outside. They braved the rain to see what was going on, soaked through already by the time they got up to the large steps. Most of them looked almost hopeful as they waded through the thick mud; most probably hoped for good news or at least stable news to hold onto than what they have been given the past few days.

Spitelout was standing on the steps of the Great Hall, looking around with his hands on his hips as he surveyed the growing crowd with yet another small nod. Stormfly scowled at the expression, taking a seat a ways away as she plopped down to the mud. No sense in waiting anymore, she guessed. Or hiding, for that matter. What was done was done, and they certainly weren't going to find fault in a stray dragon curious in the mass. Sitting there neatly and trying not to draw too much attention to herself, Stormfly looked around carefully, shifting in the wet dirt as she waited.

Spitelout raised his voice once most people got settled, a look of anger and irritability clear on his face. "Does anybody know where Stoick is!?" He shouted over the rain, looking expectantly to the people clustered around in front of him. Glances were passed this way and that, raised eyebrows and patronizing mumbles sounding below the hum of the rain. Stormfly rolled her eyes at the ridiculous question, her worry breaking a moment to be replaced by her own sharpness. Of course nobody knew for sure where Stoick was; nobody ever did anymore. He could be anywhere and the Village would have absolutely no knowledge.

"What's this all about?" An angry voice suddenly rose out the crowd, clashing against a rumble of thunder as it was shouted aloud. Stormfly immediately broke out of her inner thoughts, grimacing away as she recognized the voice clear as day. She turned, twisting her head to look back as Gobber pushed his way through to the front of the horde. His eyes were narrowed and his face was clouded over as he looked up to glower at Spitelout. When the man made no move to answer right away, Gobber repeated himself. "What're you doing up there?" He demanded harshly. "You're wasting time is what you're doing! Now get down before you make yourself look even more stupid!"

"I'm doing what should have been done a long time ago!" Spitelout retorted, meeting Gobber's glare with his own. "The entire village has been wasting time! Time and effort we could be using to arm Berk for what's coming!" Gobber crossed his arms over his chest, opening his mouth to say something but being cut off as Spitelout continued. "We can't keep searching and searching and searching for days on end! And Stoick isn't helping with him being shut up inside all day while we're doing the work for everything out here!"

A collective gasp rose up from the crowd, eyes wide as Spitelout went so far as to blandly state his stance on the matter. Nobody ever truly opposed Stoick; he was the Chief of Berk, he was their leader. Who was anyone else to defy him? And yet Stormfly could see on every face around her that this was what the village had been waiting for. Even as the people gasped with shock, they were silently agreeing. Each human waiting below were covering their mouths, stiff with shock, and thinking: 'That's what's wrong here.' 'That's what's amiss.' 'Someone finally said it.'

Everyone excluding Gobber himself. Instead, the man raised a shaking hand, eyes wild with anger and fury. "You've no right to stake a claim against Stoick!" He yelled, sounding as if the words had only tripled his fury. Spitelout scowled at the harsh yell, but he didn't interrupt, to his credit. "You've got no idea where you're sticking your nose, Spitelout, so I suggest that you take back what you just said and get your head straight before you go saying things that you aren't aware of yourself!"

"But I am aware of it!" Spitelout roared, getting a touch more angry himself. "Everyone is aware of how Stoick isn't leading right anymore! And at a time like this, we need someone who will take care of Berk! Not ship out its best fighters to go and wander around some dripping forest! We're isolated right now because we're not working together! We're separated, and we're isolated, and we're-"

"Shut up!" Gobber sapped irritably. "Take it back or I'll come up there and-"

"Take what back?" The voice was quiet, not nearly as loud as either Gobber's or Spitelout's. Not even close to the volume. But everyone immediately went silent as it entered the picture, people stiffening and eyes widening as they turned back to face it. Villagers stumbled backwards, allowing a space in the crowd and letting Stoick come through. It was the first time in a forever it seemed the the man had appeared, and when he had, he had never stayed out for long at all. Much less talked in front of the entire village like this! His eyes were narrowed into small slits, and Stormfly found herself crouching backwards, cooing nervously under her breath as Stoick glared at Spitelout. "What's going on here?" He asked carefully. Frankly, Stormfly would have preferred to have him screaming.

But Spitelout didn't seem to feel the same fright and anxiousness as everyone else did. He merely met the stare with his own hard one, taking up charge noticeably as he spoke for everyone with this. "We're tired." He growled, watching as Gobber started to take a step back for Stoick. "We're sick and tired of wasting time with searching for your son and his friend." He said lowly. "We need to spend time fortifying the island, and yet you sent us out there every day to look for something that obviously isn't there! While you spend all day inside your house doing absolutely nothing to help the cause!"

Stoick was speaking harshly before he could even begin to finish. "Hiccup is out there!" He shouted wildly, Stormfly freezing at the odd tone in the Chief's voice. Was it caring? …Love? Or just plain madness? "Him and the Night Furies! They're out in the forest still, and if we find them, we put the whole thing to rest! Don't you see? This is the best way to solve things! _I'm _Chief, _I _know the ways of this island, and so you listen to _me_!" He was yelling by the time he was done, Stormfly wincing away from the volume that had risen so much. But she couldn't hold back a small thrill of fear. Did Stoick truly believe that that was the reason for this? Did he truly think that that was what would fix things? Or how things worked?

"No!" Spitelout objected harshly. "No, Stoick, that's _not _what I am going to do! I refuse to listen to you anymore! And anyone else that thinks so can speak up now too!" Once again, glances were exchanged, along with furtive murmurings and questions spoken low beneath the drone of rain. Stoick glared at the crowd as this started up, scowling deeply now as his fists clenched at his sides. "You see, Stoick!?" Spitelout asked furiously. "We're done playing your game of hide-and-seek! And we're done with dealing with a leader who isn't fit to take charge!"

"I am Chief of this island." Stoick said, voice a low growl once more. "I make the rules, and you follow them. It's a hard time enough already, don't go making it harder by doing something like this." He snarled.

Spitelout only held his gaze, jaw locked backwards as he met the words with his small challenge. "I already have." He declared, almost neatly.

Stoick growled a moment before taking a small step forward. "I forbid you." He growled warningly, Stormfly going rigid with the amount of venom in his tone. "Do you hear me? I forbid you from doing this." The crowd rippled with anxiousness at the new order, and at the new voice that the Chief had adopted. It was obvious that nobody else was going to speak up, they were all relying on Spitelout to carry through with the fight now. "You're not allowed."

"With all due respect, Stoick, I don't take orders from you anymore." Spitelout said icily, refusing to budge from the platform he had created for himself. "You're not in charge of me anymore; you can't lead properly so I refuse to follow you." The words were short-clipped and adamant, simple in the way that they were executed. But they executed a meaning much more heavier than a simple 'No.' It was much more than that, and Stormfly watched with dismal expression as it seemed to spread.

People separated from the crowd, going up to stand beside Spitelout, adopting the man's look as they too gave Stoick a hard look. Agreement rose like balloons from each person, and one by one they went up to agree as well with the new involvement. Lines were drawn as each minute passed, and the sound of the rain reigned fully, broken only by murmurs from the crowd, some filled with certainty, others filled with confusion and shock. Stoick was rigid, stiff as a board as he watched with disbelief as more and more people seemed to turn on him.

It had been predictable, Stomfly figured to herself. Days and weeks had gone by with only the smallest bit of instructions from the Chief, and mostly they were just to keep searching and fortifying. No means of actions or no words of assurances that they would pull through, or that they would be alright. And now, days and days later, they were finally putting their foot down. It could be at the worst possible time or the best with the threat of the Night Furies getting worse and worse. It could be a logical decision based on true thought…or it could just be based on the wild fear the now encased the Village like a vise. Either way, this was a permanent kind of change; people couldn't change their minds once it was made, and once bridges were crossed, they were immediately burned.

Gradually, the people came to a rest. More than half the village seemed to stand behind Spitelout now, staring at Stoick rather blankly, as if they had no idea what to do from here on. It was silent for a long time, a time that was filled with the hammering of water against mud, the rumble of thunder, and the clash of lightning. A storm of all sorts there now, taking place right over the very heart of the land. Stormfly was holding her breath now, her eyes fixed on the figure of Stoick, waiting for the worst possible reaction and dreading every second that led up to it.

Gobber and a few others were the only ones still around the man, and they all looked shocked at those who had turned, as if they couldn't even begin to wrap their minds around what had happened. And that couldn't be too far away from the truth, she figured. Stoick was still stiff at the foot of the Great Hall, looking as if he were made of stone. His eyes blazed as he stood rigidly, and yet there was another emotion in his depths as well. A certain kind of…weariness. A tiredness that lingered in the back of his mind like a dark cloud. And it slowly grew more and more apparent the longer he stood there.

It was still a few minutes until he spoke. And when he did, his voice was strained and clenched, tight in every aspect. "…Traitors." He growled, the simple word slicing through the rain like a razor-sharp weapon. "You're all traitors; every last one of you." Stoick droned, voice flat and dead. "So quick to leave…" Suddenly, his neck snapped up, eyes blazing to life once more as Stormfly took a hesitant step backwards, nearly slipping in the mud. "Fine." He growled suddenly, voice scraping oddly against his throat as he let out the snarl. "Fine!" He roared, the crowd blinking at this. "You're on your own now!" He shouted. "You're on your own for the Night Furies! See if I help you now!"

Spitelout narrowed his eyes, a little red in the face by now. "Fine." He agreed curtly, seeming to realize that he had won this little debate, or at least he had gotten more people on his side. "We'll do what we think is best now." He pressed again, looking fed-up as he stared Stoick's way. "And we'll get more done than we ever could with you." The villagers behind him mulled anxiously, glancing back and forth before giving out small nods of agreement. That was it then. That was the final confirmation.

What would Stoick do now? What could he possible manage without the support of his people behind him? Stormfly looked anxiously towards the Chief, tattered wings twitching at her sides as she winced a little bit. His expression was clouded again, the same odd tiredness that he had gained mingling with the anger and betrayal that now raged over his facial expression. It was like watching hot air and cold air mix together to create a tornado: frightening and yet interesting at the same time. Stoick was fumbling a moment, teeth gnashed together almost painfully.

Finally, the man spun around without another word, looking as if he were bearing some type of invisible weight as he started back the way that he had come, heading back for his home. Was that it, then? Stormfly looked from one half of the village to the other, wondering how on earth things could get any worse. How would the island possibly function together accordingly if it was divided as sharply as it was now? Head reeling, Stormfly suddenly wished for nothing more than to be able to be understood by the humans. If only so she could get up and roar some sense into the villagers of Berk.

She was just about to try doing it anyway, when suddenly a separate voice made itself known acros the island. A shout that came from the ocean. Perking at this and following the lead of everyone else, Stormfly turned, twisting around so that she could look in the direction that it had come from. Even Stoick paused in his turmoil, stopping short in his strides as he turned as well. A group of dragons were barreling towards them, Stormfly feeling a fresh wave of nostalgia as she recognized the group of her friends, and Hiccup's close group as well. She probably would have been with them if she had not been so terribly injured in the Night Fury Ambush.

Snotlout, Fishlegs, Tuffnut, and Ruffnut were all making their landing, obviously unaware of the obscene situation that the island had just gone through. They made a rather ungraceful touch-down with the mud and the rain, but that seemed the least of their problems. Fishlegs jumped off of Meatlug first, looking worried and scared witless as he hit the ground running. The others followed, looking a little more at ease with whatever news they had in tow with them. Yet, that was the way it normally was, Stormfly figured.

"What is it?" Gobber asked, the first to act in any way as he went over to meet Fishlegs halfway. The boy looked severely overworked, and Stormfly let her own frown cross over her face at the sight of him. What could make him react in such a way? Behind her, the villagers were slowly becoming more frantic, all of their fears - real or not - were ignited at the panicked youth.

Fishlegs skidded to a stop, bending over a little at the waist as he gasped for air. Snotlout rolled his eyes, coming to a stop beside his friend and crossing his arms over his chest. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were giggling to each other, looking more than excited as they stayed near their Zippleback. "Spit it out, lad!" Gobber snapped, a little impatiently as he said this now. "You're getting everyone in a knot! It better be good with the way you've gone and shook them all up!" He said, crossly this time.

Snotlout started to speak, giving another moody sigh as he did so. "We went out to do a perimeter search." He said, speaking rather calmly in comparison to Fishlegs. But Stormfly could detect a small hint of concern in the boy's voice as well. And Gobber did as well as he listened carefully. What was Stoick doing? Stormfly turned towards the man, wondering whether or not it should have been him speaking to the kids. But the man was still silent and stoney, merely watching from the sidelines with a heavy stare of resignation. He was obviously not going to speak up about anything now.

"And we were planning on coming back once it started really pouring." Snotlout said, voice wrinkling as he pointed out the horrid weather conditions. "But Ruffnut and Tuffnut saw something, and we figured that it would be more useful to go out and track it down." _You mean you just wanted an excuse not to come back here. _Stormfly corrected mentally, knowing the teens better than most as she gave a wry smile. _But then again, I can't blame them. I would have probably done the same thing if I could. _But for all her jokes, she couldn't relax anymore. Had they really found something out there? Something useful? Her heart soared a little hopefully. Had they found Astrid?

"It was the only thing we'd seen for hours besides rain, so." Tuffnut drawled from their drasgons. A shrug was offered in replacement for an ending to the thought as it merely trailed off suggestively.

Gobber nodded. "Yeah." He agreed impatiently. "And?"

"We followed it for a while." Snotlout said, Fishlegs still gasping for breath. "It didn't seem to notice us. Or if it did, it didn't seem to care. We followed it for a while; the rain made it really hard to see what it was really, so I didn't think there was much use in still going after it. Once we got closer, it turned out to be a dragon. Like… I don't know, one that got loose from the island and was just flying around."

"But it wasn't." Gobber said, slowly stiffening now as he eyed Fishlegs. "It wouldn't have been, otherwise 'Legs wouldn't be gaping like a fish out of water."

"No." Snotlout shook his head. "It _was _a dragon, but it wasn't one from here."

Stoick looked up now, eyes hardened like two stones. Spitelout's eyes narrowed as well, his fists clenching at his sides so that he resembled Gobber's own figure. The villagers slowly started to talk, shocked phrases and shouts for children rushed through the crowd like wildfire. Men took steps closer to their wives, and the mothers immediately broke away to make a dash for their houses and their kids. Stormfly shot to her feet, stumbling backwards and out of the way as her head spun. She grew dizzy all of a sudden, eyes wide as the moon as she looked at the teenagers with horror. It couldn't be true. It couldn't. Not now. Not after what had just happened. _Please let it be a joke. _She prayed silently to anybody who would listen. _Please let them just be pulling our legs. _

But the plea was a worthless one.

Fishlegs finally got his breath back, his head snapping up reveal his eyes, widened with hysteria and panic. He looked at the people around him, at the scrambling families and the horror-locked others that could only stare blankly his way, waiting for the confirmation to come that would push everyone over the edge fully.

And come it did.

The boy sucked in a sharp breath, voice tight as he gave a shrill shout. "Night Furies!"

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: Once again, sorry for the really long wait! Hopefully this will make up for it!

This took a lot of hassle and work to put up onto here, so if something is wrong with the format, please be gentle. New computer and everything really diminishes the whole 'ease' factor of the equation!
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"Favorite food?"

"…I don't know. Probably…chicken?"

"Favorite thing to do?"

"Flying."

"Seriously?"

"Yeah."

"Huh. That's weird. Considering flying scares the crap out of me now."

Hiccup gave a small, noncommittal hum in reply to her comment. Astrid was sitting behind him neatly, legs crossed as she watched the boy with keen blue eyes. The past half hour had been spent like this: the girl pestering with questions about herself while Hiccup was trying to do other work. The Viking was currently trying to figure out whether or not there would be any point in telling others to go out and hunt before the sun went down. If he didn't manually send out dragons, there was always the chance that mothers or littler dragons could sneak off with the party as well. And that didn't serve well considering they were the ones that needed the rest more.

He was offering replies at least. He didn't look back at her, and the replies were thin and curt. They were nowhere near the enthusiasm he would have replied with at any earlier time. But they were replies nonetheless. At least he was actively answering her. Astrid wore a small frown on her face, the puzzled sort of expression that she always got whenever she was talking to Hiccup and he never seemed to give her the time of day. But she didn't voice her complaints if she had any; she never did.

"Alright." She said instead when he didn't respond to her attempt at humor. Still there was nothing in response, the teen's eyes narrowing a little bit as he crossed his arms over his chest in thought. Puffing out her cheeks for a second, Astrid rolled her eyes immaturely before pressing ahead. "You said I had a family?" She prompted, blue eyes sparking a little bit with interest at the new topic.

Hiccup gave a nod, stilling a little bit at this one. Geez, what a time to bring up this.

"What are they like?" Astrid asked, tilting her head to the side.

"They're like any family I guess." Hiccup replied, still purposefully keeping his eyes forward. He was wearing his own frown by now, and he gave a restless shift, throwing his weight between each foot with a worried sort of air. "You've got a dad. And a mom. Your mom fusses too much according to you, and your dad takes you out for axe-throwing practice every so often. It's why you've been the best fighter in Berk out of all the others that are our age." He noticed that with the comment about Astrid's mother, his voice had grown a bit bitter. So he cleared his throat and scolded himself mentally. He didn't need to be making such an immature child out of himself.

"…They love me?" Astrid asked a bit hesitantly.

"Of course." Hiccup said, surprised by the sudden turn. He finally relented, turning back and allowing himself the one thing that he had been holding back all this time. He allowed himself to feel what he had a long time ago for her, it seemed. The wall broke a little bit and he noticed all the little things that he treasured. The way that her eyes flashed with intelligence even when she had no idea what was going on; the way that she held herself like she had all the confidence in the world; the way that she smiled and the way that she laughed. It was all still there. Even if she wasn't. "Who wouldn't love you?" He asked, voice a bit quieter as he added this last part.

Astrid seemed to notice the change, even if it was a rather subtle one. Or he hoped that it was a subtle one at least. They were close to Berk, so close that the weather had dropped another ten degrees. He couldn't be making stupid mistakes like this to draw them back more. Yet Astrid cleared her throat, not looking _bothered _by the odd reply. Or confused, even. She just looked…unsure. And when she tucked a lock of blonde hair behind her ear, she cleared her throat and created yet another unsteady bridge to walk on. "…and…" She was being awfully slow and reluctant in her speech. "…do I…love anyone?"

It had to be at least a full minute before Hiccup even thought of replying. "What do you mean?" He asked, playing the dumb card. He was really wishing that he hadn't slipped up. Or that something would happen to break up this little conversation. Much as he hated to admit it, he rather preferred their conversation last time, when it had been broken up by Amber's fit. Though it was obviously peaceful right now, other than the buzz of conversation going on around them. So hopes of something like that happening were around zero.

"You know." Astrid snapped, obviously seeing through his confused facade. "My family loves me. I'm pretty sure that I love my family. But that's not what I'm talking about. I mean is there anybody that _I _love. Or…that loves me." She was watching Hiccup carefully, and if the boy hadn't known her any better, he would have thought there was a suspicious look in her eyes. Or rather…a challenging one. She couldn't be daring him to…..could she? "You know…it's just a question." She added after a while when he didn't reply.

Hiccup's shoulders had gone stiff, and his whole body had gotten rigid. He didn't want to talk like this anymore. He didn't want to answer her questions. Not right now. He couldn't right now. He had to get the dragons back to Berk and safely add them to the island. Anything else and he wouldn't be able to do it. So he turned pointedly once more, jaw locking back tightly as he shook his head. "Let's not ask any more questions." He said flatly in response. "We're done."

Astrid perked a little stubbornly, looking almost offended by the rejection he had given her. Like a put-out child, she opened her mouth to snap out a retort to him. But Hiccup was already walking away, hands balled into tight fists as he left her behind. Part of him was screaming that he was making a mistake; it always did whenever he pushed her away like this. And he had to force himself not to glance back at her as he made for the crowd of dragons. It never got any easier, he thought. But that offered a small sense of relief for him. It never got any easier at least. He would hate himself if it wasn't hard anymore.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Mistyeyes was stretched out contently, eyes narrowed into tired slits as she stifled back a small yawn. Since they had found themselves on the home-stretch early this morning, the group hadn't stopped to take a break during their long flight today. The pale dragon's wings were aching and she gave an airy sigh at the relaxed feeling that spread through her from the much-deserved rest. It didn't help that her main priority was to fly around the group all day and make sure there were no stragglers. While also dragging along Nightfight. But to be fair, Nightflight was starting to get the hang of things a lot faster than Mistyeyes had first thought she would.

Nevertheless, she was happy to just lay here for the moment. And as she did, her tired blue eyes were trained over to the small group of younglings, who were traipsing around together in some sort of game. Though they looked tired enough to flop down and sleep for a month, the little dragons were hopping and jumping together anyway, competing to see who could get the highest off the ground. She smiled tenderly at the sight of the little ones, and she suddenly wished that she had their kind of energy.

"Hello." A voice suddenly roused her attention, tearing her focus away from the small children as she turned to look back towards the sound. Toothless was standing a few feet away, ears flicking back and forth a little bit as their eyes clashed. "Can I sit with you?" He asked, Mistyeyes blinking oddly at the reserved kind of tone in his voice. But then she remembered the fight that they had had, the female frowning a little bit at the thought of it.

"Of course you can." She purred in response, curling her tail tighter around herself. She was tired of all the fighting between them, she thought a little dryly. This certainly wasn't a time to draw lines between friends, and she should have realized that and not have snapped so much. Toothless seemed to brighten at the easy forgiveness, going over and taking up a place at her side, looking more than happy as he nosed her ear affectionately. "I'm not doing anything fairly interesting." She warned good-naturedly after a moment. She turned half of her attention back onto the little ones once more as she said this.

Toothless followed her gaze, humming a little bit as he caught sight of the game going on a ways away from them. "You always watch them." He pointed out with a smile, tail flicking with amusement as one of the little females won the match with a terrific leap nearly five feet off the ground. "_You _seem to find a lot of interest in it." He added with a glance her way.

Mistyeyes only gave a small laugh, not responding to his teasing. "I do." She admitted with a soft kind of look in her eyes. "They're so cute it's hard not to find any." She paused, then added: "Sometimes with all these things going on, you forget the simple things, or the things that make you happy. But the little ones always remember. That's what I like the most I think." Months ago, she would have found the same attribute of innocence in Shadowclaw. She certainly found it when she had first come to Berk. But after all these things that have gone on, and after the all the things that Shadowclaw had gotten into, it seemed that the air of innocence had gradually been melted away. It had helped largely in the long run, but it seemed as if the little male had grown up too fast. And that was a saddening thought.

Not following her inner musings, Toothless eyed her with a glint. "I would have figured you would have been caught by the cuteness." He commented, watching with a chuff as Mistyeyes was jarred out of her mantra. She turned, grinning as she pushed his head away with a roll of her eyes. "That's how I always thought you would end up." He said then, Mistyeyes perking at the change in tone. He was looking over at the group, watching as a mother broke into the game, chastising the children for not resting, corralling them together and shushing them as they objected in a chorus.

"What?" Mistyeyes asked, tilting her head to the side with a confused look.

"Like that." Toothless said, nodding towards the older female as she led the group of kids away. "You know, when I was smaller. I always thought that Nightflight would end up somewhere in your place; maybe me along with her or something." Mistyeyes blinked, glancing his way. "And I always thought…you know, you would find someone and settle down and have a few younglings yourself." Feeling her gaze on him, he turned and met it with a small shrug. "It's what I always thought." He admitted.

"Then you must not have known me all that good." She chuffed, trying to tease him.

"Then you don't want one?" He asked though, not following her humor.

Her smile was dashed, a more thoughtful look on her face as she turned back to watch the group walk away. She mused for a second, sighing softly through her nose as she narrowed her eyes. "…no." She said eventually. "No, I would probably. Some day. When this is all over and if everything turns out okay…maybe I would consider it a bit more." Her ears flicked a little dismissively. "But that could be a long way away. There's no sense in talking about something like that right now."

Toothless opened his mouth to reply, when yet another voice broke through the train of thought. At first it was a small cough, but when the pair of them didn't notice who it was at first, they spoke up. "Hey." The couple turned, surprised. But Mistyeyes smiled at once as she saw Hiccup standing a ways away from them. Though the grin was once again deflated a little bit at the wary air that Hiccup seemed to hold around them, especially when Toothless turned back to lock eyes with him as well.

At first he didn't say anything, Mistyeyes starting to look a little bit more saddened as he shifted a little bit. She noticed his stiff posture and his tired-look eyes. There were large bags underneath them, dark against the skin, and she wondered when the last time he slept was. Or slept soundly, anyway. "…Can I talk to you?" Hiccup asked when neither of the two returned the greeting he offered. "It's kind of important."

Mistyeyes glanced at Toothless, wondering whether or not the dragon was still angry with his human, or whether or not he saw all the details about Hiccup that she did. The Night Fury looked a little surprised, as if this was the first time he had really looked at Hiccup full-front. And it probably was, considering that ever since now the dragon had been trying to avoid the rider. His mouth was halfway open to speak, but nothing was coming out as he sat there. Clearing her own throat, Mistyeyes turned and heaved herself up to her feet, feeling a small hint of regret at the thought of leaving her sunny spot of relaxation. But looking at how tired Hiccup seemed was enough to get her going again. After all, if he could do laps around the island like he had been looking like that, she could go out and follow him.

"Sure you can." She said easily in response, hoping that Toothless would follow her lead and be friendly. "What do you want to talk about, Hiccup?" At her side, Toothless got up as well, shaking out his wings as he stretched briefly. He didn't offer to say anything yet, and against herself, she felt a small hint of irritation. The whole of their group was acting like young ones in school; they needed to all grow up a little bit and reconcile. Though by the look on Hiccup's face, she wondered if that was what the boy was trying to do at the moment.

"We need the others." Hiccup said in response, furthering her suspicion as he turned and started towards the other end of the island. Of course he had gathered them together first. Feeling yet another hint of frustration at the dodging and ducking going on, she turned back and tugged Toothless after. Hiccup walked a few paces ahead, and she took the moment to turn back and eye the male Night Fury a little reproachfully.

"I think you should forgive Hiccup." She said a little tartly, unable to hold back the sour note from her voice. Toothless glanced at her, ears lowered a little as he frowned. "You only have to look at him to see how much stress he's going through and with all this drama going around it's obviously not helping." She paused, then: "Drama that was helped created by _you_, let's not forget." He sighed a little bit at this, as if he wanted to object. But Mistyeyes gave him a 'Don't-You-Dare' look, and he shut up at once.

"Listen." She pressed with a small sigh, lowering the sharpness of her voice now as she looked at him a little bit more gently. "He's already lost one of his friends. Not even his friend, you know how much more special she was than just a friend. He lost Astrid already, and he probably thinks that he's well on the way to lose all his other friends. And he looks absolutely miserable. So I really think you should reconsider what you're doing right now."

Toothless took a second, before sighing himself. "…you're probably right." He said lowly in response. The first reason he had even gotten mad in the first place was because this whole ordeal wasn't fair to Hiccup. Granted, it wasn't fair to Astrid to be kept in the dark and he was still tense about the whole matter there. But Mistyeyes always seemed to have a way of explaining things so that Toothless would reconsider them or his views on something. A little unfair at the way she used that to her advantage, but still. Maybe that was why she was such a good leader in the first place.

"I always am." She replied accordingly, dipping her head a bit cheekily as he threw her a look.

It took them a while to get past the group of dragons to the others. Hiccup had to stop every once in a while to wave off some of the other dragons trying to reach him, Toothless and Mistyeyes offering apologies as they rushed after. It was like trying to get through a maze, Toothless thought bitterly to himself as he weaved around Night Fury after Night Fury. He was starting to think that they wouldn't be able to make it until the sun was completely gone.

But they finally caught sight of the others, just before the sun was about to blink away too. Nightflight was laying off to the side, looking worn-out and drowsy like Mistyeyes had been. Shadowclaw and Leafdapple were a bit more awake, holding conversation together like they always did. Mistyeyes could hear Leafdapple's laugh from where she walked, and her tail curled up with amusement as she grinned. At least the pair of them never seemed to have any sort of falling out at least. They were always joined at the tail no matter what happened it seemed.

But the pair of young dragons cut themselves off as Hiccup and the others approached, Leafdapple perking first as Shadowclaw's back was to them. "Hi Hiccup!" She called merrily, Nightflight catching on that they had come back last as she started to get up as well. Shadowclaw spun around, waving his tail in his own greeting. "I was wondering where you'd gotten off to." Leafdapple went on as they neared. "I was starting to think you'd forgotten about us." The moon was nearly out by now, and the island was getting darker by the second. It wouldn't be too long until it would be too dark to see four feet in front of your nose.

"No, it just took a while to get back here." Hiccup explained with a small sigh. "Everybody sounds like they need something no matter where I go." Mistyeyes frowned at the tired voice Hiccup was using, a hint of concern growing in her stomach as she took a seat near the human. "I'll have to go and check on them later." He added, crossing his arms over his chest and stifling a yawn as he spoke.

"Do you need our help?" Nightflight asked, stealing the question before Mistyeyes could get it out.

"No, that's not why I wanted to talk to you." Hiccup shook his head.

There was a silence for a moment as they waited for the boy to explain himself. But he didn't offer anything, merely standing and staring down at the ground with the worried mask he always wore. Mistyeyes glanced over at Toothless, seeing the he looked just as blank as Hiccup did. Rolling her eyes and huffing, the female leaned over sharply, nudging him in the side with enough force to knock him off his feet. But to his credit, he didn't slip. He just stumbled a little bit, looking shocked and angry as he turned back to look at Mistyeyes with an indignant look. She replied with a sharp nod in Hiccup's direction.

Toothless glared at her, something that obviously didn't bother the female as she shrugged. Sighing, Toothless's face fell as he turned back to his rider. "What's wrong?" He asked, Mistyeyes feeling a hint of relief at the genuine concern in his voice. She might have been the one to nudge him into speaking, but he really was worried about Hiccup. They all were. But it was obvious that the dragon Hiccup needed to hear from right now was currently Toothless, and everyone knew that fact.

Hiccup glanced at his friend, looking a tad surprised at the fact that he was first to talk. But he gave a sharp intake of breath anyway, looking down and wringing his hands together tightly as he cleared his throat. "This is the last island that we can stop at." He reminded them, the others exchanging glances at the fact. "It's the last island closest to Berk that can fit all of these dragons. So…the next time we fly…that' it." He said, Mistyeyes realizing why he was so nervous finally as she too winced at the thought. "Next time we take off we'll have to land in Berk."

"So you want us to make a plan?" Mistyeyes asked, already trying to think of something.

But Hiccup shook his head. "No." He said. "I wanted to make sure that we're all together on this." He said, his words causing the female to still in surprise. The phrasing of the words were a little off, Mistyeyes understanding what he meant but still a little lost. She opened her mouth a little hesitantly to ask for clarification, but he was already giving it as he shook his head. "I want to make sure that we're not fighting or hating each other going into this. Because…we don't know how bad it will get or how far it'll go. We knew that it was going to be hard, but I didn't know it was going to be _this _hard. And going into this… I just want to know that I'll have you guys with me."

"You'll always have us with you, Hiccup." Leafdapple said with a frown. "We're friends, and I can't ever see any of that changing."

"Yeah! We'll stick with you." Shadowclaw chimed in. "Promise."

Hiccup smiled at them gratefully, though there was probably never any doubt in the boy's mind that they wouldn't be with him, Mistyeyes assumed. It was them three that he was worried about. And that showed plainly as he turned over to look at them with his clouded gaze. Mistyeyes glanced from Toothless to Nightflight, troubled and unsure. She would stand by Hiccup, of course she would. Though between the two of the Night Furies, she was lost. Nightflight was a confusing dragon to consider when it came to loyalties, and yet she had been through so much that it was hard to imagine being too tough on her and the choices she was making now with refusing to help Astrid. But Toothless was someone she had promised to spend the rest of her life protecting and being with, even if he could get daftly stupid at some points.

So she never knew which one to think of or who to let cloud her judgement.

"I'm with you, you know that." Nightflight spoke up first, giving a small nod. "I owe you a lot and I would be a fool to forget such a thing. I don't care what happens from now; I just know that I'm willing to follow whatever it is." She paused, then added: "I can never make up for the things I caused. And the things that I still cause. But I'm willing to try my best by being a friend to you and the others as long as they will have me." She flicked her ears as she said this, and Mistyeyes guessed that if she could see she would have glanced their way as she addressed them. Her eyes softened a bit at the thought and she too gave a nod.

"I second what Nightflight said." She declared, drawing herself up. "I've made mistakes in the past too." She shifted a little bit as she remembered the way that she had pushed Toothless into attacking Hiccup in the first place all that time ago back in the cave. It seemed like forever ago and in some ways it was of course. "So you shouldn't worry about the mistakes you make now. Because we've done the same if not worse." She offered a grin. "It's all perfectly okay, Hiccup. And we'll always forgive you if you do the same to us."

Hiccup was doing the things he was for a noble cause, she reminded herself. Granted, all of their mistakes were derived from what they thought were nobel as well back then. But after all of what had happened so far, their views had drastically changed. For the better of course. So the fact that Mistyeyes could clearly see the fact that it would be okay from Hiccup's choices was enough to still her nerves. As soon as things died down here they could move on together to fix the broken pieces, she was sure. It would be fine.

"You know how I feel about this whole thing." Toothless started, jarring Mistyeyes out of her thoughts once again. She perked, realizing that she had missed Hiccup's smile that had been directed her way. It was fading now as Toothless spoke up, she realized, and she deflated a bit as well. But neither her nor Hiccup or anybody else interrupted Toothless, and she settled down a bit more as she sighed. Hopefully he wouldn't make too much of a mess. For someone that she loved, Toothless was much too alike his human. He could be terribly daft at times.

"I went through what Astrid is going through right now, and I live with the guilt all the time now." He said, studying Hiccup carefully. "And the fact that you aren't even trying to help her is a little off-putting. Just considering how much could go wrong from the simple refusal." He paused, titling his head a bit as he shifted. "But I guess that you know best about what you're doing." He said slowly, a little reluctantly. "At least you've been through it before too…"

"He tried his best to help last time." Mistyeyes hated to remind him, but she felt it needed to be. Toothless glanced at her, seeming to think the same thing. But she pushed on anyway, disregarding the look that was given to her. "A lot of things went wrong from _that_." She went on. "So what makes you think that trying to help her instead of focusing on what's at hand now would help any more?" Granted, she didn't know what would have happened if Hiccup had just given up before now. The Night Furies would still be on the island, she would still be looked up to in that sense she supposed, and Toothless would be happy with Nightflight she guessed. Completely different than what was going on right now at least.

"Hiccup knows what he's doing." Nightflight murmured where she sat.

Toothless was silent. Then he turned and looked back at Hiccup. "They're right." He relented finally, with a small grin towards his friend. Hiccup didn't react for a moment, as if he was afraid that if he moved at all the whole thing would be broken. "I shouldn't think that I know better than you. Not after all this time. …I guess I need to be a bit more smarter if what's going to happen is really going to happen."

"We don't need to be fighting amongst ourselves when we get to Berk." Mistyeyes replied, voicing her thoughts from earlier now aloud. "It'll be hard enough joining together the two sides. We don't need to make it worse by bickering like a bunch of younglings." Maybe not the most flattering metaphor, but it fit, sadly. "We worked better together when we got along. It was like a well-oiled machine back then."

"Plus the fighting is kinda irritating." Shadowclaw volunteered with a roll of his eyes. Leafdapple snorted, turning and nudging him with her shoulder. It was a good-natured way to tell him to shut up. But he only shook his head. "Well it is!" He pressed shrilly. "And we don't even do it, which makes it worse. We just end up sitting like mute rabbits off to the side staring like complete idiots." He drew himself up comically. "Once or twice I considered getting myself involved just to cure my boredom."

"Let's not do that." Mistyeyes shot down. "We don't need encouragement."

"Do you have a plan, Hiccup?" Nightflight asked suddenly from where she sat, never the one to joke around for very long in the first place. Shadowclaw slouched again at this, all comedic air falling as he perked his ears instead. Leafdapple went quiet as well, green eyes sharp and focused now as she found herself leaning forward. Toothless glanced at Hiccup and gave a small sigh at the nervous look that met him. He hadn't realized how bad Hiccup seemed to have become in the short time that the group had been bickering. Fresh guilt welled up in his chest and he made a silent promise not to let himself snap so much again. Not at Hiccup at least.

"I was trying to think of one." Hiccup said. "Though it makes things a little easier now that I know that things aren't as complicated between us." He paused, shifting uneasily before looking at Nightflight with an almost apologetic look. "You don't want to try and get the villagers to understand you….right?" He asked for clarification. But there was a bit of hope in there, as if he secretly wanted Nightflight to correct him. That he wanted her to keep trying.

But she shook her head, shooting down any false hopes. "I don't think I could even if I wanted to." She recalled. "It's harder to do. I _can__'__t _do it anymore. What happened with….with Astrid was a fluke, obviously. I tried to do one thing and ended up doing another. I wouldn't want to mess up like that when things are that drastic and important."

"I know." Hiccup said, covering up the disappointment with a smile. "I don't want to make you do anything you don't want." He paused for a second, frowning now as he glanced at the others. "…Well, I was thinking that maybe we could try and-"

Toothless wasn't listening anymore, much as he hated to admit it. The Night Fury was instead staring over at Nightflight, who was either oblivious to his look or just didn't want to turn his way and face him. He understood where Nightflight was coming from. Sort of. At least, he didn't blame her as harshly as he had before. But he just wished that she would try at least one more time. If not to fix Astrid, then to at least figure out what was wrong with her. After all, she had looked so different when she was trying to get Astrid to understand her than say, when she had gotten Hiccup to. It was an odd change, and Toothless hadn't been able to realize what had changed. And Hiccup had been staring at the ground, he hadn't even seen in the first place.

Was it something that could easily be fixed? And if it could, were they even going to try and fix it?

Selfish thoughts, and yet…

Toothless couldn't help but think that Nightflight had the power in her to solve all of this in the easiest way possible. And she just wasn't open to even trying that easy way.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: Once again, apologies for the lack of updates. I'll be back before the end of the month hopefully. I'm trying to get back into the swing of fast returns. So keep watch for me and please keep reviewing! You have no idea how much that motivates me to get back onto here! Especially with my crazy schedule!


	16. Chapter 16

A/N: So back a little bit earlier this time! :3

Thank you for all the reviews! I loved each one of them and it felt really good to hear from you all again! So thank you very much! ^^

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The women and children had been shooed away, cleared out of the village and its surroundings as they had taken shelter in their homes. The other Vikings, those who had no children to protect closely and those who were well enough to do so, had taken out to stand scattered amongst the square and its perimeter. All eyes were aimed upwards and trained on the sky, watching out closely for the prospect of danger. Or, more specifically, Night Furies.

After the teenagers had returned to Berk with the news of their possible return, the village had sprung into its defensive mode. Or… most of them had. Those who knew better and had more foresight were the women and children who stayed in their homes, and the men who took guard outside their door. The others, who were taking orders from Spitelout mostly, were the ones standing nearer to the edge of the island, catapults ready and swords drawn. As if they had a chance to shoot the dragons out of the sky before they even reach proximity. And maybe they did.

Stormfly was sitting a ways off the side, watching the halves of the island with a clouded look. She watched as they had split apart after the meeting, confused and frazzled and frightened, every single one of them. It was obvious that there was no given way to go; there were too many factors and changes and different ways to handle it. And it seemed like there was about a million of them right now. People guarding the island, people guarding their home... she had heard other families debating over leaving on a ship. And though the idea was absurd to the ear, she couldn't very well voice this aloud to the humans.

Stoick had left. Where to, she had no idea. As soon as the group from before had broken up and fled to their own respective places, she had lost track of him. Gobber too. Though, the last thing she had heard from the two was that they weren't on speaking terms anymore. Or at least, face-to-face. The two, seeming so strong together before, had fallen out with one another in the chaos of all of this mess with the dragons, much like the rest of the island had all in all. It was clear that from what had happened with the confrontation between Spitelout and Stoick that Gobber still supported his friend from the sidelines. But supporting one another from afar and working together were very different.

"It's a mess, isn't it?" Stormfly perked at the sudden voice behind her, the Nadder turning around to look back at its origin. Hookfang was tromping over, looking around at the village as he walked over to her. She didn't reply at first, shifting her weight from side to side with a hint of trepidation. When she didn't speak up, he tried again. "The humans have been blind as bats these past few months, haven't they? I know the others have." He grumbled, meaning their group of closely-knit humans as he sat down with a ruffle of his wings.

"Hmm." She hummed thoughtfully in response. "Maybe not blind. Just…torn." The dragoness objected gently, knowing how fiery the male's temper could be. No pun intended, of course. "It's mixed. The other dragons joining Berk was the greatest thing to happen to this place. I guess with Hiccup's attempt to bring in more Night Furies with that female, everyone thought it would be kind of the same deal. But a lot of people had died because of it. It's a lot of complications... especially since there are grudges by now."

"Tell me something I don't know." Hookfang huffed with a roll of his eyes. "Or something that I haven't heard before, at least." Stormfly made a face at the quick brush-off given her way, but before she could say something tart in reply, he was already speaking again. "It seems to me like your human and Hiccup left with something in mind. After all, Toothless and the others wouldn't have left with them if they didn't. That was nearly a few months ago. Now with the Night Furies coming back… it's no coincidence. They're trying to do something."

"Tell _me _something I don't know." Stormfly couldn't hold back the snap, not wanting to let Hookfang get too cocky as she gave a sharp retort in reply. The larger dragon glanced at her as she said this, eyes flashing a little bit. But then he shook his head, smiling a little bit crookedly. "… Sorry." She offered, realizing a little too late that she needed to make sure she wasn't as sharp as the village had gotten. She had to keep a level head… "Go ahead. What were you saying?"

"Well, you know how Toothless and all of them are. Even more so with Hiccup added in." He explained gruffly. "They always get something in their heads and do whatever they can to get it. Look at what happened in the first place with Hiccup and all of us? That seemed like a pretty thick thing to do and yet here we are. It always works out in the end, so….let them do whatever the heck they have in mind. It'll be fine."

"You make it sound simple." She sighed loosely, turning away and looking back over the clearing and all the people milling around there. Spitelout could be seen on the farthest point from where she sat, barking out orders to the people around him. To fetch more weapons, to spread out more, to cover more ground, to get more armor, to load the catapults… There was so much work to be done for this. And there might not even be a point to it.

"You make it sound hard." He snorted.

Stormfly glanced his way. "So…what are you going to do?" She asked a little hesitantly. "If they come, I mean. Are you going to be with them?" She swept her tail over to the side, pointing towards the group of Vikings. "Or are you going to stay out of things?" With a slightly bitter mindset, she added to herself that he could easily just fly away and take shelter on another island close by. It would be no terrible feat and if things ever died down, he could easily return and pretend like nothing happened. She, on the other hand, didn't have such a luxury. Her wings were still tattered; they would be tattered for the rest of her life.

"I don't hide." He said in quick response, reminding her of his rider Snotlout as he puffed up a bit at the notion. But, having patience in dealing with such a person, Stormfly wasn't too caught off-gaurd by the sour tone. "I'll do whatever anyone else is doing." Hookfang went on with a noncommittal shrug. "If something happens and it's bad…then I'll do something. If something happens but it doesn't affect me….why should I bother worrying about it?" He looked over at her invitingly. "Right?" He asked suddenly, seeming to be asking for confirmation or support. Which was very unlike him.

"…Sure." She replied with a nod. "Yeah, I see what you mean. That's probably what I'm going to do, actually. And that's probably what everyone else here should do too. Instead of making mountains out of molehills. But….we can't be careless either. I know that Astrid has a good head on her shoulders though. Hiccup and Toothless can be a little extreme together at some points, which is probably Stoick's issue with all of this. But I know Astrid. And she won't be stupid about something as big as this. I know her better."

"Where is Stoick, anyway?" Hookfang asked, blinking as he looked around. As if he expected the Chief to come out of nowhere as if this was a summon for him. But then again, was she allowed to call him a Chief anymore? Was she allowed to put a title to his name? After all, he'd spent all this time so blinded by everything. And just now at this last meeting, the Village had announced that they weren't listening to him anymore. Or, most of the Village, anyway.

"I don't know." She admitted softly, frowning herself. "I haven't seen him since the meeting broke up."

"It's bad enough that everyone had gotten mad as a hare. But now they don't have anyone to corral them together." He huffed in a display of his bad temper. "Some of these days I just have the amazing urge to go over and roast everyone near me until they're burned to a crisp. Maybe something like that will get things to calm down a little bit more around here." Hookfang sighed. It was obvious that he was teasing; no dragons on Berk ever hurt their humans. It didn't work like that. But still.

Stormfly just shook her head, not in the mood to be joking around as well. Not right now. "No." She sighed regretfully, pulling her wings a bit tighter to her sides, as if the frayed things could block out the biting wind like they used to. "It's useless to think like that." She went on, aware of the male's stare on her scales. "And I hate it break it you….but…I have a feeling that things won't calm down here. Not for a long time."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

"I love rain." Leafdapple admitted with a small smile as she walked. Closing her eyes, she raised her snout into the air, taking in a large breath and giving another light smile. "I like the way it smells, and I just love the little noise it makes when it hits the ground. If it could rain every day, I would never get tired of it, you know? I would just sit outside every night and…just watch it." Already, the clouds were rolling in, and the sight caused the slender female to give yet another large grin. "Some dragons think I'm crazy to like something like that."

"Not crazy." Shadowclaw objected with his own little chuff of laughter. "Maybe just a little abnormal." The brown Night Fury shot him a mockingly-offended look, leaning over and ramming her shoulder against his. The male snorted, righting himself and shaking his head. "Rain makes flying a lot harder. It messes up your sense of smell and it just makes a huge mess to try and deal with. I'm not saying it's a bad thing, but it's definitely not a good one."

"I'm not talking about working through rain." Leafdapple scoffed, as if the answer should have been a simple one to reach on his own. "Nobody should work through rain. It's an awesome thing; too awesome to ignore. I like the sound…and the smell." She reminded. "I like the little things. Not a lot of dragons take the time to appreciate the little things. And not a lot of humans, either, for a matter of fact. I think everyone would be a lot happier if they stopped every once in a while. To smell the roses or to sit in the rain."

A few feet ahead, Toothless and Hiccup were talking together, the first time that they had done so in the past few days. When Hiccup turned back to look at the pair of them, his green eyes had the slightest hint of amusement in them, and the sight was enough to make both Leafdapple and Shadowclaw beam. After all, even if it was only a small hint of it, his green eyes were at least a little bit softer. Not as hard or weighted down with worry and stress. And his voice was nearly the same as he called back over to the two. "You must spend as much time on Berk as we had." He chided. "You get really sick of rain after a while there."

"I could never get sick of rain." Leafdapple chirped back. "You never get sick of something you love. You just see it get better and better and better and better."

Hiccup's smile wilted a little bit as she first said this, and Leafdapple was starting to worry whether or not she should have tried and take back her thoughtless remark. But Toothless saved the conversation, knowingly or not. The older dragon looked back as well, lashing his tail as he attempted to tease them as well. "I dunno. I'm getting pretty sick of all of you guys." He drawled with a lazy tone. "There's only so much of you guys I can take and we all passed that line like two weeks ago."

"You're not sick of us, Toothless." Shadowclaw said sweetly. "You love us to death."

"And that's my problem." Toothless snorted, shooting Shadowclaw a silly look.

"I'll tell you what's bad about rain." Nightflight said suddenly from the back of the group. Mistyeyes was walking in step beside her. At first when Mistyeyes had taken to walking with Nightflight instead of Toothless, Leafdapple had figured it was just to help the blinded dragon maneuver through the forest. That, or to give Hiccup and Toothless time to talk things out a little better together. But the two had been talking for most of the way back to the clearing, she'd noticed. Not politely reserved talk, either. Well, maybe a little bit on Nightflight's side. But the two had seemed to be making the most of their walk as they talked back and forth.

"It slows travel." The Night Fury went on. "This is the third time this week that it's rained, and it's not even halfway over. I say as soon as this one passes, we leave for Berk. The Pack is ready enough, and there'll likely be another storm after this one pretty soon. Sooner rather than later would be a good strategy to shoot for right about now, don't you all think so?" A chorus of mumbled agreement went up around them, and Leafdapple glanced over to Hiccup to see him doing the same. Granted, he looked a little wary of the mention of returning so soon, but he had before, anyway. She had a feeling that no matter how long they waited to return, he would always remain frantic and worried. He would probably remain so until the whole thing was dealt with.

"Yeah." The human said after a small gap in conversation. "We can take shelter through this one. It'd be pointless trying to fly through the rain with all the little ones. It shouldn't take us very long to get to Berk from here; it's the last stop. Then we can land somewhere near the back of the island and hopefully land before anyone can see us. Collect ourselves there and just…go with whatever we can."

"It's as good a plan as any." Toothless agreed a little shortly. "And hopefully it'll be easier than we think it will be to get everything situated."

Another mumble of agreement, but this time much quieter. It was obvious to the group that such a thing would be titled: 'Wishful Thinking.'

The conversation died after this, and Leafdapple blinked as the group fell silent. She glanced back at Mistyeyes and Nightflight, but even the two females had fallen into the dip as well. Mostly everyone was just looking around or thinking to themselves, which the younger had had enough of. She was tired of the lack of conversation between them. They might have made their stances clear just now and they might have made up together but it was obvious that they needed another push to get back into the swing of conversations again. And she could do that.

"So what about you, Shadowclaw?" She piped up, figuring that he would be the easiest to get a reply out of. "What do you like most in the world? Besides us, I mean." She added with a sly little grin. The other perked at the mention of his name, turning and looking at her a little oddly at the question. But the female only gave him an expectant look, waiting for his answer and reply. They had to get some sort of conversation going.

"Um. I dunno." Shadowclaw started out a little lamely. "I guess…nighttime? If you want an answer that was kind of like the one you gave." Leafdapple still gave him her earnest look, and he sighed as he realized he'd have to delve a little deeper. Behind them, Mistyeyes had turned to track their conversation, and Nightflight's ears swiveled forward a bit to hear them better. Hiccup glanced back at them and Toothless slowed a bit in his pace to get closer. Not exactly a helpful addition to the conversation, but it was something at least.

"The sun's too bright and in the summer it can get way too hot during the day." Shadowclaw sighed as he explained himself under Leafdapple's silent urgings. "I like the nighttime because in summer it's not too hot or cold most of the time. And it's got the moon and the stars. Even in winter, at least it's prettier than just the blank blue you see every morning, you know?"

Leafdapple nodded, finding no fault in the answer given. And to her pleased delight, Mistyeyes contributed from where she walked a few paces back. "I disagree." She announced plainly. "I think the best time of day would be sunset. If you're going by how pretty something looks, at least. When it's morning all you get is blue." She glanced up at the sky overhead now, through the gaps of the branches. "Or gray. And at night all you get is black and darkness. Sunset, you get purples and pinks and oranges and reds and blues and a mix of all of the other colors."

"Fair point." Shadowclaw admitted breezily. "I guess that's true."

But Leafdapple wasn't about to let the line of talking fall short now. Flapping her wings peppily, she cleared her throat and hopped over to Toothless. "Toothless!" She purred, stepping on his tail gently. The adult glanced back at her, eyes flashing as he gave an exasperated smile in return. "You have to answer a question now."

"Do I?" He asked skeptically.

"Mhm." She hummed shortly. "So. What's the first thing you thought of Hiccup? When you first met him, I mean. You couldn't have liked him at first, right?" She giggled as the human threw her a look at the badly-worded question. "So what did you first think of him? Or what did you do when you first saw him?"

"What I thought of him?" Toothless repeated with a look at his human. Hiccup met the stare, and he paused a second, obviously wondering if he was at liberty to joke with the dragon after they had only come onto better terms with each other about an hour ago. He was a little uncomfortable obviously, but Toothless offered a small gateway as he answered accordingly. "I thought he was a walking stick that would probably be endlessly irritating and annoying. And I was pretty much right."

"Oh come on." Hiccup sighed, looking away with a relieved smile.

"It's called instincts, Hiccup." Shadowclaw interjected. "And you need to hone them."

"Is Leafdapple's instincts to ask really random questions? Because she's doing a great job." Mistyeyes teased. Leafdapple looked back, fully prepared to fire another question, except this time to the gray dragon's way. Random and senseless as the questions might seem, they were talking now. They were laughing and teasing one another, and it was a pleasant change from what it had been before now.

"Your turn." She said cheekily.

"Oh geez." Mistyeyes sighed down towards the younger dragon. "Here we go."

"What was your childhood like?" Leafdapple asked curiously, pressing on the conversation stubbornly.

"That's really random." Mistyeyes sighed in her defense, ears flicking irritably as she gave a smile despite herself. "But it's aimed at the wrong dragon." She admitted next. "My childhood wasn't much to speak of. I was by myself for a lot of it. Well- I was with my father, but that doesn't really count for friendship when someone's responsibility is to make sure you don't run off and kill yourself." She allowed a grin at this, and Leafdapple felt a small rush of relief as the elder of them didn't seem angry at the personal question. "I spent most of my time working on flying and hunting and stuff like that since I didn't have much else to do. Actually, I always wanted to be around these two." She said lightly, laughing as she indicated both Toothless and Nightflight. "But they were joined at the wing and I only got heartache from it. They put a rock in my food once."

Nightflight ducked guiltily at this, Toothless turning fully as he walked backwards, going so that he could look at Mistyeyes fully. "Hey, that took a lot of skill to get that rock into there." He argued, Mistyeyes's blue eyes softening as he teased. "Don't go making it seem like that was just bullying. That was art."

"Looks like you and Hiccup have a lot in common, Mistyeyes." Shadowclaw commented.

"I resent that." Hiccup replied neatly without looking back.

"_I _resent _that_!" Mistyeyes fluffed up in response to the human.

It was nice. To take a break from the worrying. It was out of place and probably not the best thing to do. But it was nice. It was nice to joke and tease and build back a little bit of their friendship. After all, like Hiccup said before: they might not have another chance after tonight. After they would wait out the rain, they would leave for Berk. And if things went really bad, they could end up being split up and then what? Leafdapple didn't want to think about it right now. She just wanted to talk and have fun while they still could.

"My childhood was great." Shadowclaw jumped. "I-"

"Your childhood isn't over yet." Toothless snorted, turning to look his way with a flash of his green eyes. "Much as you like to think differently, I would like to remind you that you're not as old as you think you are."

"Hey! I'm nearly your height!" Shadowclaw objected. "I'm literally almost up to how tall you are! Don't go saying that I'm still a youngling! Let me remind you that I was flying age when you first came back to the cave? And that was years ago!"

"Maybe Toothless is just really _small _for his age and you're just tall." Mistyeyes sneered.

"Now I'm resenting something." The other announced.

"Hiccup! What do you fear most?" Leafdapple asked, breaking through their conversation as she blustered out yet another left-field question that begged an answer. Hiccup turned back at this, forehead creased with confusion for a second as he debated her question. His eyes flashed, and Leafdapple blinked rapidly as she realized that she had asked the completely wrong question if she had wanted to steer everyone into better hopes. Hiccup probably was afraid of everything going on right now; she could almost see each thought pass through his eyes as he looked at her.

_Good going. _She scolded herself mentally.

Hiccup's eyes darkened briefly, and the rest of the group seemed to realize the blunder as well as the side-conversations trickled down, starting to get a tad quieter. Crossing his arms, Hiccup cleared his throat, glancing down at the ground as he coughed a little bit. Leafdapple's ears flattened and she opened her mouth to apologize for her mistake. But then Hiccup looked up, offering a little smile at the others as he finally spoke up. "…Spiders are pretty freaky-looking." He replied.

Leafdapple grinned with relief and gratitude, Shadowclaw rolling his eyes at the question as he laughed. Mistyeyes on the other hand seemed to share the opinion, making a face much to Toothless' amusement. Hiccup watched the reactions and seemed to get a little lighter himself. He could have answered honestly and caused the entire mood to break. But what was the point in that? He knew what Leafdapple had been trying to do and it was working. He'd rather not think about things for the moment anyway. It was better like this.

"What about you, Leafdapple?" Hiccup pressed. "What scares you the most?"

"You can't repeat questions." The young female replied with a giggle.

"Oh. Excuse me." He exclaimed. "Uhm….do-"

"Why are we doing this?" Nightflight asked, speaking up for the first time in a long time. Ever the one to be serious, of course this would be the first thing to escape her mouth. Granted, her voice wasn't angry or irritated. It was just a question. Why were they walking around and asking silly questions that didn't pertain to the issue at hand? Why were they wasting time? They could be doing a million other useful things right now. They were going to leave for Berk in the morning, so why were they being so careless? If careless was the right word.

"Passes the time." Leafdapple explained a few feet ahead.

"You know what else passes the time?" Nightflight asked invitingly. "Battle strategy."

"We can do that later." Shadowclaw sighed. "This is fun for right now."

"Fun doesn't solve issues." Nightflight pointed out reasonably.

"Neither does being a stick in the mud." Shadowclaw sang.

Nightflight opened her mouth for a retort, but snapped it shut with a disgruntled look. Shadowclaw snickered the reaction and she glared sourly his way as she heard the small laugh. "We haven't been including Nightflight." Leafdapple declared, watching as the female's look only got sourer with this. "Alright, Nightflight. I've got a question for you."

"Joy." She sighed.

"How come you do that thing?" Leafdapple pressed, not taking no for an answer. Nightflight didn't reply, looking confused at the vague question. So the smaller one took in a short breath before rephrasing and being more specific. "How come you're able to do that thing with your eyes? You know what I'm talking about." The rest of the group had turned back at this, the interest spiking at the new unfold. Nightflight grew quiet for a second, and Leafdapple knew that meant that she had gotten the question this time around. But just in case, she rephrased one more time. "How you get people to listen to you or understand you."

"There's gotta be some reason." Shadowclaw agreed.

"…I'm not sure of the reason." Nightflight mumbled after a beat of hesitation. Leafdapple's ears perked and Mistyeyes glanced over at Nightflight with interest. The Night Fury's voice was a little distant as she went on. "My mother was always prone to…not focusing. When she wasn't talking about something that would happen later on, she would be looking at leaves of trees or marks on rocks. She wasn't exactly the most level-headed of dragons. Not to say that she had no sense. She was….scatter-brained." Her ears flicked back and forth decisively. "She didn't really pay much attention to anything and when she did, it wasn't for long.

"Naturally, I resented the times where she never paid attention to me. She was always commenting on the other dragons and younglings or the weather or things of that nature. It was irritating to get anything out of her, it was like pulling teeth. So…one day I wanted to go outside and play with my friends. She wasn't paying any attention to me- she was just rambling about the way that the stars had looked then night before and how she was excited to see them that evening. I got sick of it and planted myself right in front of her. I locked eyes with her and told her that she would listen to me and let me play outside." The others were silent now, and Nightflight had their full attention. But the black female didn't pay heed, too lost in thought to mind as she went on. "And she let me. She listened to me as soon as I looked at her. I thought I would get in trouble for snapping, but no. She just…did what I asked. It was strange, considering this was nearly the first time in my life it had happened. Sure, I had managed to get her attention before, but it was only for a short conversation before she changed the topic again. This time it was instantaneous."

"That's so weird." Leafdapple said in a small mumble.

"I enjoyed it a little too much." Nightflight admitted in a sigh. "For a youngling who had never gotten much attention before, it was liberating. It took me a while to make the connection, and when I did…I just went with it." She frowned thoughtfully. "I always grew up wanting to be something more than I was. I grew up always _wanting _more. I would try my best to get what I wanted, and I wouldn't stop until it was mine. There's always the phrase of as long as you want something hard enough you can make anything happen. But I don't think that's what qualifies here. … Because I wanted to have Astrid come out okay." Hiccup frowned at this, but didn't seem angry as she brought it up.

"No other Night Fury can do what you do." Mistyeyes pointed out. "Or none that I know of."

"With all that's happened, I'd say that's a good thing." Nightflight joked wryly. Then she shook her head. "Maybe it was just me being a blind youngling; even when I did it to Toothless so long ago. It was me just being too stupid to see past my nose. I knew what I wanted and I was going to get it no matter what it took." Toothless perked at this, studying her closely as she said this sentence. Something flashed oddly in his eyes, but Leafdapple didn't bring up the weird emotion. She just pushed it away under the pretense that it didn't matter.

Nightflight was quiet for a second before clearing her throat and looking over at Leafdapple. "So to answer your question: I'm not sure. I'm not really sure what brought it on, I just know that whatever it was it probably had something to with how thick-headed I used to be." She smiled a little at this last part and Leafdapple gave a slow nod in reply. She guessed that that fit. Or at least it was more answer than she had been hoping for to her questions. And she'd had said question for a longer time than she would have liked to admit.

They had finally made their roundabout way back to where the rest of Pack was. By now at this time of night, they were all tucking themselves away for rest. Taking the hint that they would wait out the rain, most had taken to sleeping underneath overhanging trees or underneath large bushes. What little conversation there was, was muffled and muted in respect to the others who were attempting sleep. Over on the other end, Leafdapple could see Astrid sitting on a rock, obviously waiting stubbornly for Hiccup to return. And when she caught sight of him, she crossed her arms over her chest, looking irritable. It looked like she hadn't agreed with the boy suddenly looping away like he had.

But if Hiccup noticed, he did a good job of burying whatever he felt about it. Instead, the teen turned and nudged Toothless in the shoulder with a clear of his throat. "I have to do a walk around the other end of the island." He explained a little reluctantly. "…Come with me?"

Toothless gave him a look, lashing his tail. "_One _lap." He consented with a nod. "Just one. Then you need to sleep, because I feel like if I poke you, you'll keel over and never get back up again." He smiled. Hiccup returned the gesture, grinning as their easy way of conversing had seemed to come back. "I'll be back." Toothless said in parting to Mistyeyes, who flicked her ear with a beam. The two looped off towards the southern end of the island, and Leafdapple gave a light huff of air at their departure.

"C'mon." She said, turning and poking Shadowclaw's side. "Let's go find a spit to sit."

"Sit?" He repeated, as if the word was foreign to him.

"Yeah, I wanna watch the rain." She stated.

"But I want to sleep; I'm tired."

"You'll watch the rain."

"But-"

"Watch it with me." She chirped, leaning down and grabbing his tail gently in her mouth as she tugged him off. The male groaned dramatically, looking over to some of the other dragons that were already sleeping with a forlorn look as he allowed himself to be dragged off. Mistyeyes watched with a bemused expression, biting back a smile as Shadowclaw complained under his breath with every tug caused by Leafdapple.

"I guess we don't have to see into the future to know where they'll end up." Mistyeyes noted as the pair of young dragons got out of ear-shot. Nightflight perked where she sat at her side, giving a small hum. But that was the only reply that was offered, and Mistyeyes realized that she could be tired. Out of all of this, with her loss of sight, Nightflight was probably the most-taxed out of all of them with trying to keep up. "Alright..." The pale dragoness allowed after a moment of silence. "I'll let you sleep then. We leave for Berk tomorrow, after all."

Still nothing.

"Goodnight, Nightflight." Mistyeyes said as she got to her feet, ever as friendly.

"Wait."

She stopped short, having only taken a few steps. Turning back and looking at the female questioningly, Mistyeyes tilted her head to the side. "Something the matter?" She asked slowly, trying to guess what it was. Maybe Nightflight had been more affected by Leafdapple's question than she had first thought? Or maybe she felt bad about Mistyeyes's answer to her own question? There were many things, just as confusing as the last. All in all, she had seemed fine. Mistyeyes couldn't think of anything that could be wrong.

"I have a question for you." Nightflight pressed.

"Oh." There was no hiding the surprise and confusion in Mistyeyes's tone. "Okay. Uhm…what is it?"

"I asked you a few days ago and you never really answered me."

"What did you ask?" She asked in befuddlement, trying to remember.

"All those years ago in the cave." Nightflight mumbled, bridging out slowly. Mistyeyes's forehead creased with confusion. "Why?" _Oh. It__'__s this question again. _Mistyeyes realized with a dim sort of feeling. "Why did you save me?"

"Why wouldn't I have?" Mistyeyes asked simply.

Nightflight threw her a sarcastic look.

"…Fair enough." She huffed after a moment's pause. She sighed, sitting down again and thinking for a moment. Contemplating. Finally, she gave a small nod. "Because I knew that…I had to." She started bluntly. She remembered what she had thought back then and tried her best to put it into words. But it was hard to put a feeling or a blind tug into words. It was really hard to explain herself she didn't really know in the first place. "I guess I was so worried about you because….I just had a feeling that…you _couldn__'__t _die. That I couldn't _let _you die. Not if I had a chance to stop it."

"Even after Toothless told you all of what I had done?" Nightflight asked. Not sounding sorry for herself, or angry, or bitter. Just confused. Like she was trying to make sense of it all.

"Well. Yes." Mistyeyes answered. "I guess you could say that…I knew better."

A pause. Then she looked over at Nightflight and gave a smile. "I knew better." She repeated, stronger this time. "You were too important to die. I knew that you could do better things. I knew you _would_ do better things. _Greater _things. So I couldn't let you die. And I was right, wasn't I? Without you, none of this would have happened." She said happily.

Nightflight blinked slowly, allowing a weak smile to flit over her face as well.

Mistyeyes hummed softly a moment before leaning over and nosing Nightflight's ear in an affectionate gesture. "Well, I'm going to turn in." She said, leaning back and starting to turn back so that she could find a dry spot to rest too. "You should too, before too long. You'll be too tired for tomorrow, and we don't know what will happen once we leave this island. It's probably best to get the most amount of sleep you can."

"Yes, I suppose that's true." Nightflight relented after a moment. But she didn't get up or make a move to follow through with Mistyeyes. So the pale dragon stepped back a bit again, realizing that it was probably too much to ask for Nightflight to follow her directions the first time around. She would want to be alone for a little bit longer probably. When she didn't move and a few beats of silence had passed, she cleared her throat and reaffirmed herself as she said: "Goodnight, Mistyeyes."

Mistyeyes grinned. "Goodnight Nightflight." She said with a dip of her head.

Then, before it could start raining and before she could lose any more sleep, Mistyeyes turned and went to search for a spot to sleep. Tomorrow was a mystery and it wouldn't be wise to lose any more sleep. Starting tomorrow, they would need all the strength they could get. There was no telling what could happen.

At least now it was certain that they would all have each other's backs from now on.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: Ta-Da! Next chapter things start to go down! So drop by a review and I'll update super quickly!

Sometimes I forget that it's nice to slow down and let the characters have a little fun for a change lol. And considering next chapter is when things are going to pick up again, I thought it only fitting that this would be the last chapter to make sure they're all happy :3


	17. Chapter 17

A/N: Summer has officially started for me and hopefully that means MUCH quicker updates. At least until band camp starts up in July. ((A day before my birthday fun fun fun)). So anyway, I'm sorry for setting priorities, but now that I've passed all my classes with As and school is out, the mind is free to wander once again! ;D

Thanks so much for your patience, everyone!

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

"Today's the day."

Today's the day. It sounded like something an excited parent would say on their kid's first day in training. Today's the day that you grow up a little bit more! Today's the day you get to go out and broaden your horizons! Today's the day you have a lot of fun! Today's the day you've been waiting for your whole life! Be excited! Be happy! Be overjoyed! Because today is the day!

That wasn't anything like today was. Today was dark and gloomy, clouds as far as the eye could possibly see. Today was dreadful both in the sense of weather and morale. Today was nerve-wracking. Today could very well be the day to end the rest of them, if Hiccup was going to be painfully obvious. So maybe the whole exciting announcement could be put on hold; it didn't exactly set up the correct mood for it all.

Leafdapple didn't seem to realize the reason behind his not answering, looking out over the water with a large grin. At her side, Shadowclaw seemed to share a little bit of her excitement; though he could see a tad more of the dangerous side to their situation, he would never go so far as to object to such a declaration. The male would never rain on Leafdaple's parade - he would always lend a wing if shelter was needed. That much was certain.

But on Hiccup's other side, Nightflight gave a small snort, sharing the Viking's thoughts and voicing them as well. The female's eyes had been closed and her wings tucked into her sides ever since she had first taken a seat beside the human earlier this morning. She hadn't been out with him the whole time - Hiccup had woken up ages ago. She had arrived probably one hour before now, sitting down and just…falling silent. Listening. Thinking. What Hiccup had been doing. And he was glad, too. He wanted the silence for now; he craved it. And it was nice to just sit with someone who knew what it was like, or how it was going to be. They both knew that this would be hard and difficult, maybe more so than any of the others. So they didn't even speak a word about it, neither of them had need to.

"That's an odd way to think about things." Nightflight noted, speaking for the first time aloud as she turned in the others' directions. Leafdapple twisted, not looking the slightest bit surprised at the tone of voice that the female seemed to be using. The younger's tail gave a lash, but to her credit, she didn't offer retaliation. She was smart enough not to do such a thing, at least. Then, as if sensing the impatience on her, Nightflight gave a small shrug. "Just saying. You make it sound like it'll be easy and fun."

"Well it doesn't have to be hard and painful." Leafdapple sighed with a shake of the head. "At least, not really. It all depends on the way you look at it; and so far you guys aren't really helping the situation." Hiccup and Nightflight both turned to stare her way, Hiccup sitting down with his knees pulled up to his chest. Neither of them spoke and after a moment or two Leafdapple ducked her head, seeming to realize that she might have been too harsh. "Sorry." She said reluctantly. "I wasn't thinking. That was….a little stupid to say."

Silence fell between them, and this time it wasn't as satisfying a quiet. It was stiff and awkward, and Hiccup was almost glad when Shadowclaw interrupted it. "So when are we going to go?" He asked, steering the conversation onto a different track in hopes that it would curb any potential grudges or fights. Thor knew they didn't need any more of those. The sun wasn't up yet; it was a little too early for that. And with the fact that Berk wasn't too far off - maybe a few hours away - the option was one that would be up to someone like Hiccup.

The teenager sighed. "Whenever I think we're ready." He said a little reluctantly. His green eyes flickered up to the sky, eyeing the clouds hanging overhead. "I was going to wait until nighttime, but I guess with these clouds in the sky, we'll be covered either way; enough to stay hidden, at least." He added. "The other dragons want to leave as soon as they can, I know that." The boy paused, pursing his lips with a frown. "…I guess we can start waking them up. Get everyone together and have them eat and get ready before leaving. That could take a while."

Nightflight perked her ears at the last sentence. The way he had said: 'That could take a while' almost made it sound as if he was hoping for it to. Which she couldn't blame him if that were the case, actually. She would be lying if she didn't wish for the same outcome. Yet it was just as awkward for her to be here, among all of the other dragons that she had led before so stupidly. All in all, she would go wherever required. There wasn't really an option that was better than the latter to her.

Hiccup sighed, putting his hands down on the ground and pushing up with a small wince. He hoisted himself up to his feet, making a face as his joints ached from sitting still so long. Turning, he was about to double back to the group, when he was suddenly distracted as Shadowclaw and Leafdapple stood as well. He turned, green eyes going up and down quickly as he sized up Shadowclaw, the nearest one to him, with a rather shocked look.

Shadowclaw stiffened with surprise at the sudden change of mood, backing up a little as he offered Hiccup his own weirded-out expression. "What?" He asked, wide-eyed as Hiccup continued to look at him oddly. Nightflight's eyes perked where she sat, but she didn't turn their way; there would have been no point, really. But Leafdapple was their audience all by herself, watching as she backed up a pace or two as well, mirroring Shadowclaw's features.

Shadowclaw was….tall. When had he gotten so tall? Hiccup remembered back when he had been able to pick Shadowclaw up and carry him wherever he wished. And now, standing up fully, Hiccup just now realized that fact that had slipped his attention so far. He was short. Shadowclaw easily towered over him. The Viking came up to only his chin, much like he did with Toothless. It didn't seem possible. It didn't seem possible that Hiccup had been blind to this fact for so long, and that the actual thing was just too much to take in. Why it was too much to take in was obvious to Hiccup's frayed nerves. But by the looks that the other dragons had, it wasn't so much for them.

"…Y-You're so tall…" Hiccup managed after a second of stunned silence.

Shadowclaw looked down at himself, still confused as his wings gave awkward trembles at his sides. "Yeah. I guess I am." He said slowly, still trying to make sense of the situation. "Maybe not as tall as Toothless is though. Why? What's wrong with that?"

"…I'm so short." Hiccup mumbled, not paying much attention to what he was saying.

"You're not that short." Leafdapple protested sweetly. "You're average height."

Nightflight tried her hand at joking. "You look tall enough to me." She added on, attempting to be helpful. But Hiccup didn't even react to her speaking, and the other two dragons were obviously too busy with the odd interaction, for they didn't acknowledge verbally to her comment. They were probably too busy staring at the human as if he were a piece of fruit. So Nightflight just sighed and flicked her ears dismissively. She wouldn't be trying to lighten things up anymore, if this was the thanks she got for it.

"Hiccup, what're you doing?" Shadowclaw pressed, eyeing him like someone would a dog that wouldn't stop barking, or a child talking complete gibberish relentlessly. "You're not making any sense." The dragon felt a small hint of foreboding as he took in the bags under Hiccup's eyes, and the exhausted way that he was standing, as if he could keel over at any second. Was this getting too much for him? Was he started to unhinge? It certainly appeared that way to him.

But as the fear crossed over Shadowclaw's mind, Hiccup was already shaking his head. Intelligence was flooding back into his emerald depths, and he took in a deep breath, releasing it in a slow whoosh. "Sorry." He said, grinning a little aimlessly as he shook his head. The three dragons were all ears, and he turned beet red as he continued to move his head back and forth. "I just didn't realize-" He broke off, struggling to convey what had floored him so much. "It's just that you're making me feel a little short." He said finally, his explanation a little lame. Okay, a lot lame.

"What's wrong with being short?" Leafdapple asked innocently.

"Nothing, nothing." Hiccup sighed. "It's just…I feel a little…insignificant, I guess."

Nightflight glanced over at this now, interested. Shadowclaw grinned. "Being short doesn't mean you're insignificant. I was only as big as Ludi when I got to Berk on my own all those years ago. And I was only a little bit taller when I got the rest of the Pack to come to Berk's aid during that last Raid. Don't you remember?" Hiccup crossed his arms over his chest, nodding a little bit now. "And Ludi is smaller than a boulder and she gave Nightflight a real what-for." Nightflight flicked an ear at this, not exactly thrilled with the memory. "In fact, Ludi's done a lot of stuff for a fluffball." Shadowclaw recounted. "And you're a lot taller than her."

"Thanks for noticing that I'm taller than a cat." Hiccup said sarcastically.

Shadowclaw shrugged. "Just thought it might help a little bit." He tried.

Hiccup turned, not wanting to brush off Shadowclaw after the attempt at encouragement. "I know." He said, offering him a small smile. "Thank you, Shadowclaw." Then he paused, clearing his throat and hoping that he wouldn't seem too obvious as he asked: "Could you go and wake everyone up? Tell them that it's time to start getting ready?" Then, for fear of being rejected or pushed even more, he added: "It would help things a lot. Or - it would help me, at least."

Though the need was a real one, and the favor would be appreciated, the plea came more from the fact that Hiccup was missing the silence that he had had with Nightflight previously. He wanted that back for a while, if only for a few more minutes or so. Pretty soon the others would get up and then there would be no chance at all for silence. He'd been listening with half an ear to Shadowclaw and Leafdapple's conversations. And while they were uplifting and entertaining at any other point in the day….now it was really more of an inconvenience than anything.

Shadowclaw grinned, seeming relived at the fact that Hiccup seemed to have snapped out of his odd worrying. "Sure thing, Hiccup." He chirped. And, as expected, he turned and beckoned Leafdapple, who leapt up to her feet at the summon, perking with a pleased expression at being signaled. The pair turned and headed back off the shoreline, heading back to where there was more shelter. That was where the rest of the Pack had chosen to sleep, where they wouldn't get as wet with the dreary weather. There had been some complaining at the bitter winds and rain, but Hiccup had quelled the whining with a simple fact: they would have to get used to this if they wanted to stay at Berk.

Hiccup watched the two Night Furies go, giving a mental sigh of relief as he turned and sat back down beside Nightflight. He leaned back with a small huff, closing his eyes and entertaining the possibility of a few more minutes of sleep before everything picked up. He was certainly tired enough. The silence was back, and he smiled softly to himself, relishing in the quiet. Which was why he almost wailed aloud when Nightflight broke it. "Insignificant, huh?" The female mused where she sat.

He opened his eyes with a small sigh, ducking his head a little bit and hoping that Nightflight would realize he wasn't in the mood to hold a conversation. But she didn't. She just waited expectantly for a response from the teenager. So he relented politely, clearing his throat with a reluctant nod. "Uh…yeah. It was weird." He tried to brush it off. "It's not like it was important or anything. I'm just tired. I wasn't thinking when I spoke." He said this dismissively, under the impression that Nightflight would let the topic go. Tragically, he was incorrect.

"No, I think you're always thinking." Nightflight remarked casually. There go his hopes. Hiccup opened his mouth to say something, maybe to shoot down her objections and quell the situation entirely. But Nightflight spoke up before he could get the chance, voice a little thoughtful as she narrowed her ruined eyes slowly. "Hiccup, do you remember back when we were rivals?" She asked suddenly, voice a little soft. The boy turned, eyes flashing as he frowned, looking over her way as he bit back whatever he was planning to say.

"You tried many times to get Toothless to remember who he was and what was going on, didn't you?" She remembered, prompting Hiccup to do the same, even though he really didn't want to. He tried not to make a habit out of dwelling on the past. Especially _that _past. Though such a mindset was getting harder and harder to uphold these days it seemed. But still. Out of everything had happened before, Hiccup would rather not go back to the cold look Toothless had in his eyes when he had looked his way. Or the scars he still bore from Toothless' claws. Or the way he had felt all alone day after day in Berk.

"Yes." He said instead, albeit tightly. He hoped she had a point with this.

"You tried reasoning. You tried reminding. You tried persuasion. You even tried begging. All to get Toothless to remember. Isn't that right?" She asked. Hiccup nodded glumly. Then, realizing that she couldn't see the gesture, he gave a low mumble of affirmation. "But nothing worked, because he left anyway." Nightflight went on once she proved each point. "You tried even harder when you came back to the cave in search for him. But still. Nothing." She flicked an ear invitingly. "So what_ did _change his mind? What _did_ make him remember?" She sounded like a teacher or a mother, waiting patiently for the younger to come to their own conclusions through their own reasoning. But it was quite obvious that there was a certain answer she was expecting.

"…the handprint." Hiccup had to think a moment before remembering. His memory got a little muddled around that point - for obvious reasons. "That handprint that I left on his tail fin. I made another one over it and it…it…must have done something." He said a little fuzzily, not sure exactly what he was grasping at and yet saying it all the more. Nightflight seemed to apply some sort of logical importance to it. But, again, he would have rather gotten off the topic completely. "But I wasn't even thinking of it when I did it, I regretted putting that stupid thing on the tail in the first place. I didn't know what it would make happen. It was-"

"Insignificant?" Nightflight inturrupted suddenly, voice breaking into his sentence and yet completing it all the same.

Hiccup froze, blinking as he glanced over at her silently, connecting the bring-up to the past onto what she had originally wanted to get across. He'd never looked back to the events that happened previously, really reflected on them. As soon as Toothless had returned, however false the belief turned out to be later, Hiccup was set on living his life as if nothing had happened. He hadn't considered what he had done. What he had made happen. But such a…tiny little thing. Against his wishes, the corners of his mouth turned up into a small, yet twisted, smile.

The silence seemed to be all the confirmation that Nightflight needed. The Night Fury sighed, grinning herself as she got up to her feet and stretched out the stiffness in her joints. "Things may seem small and unimportant at first, Hiccup. They might even appear to be entirely unworthy of any consideration at all. But those are the things that have the most potential - the most capability to do the greatest things." She paused, taking in a small breath before going on. "So don't consider yourself small. Don't consider any sort of thing small. Because you'll just be proven wrong in the future."

The boy twisted his head, watching as Nightflight offered a dip of the head before walking back the way Shadowclaw and Leafdapple had gone. She didn't say anything else, not even offering out a goodbye. He supposed there would have been no purpose to doing so. He gave another sigh, his third or forth in the past hour as he looked back over the ocean, studied the fragments of moon on the waves. He let Nightflight's advice rest over his mind, feeling as if it were important. That she intended to try and make him understand something with her speech.

He wasn't small. He wasn't insignificant. Hiccup had gotten this far in his efforts. He had pulled through a lot. He'd travelled far. Despite the tragedies and the heartaches throughout the entire thing, he had managed to stay strong and to keep trying, braving whatever weather was sent to him as best he could. He wasn't small or unimportant, it had just been the confusion and shock of the moment, as well as the troubling day ahead, that had set his nerves grating against themselves. Leafdapple had known this when she had tried to comfort him sweetly. And Nightflight had obviously known this fact as well, otherwise she would have allowed the silence to return rather than breaking it like the water broke up the light of the moon.

So what had she meant?

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

It was silent. Dead silent. Even the younglings were quelled, only communicating with looks crossed haphazardly in between fright and excitement. The parents on the other hand, betrayed their cold fronts with the twitching of their tails, or the nervous way that they struck down their wings. Amber and her mother were close together; Thor knew that the female would be more high-strung, considering her youngling seemed so prone to accidents. The only noise was the small whooshing of wings against air, and even that came with a sense of trepidation. Those who weren't frightened feigned it, for they were few against the large number of the groups. And they were not about to speak out against such a large, jittering mass.

The day had started out with comfort, of course. It always did. Comfort and sweet nothings were offered as breakfast, and as the group took up their flying positions, they had listened to the melody of encouragement and promises that never seemed to reach an ending. Such a thing was required. Such a thing was needed. This everlasting melody. For Thor knew what would happen if it ever did draw a close. What could happen? Their luck could be changed, for those superstitious few who mumbled words under their breath too quiet to make out. For the suspicious, it was needed to keep the others in line. To make sure that none would back out or revolt suddenly against the whole thing. Which was a very real and prominent fear to most.

But they remained together, a force brought together at first with reluctant worry and awkwardness at changing sides after such long and brutal persuasion. And now that they were tighter and more enforced together, they were ready to stick it out until the end. Others offered solace to those they hadn't really met properly before, and before they had taken off, new ties were drawn among some. For it was certainly the last time that they would be able to properly speak or introduce themselves. Nightflight had even managed to become friends - she claimed 'acquaintance' when Mistyeyes had confronted her about it - with Clearsky, a rather unlikely match considering he was so gentle and lighthearted most of the time.

As Nightflight crossed the female's mind, she turned and looked back towards her worriedly. Without Astrid to steer the dragon the correct way, there was never a moment when she didn't fret over her tailspinning out of control or becoming too lost to follow the others. But Nightflight was getting better and better at leading herself, though she was obviously keeping close to Mistyeyes for assistance. Clearsky hadn't stayed by her like Mistyeyes had secretly hoped - he had left to fly alongside others he'd known longer. Though it didn't make a difference with the way that the Pack was taking to silence, Mistyeyes couldn't help but feel a little disappointed. She'd seen the pair talking and had taken it as a sign that maybe things wouldn't so bad. That they would get better, as things happening to Nightflight had the chance to as well.

Berk was close. Hiccup had announced this early in the morning, along with the plans that he'd had in mind for the Pack to follow. Splitting up. It wasn't the smartest choice looking at it at first, and it certainly wasn't the most preferred option in the eyes of the other dragons. But they had to choose it for the sole fact that it was their only option. Going in all together as a whole would send red flags of hostility, and cause the hyperactive Vikings to immediately assume attack or worse. Much like their central group had done when first approaching the cave and the dragons inside; they were to go in with caution.

Hiccup would take a group and be with Toothless, who was rendered flightless if the boy were to be separated from him. They were to be the closest of the groups to the actual village. Leafdapple and Shadowclaw were in charge of another, and they would head towards the back of the island, on the other side near the shore. Though Mistyeyes, ever the worrisome one, persuaded Talon privately to help the pair of younger ones with handling things. She knew that the couple was more than capable of looking at a dangerous situation and figuring out something to do. But the thought of anything going awry and she had pulled her father to the side and ask for assistance. The danger was just too great from her vantage point. She wouldn't be losing any friends during this. She refused to.

Which left her and Nightflight in charge of the last third of the Pack, taking them near Raven's Point, near the middle of the island. Hiccup had tried to space them out so that they would have adequate enough hiding places; the fire from the Raids had destroyed much of the forest around the village, so that was naturally the one that Hiccup and Toothless would take. Mistyeyes had no other instruction other than to keep the dragons safe. And that was the most frightening part of it all, she thought worriedly, her blue eyes downcast as she kept a part of the flying herd heading for the island.

Hiccup had gathered the leaders of groups respectively, green eyes shadowed and settled with their grim determination that had seemed to become another part of the boy. And when he spoke, his voice was level and set, leaving absolutely no room for argument even before he got the first sentence out. "Listen." He had said, glancing back at the Pack as they had started to get ready for their final flight. "No matter what happens. No matter what you hear. No matter what you see. And no matter what you do. Do _not _move from your spot. And do not run for Berk."

Mistyeyes had immediately snatched apart her jaws to object loudly. But Hiccup quieted her with a firm glare before she could do anything. "This isn't open for discussion, and it isn't open to objections either. You're in charge of them," He pointed over the crowd behind them, who had yet to notice that the others had slipped away. "and that means you're thinking about _them_, not anyone else. And especially not _me_." Mistyeyes had chills at that last part, stiffening openly. "So you see any danger at all, and you _run_. Fly away to this island and don't leave anyone in your group behind. I'll come back to you if anything happens, and so will the others. Hm?" He'd taken in a deep and measured breath, giving a reluctant nod of the head. "Whatever you do…don't move from your hiding places. Let Toothless and me handle things."

They had wanted to do so much more. They had wanted Nightflight to try and get the humans to understand her. But the dragon had been trying and trying the best that she could. And it was always a fruitless effort, a wasted attempt. And after the failed attempt with Astrid, Hiccup had slowly started to come around, and finally realized that anything concerning spells or things out of their reach wasn't worth trying. Not when such a huge burden was on their shoulders as it was now. They'd no margin for error in this. Nightflight had visually relaxed when Hiccup had said this, but Toothless seemed disgruntled. No…maybe not disgruntled. Maybe…confused and disappointed would have been better terms. The Night Fury had just stared over at Nightflight with a furrowed sort of look, thoughtful and odd at the same time. He hadn't said anything, but the look had caused Mistyeyes confusion as she looked suspiciously at the male.

Nevertheless, those were their regulations. Those were their guidelines and their rules. And it had been made clear that there were to be no betraying such things. And when Mistyeyes had become so bold as to ask what the fate of Astrid was, Hiccup had merely turned and left without pausing to answer. The female had wondered if he even heard her with the way that he turned away so quickly. She had debated going after him and ripping the question from the boy, no matter how painful the situation for him was. She was Astrid's friend as well - just as the others were. They all deserved to know what was to become of her. But pity and sentiment won out against her, and Mistyeyes had just turned and walked the other way.

Which led them to now. Berk a rapidly-approaching smudge with heavy storm clouds shadowing them on all sides. Toothless and Hiccup could be heard talking up ahead, fretting and groaning over the storm coming their way. It was a whole lot of complaining, for nobody could coax the universe to give them better tidings. So it was just meaningless comments such as 'This is just what we need.' or 'Geez, this just keeps getting easier and easier.' Though Mistyeyes was never one for no objections, she could agree that the black clouds overhead did not give off a good feeling.

They were to land in the back of Berk. On the shore, where a jutting cliff over the beach would hide Shadowclaw and Leafdapple's group. That way they didn't need to focus up above, just on the water in case there was a ship rounding the edge of the island. Which was entirely possible, Hiccup had added. They would pause there for a moment, to gather themselves. Dealing with the younglings was the hardest part of it all, especially for the fact that they had to split up in between the thirds. They couldn't leave all of the younglings with one central party, even though the thought of them all safely tucked away underneath the cliff face was more preferable than anything. But it was all water they had to tread. There was no sense in regretting something that couldn't be helped. Toothless and Hiccup could take some of the stronger ones, Mistyeyes and Nightflight taking the younger alongside Shadowclaw and Leafdapple. And then the adults would be peppered evenly throughout, to provide ample security. If they needed it. Which hopefully they didn't.

Gradually the talking ceased between Hiccup and Toothless, the only ones who had been doing so out of the group. They angled themselves as if they were one dragon, row by row swooping down towards the island and its beach - their landing point. The place was barren-looking. Or at least it looked that way to Mistyeyes. It seemed much more lowly….almost tired as she straightened on the sand, blinking as she looked around. Others clustered around her, Nightflight stepping up to stand anxiously beside the dragoness's shoulder.

Hiccup slipped off of Toothless, Astrid doing the same as she hit the sand with a small thud. And while Hiccup made sure that everyone was accounted for and their were no stragglers, Astrid turned in slow circles, drinking in the scenery around her with a wrinkled forehead that betrayed deep thought. She looked at it with eyes of a stranger, head tilted to the side as if to say: 'This is my home?' In her arms, she cradled Ludi, the cat purring contentedly in her embrace. Hiccup's eyes strayed over and caught themselves on the pair, the cat and the girl, and his heart did its customary rip as it always seemed to do. Only this time it was for a much more seated purpose. The regret that existed there was real now.

"Alright." Hiccup's voice came out in a small whisper, even though there were no signs of any Vikings near them. Habit, he supposed. But he shook himself, moving on as he saw all eyes go over to him. "It'll be fine. Everything will be okay." More sweet nothings. More exaggerated comforts and soft assurances. Though it didn't seem to occur to him that, unconsciously or not, he had chosen the best fighters to go along with him and Toothless to be closet to the village. "We'll manage to mold you guys in with Berk and everything will work out. It might be hard to do and it might take a while but you all have your designated leaders and group." Mistyeyes, Toothless, Shadowclaw, Leafdapple, and Nightflight all sat up a bit straighter at this. "So just stay with them and follow what they say. Nothing will go wrong that way." His words were almost drowned out at a suddenly loud clap of thunder. Amber wailed loudly with surprise, but her mother reacted quickly by clamping her tail over the little one's mouth.

"Everyone find your leader that you were given." Hiccup added, glancing up at the cliff with a hint of nervousness, as if he were afraid it would crumble down onto them. "From now on everyone has to be quiet. Absolutely quiet, even in your hiding places. We can't do anything too rashly, so it'll be easier to go slow and keep on the down low until then." The others nodded, taking the advice to heart as they sent along their thanks with fervent looks to the boy. Hiccup replied with a just-as-silent nod, taking a small step backwards to join Toothless, who had been sitting behind him.

They split up. Too scared to speak and too dependent to do anything other than what they were told. Which, in a time of crisis, was perfectly understandable. The leaders of each group offered smiles to the nervous clumps, understanding their frightened looks and trying to curb the emotion with positive looks. It helped some, certainly more than if they had remained straight-faced or tight-lipped. Hiccup watched the rest go, welcoming his own with a little nod himself. But he wasn't ready to embark yet. He had something left to do. Something painful.

Sucking in a sharp breath, the boy turned, eyes seeking out the blonde hair and blue eyes he could find by heart. In a crowd of millions. Blindfolded. And when he saw her standing a ways away silently, he immediately veered over to meet her. "Astrid." He called out, weaving through the dragons in order to reach her and Ludi, who was still content in her arms. The blonde turned, a flash of surprise going through her blue eyes at the sight and call of Hiccup. It was more than obvious she was surprised at his speaking to her first. Usually she could hardly get a word out of him, much less have _him_ talk to her _first._

"Astrid, I have to talk to you." Hiccup said once he got close enough, stopping a few inches away from her. The blonde quirked an eyebrow, a silent prompt for him to go on. She didn't reply audibly, but the interest in her eyes was enough motivation for him to keep going. Though he knew that what he had to do would end up killing him one way or another. "I need you to go back to Berk." He said flatly. "Now. With Ludi." He added, eyes flashing down to the cat curled up into her shirt. The animal perked at her name out of habit, ears flickering wildly as she turned and looked at Hiccup with adoring eyes. He responded by locking his jaw back in hurt, looking back up at Astrid.

She took a moment to reply. "…I _am _going back to Berk." She said suspiciously, confused as her brows furrowed.

But Hiccup was already shaking his head. "Now." He repeated, more forcefully than before. "It's straight through the forest, and with half of it charred away, you'll be able to find it quickly." Astrid's face fell at this, widening into a sort of terror as she realized what he was asking her to do. Sensing her fright and possible betrayal, he went on quickly before she could give off any outbursts she might regret. And that he would certainly regret. "I have no idea what's going to happen from here on out, Astrid. And I've put you in enough danger." The pain in his eyes, raw and real, caused the girl to close her mouth shut. "I would be able to live with myself if anything else happened to you that I couldn't fix."

She took her time replying, caught off-guard by the amount of agony that seemed to be in the boy's voice and face. "I can take care of myself." She tried to object. But Hiccup only stared at her with the oddly-strained face, the clenching hands and the heart that you could almost see breaking. Again, she was swept aside with confusion. Who was this boy with the dragons, who could go so quickly from hating her to caring so much about her? She was silent for several moments, blank eyes searching pained ones. And when she spoke again, it was to ask a curt question. "What do you want me to do?"

"I want you to go straight back to the Village. There aren't many twists and turns to get there, it's just on the other side of the island. Walk far enough in any direction and you'll be able to either see it or you'll already be there." Hiccup said, fighting the urge to gag on his own words. "You'll get there and it'll probably be guarded." She stiffened like a board at this. "But you just tell them exactly what you know."

Another pause. Then: "What do I know?"

"Nothing." Hiccup answered, looking at her steadily now. "Tell them you hit your head and now you don't remember anything but your name. Tell them that you have no idea what's going on and that you need help. They won't be mad at you, Astrid, I promise they won't." With the way he said this, Astrid wondered whether or not he was trying to convince her or himself. "Just tell them that you woke up near the beach underneath the village and you don't remember a thing. Just….just promise me that you won't tell them where anything is. Where we are."

"They might go out looking for you if they see me, won't they?" She asked in puzzlement.

"But they'll also be preoccupied with you. That'll give us enough time to go out and find our hiding spots." Hiccup said. "And it'll make sure that you'll be fine. And that I have enough time for everything happen. This is just the best way for you to do things. Please believe me." He paused, staring at her sadly. "And please take care of Ludi." He said, pointing at the cat she held tight to herself. By now the animal was growing restless, reaching over and pawing at Hiccup's tunic as a signal that it wanted over into his arms instead. But he just reached up to shoo away the gesture without looking down at her. "She means a lot to me. And no matter what happens, I want the pair of you safe. And together."

Astrid looked down at the cat, processing it all. Hiccup's heart had long since fallen down to his feet at this point. He wondered whether or not the blonde remembered the way that she had threatened to steal away Ludi, wanting nothing more than to take her away and have her live at her own home instead of just visiting during the days without Toothless. He wondered if she remembered how happy the cat had used to make her. How happy Hiccup had used to make her. Could Hiccup even remember that anymore. "Please." He added, voice rasping against his throat as he felt it swell at what he was being forced to do.

She didn't answer. She didn't need to, really. Of course she would take the cat. Instead, she turned and looked at him oddly, tilting her head and narrowing her eyes a bit. "Am I going to see you again?" She asked. An innocent enough question, for she had no idea the weight of the situation at hand. She had no idea what Berk was like or what the people were capable of. Hiccup seemed to paint them as welcoming and caring considering they would try and help her when she came. But it was obvious that he expected no such treatment for himself and the other dragons.

Hiccup searched her face, trying to remember every detail. The small hair on her head that she always complained about, how it never seemed to listen to her no matter what she did because of the way it stuck out awkwardly. He'd never noticed it but she never stopped ranting over it. The scar right above her lip from where she'd accidentally sliced herself with a knife when she was little trying to play 'Battle.' The freckle on her hand that had caused her to ask Hiccup repeatedly what caused freckles to pop up because according to her they never stopped popping up on her skin, when he could barely see the one in question.

Am _I_ going to see _you_ again?

Before he could stop himself and before he could allow himself a small chance to think rationally, Hiccup grabbed Astrid's arm, tugging her forward. Astrid yelped quickly, but the sound of surprise was cut off as Hiccup pressed his lips against her's tightly. In one last kiss. It held a sense of urgency, sadness, and frustration all at the same time. And Astrid went completely still as soon as his lips mashed against hers. Mistyeyes caught sight of them from where she stood with her own group, looking up and heart stilling with a small beat of hope as she straightened. She prodded Nightflight, murmuring out something low against the blind dragon's ear. She perked as well, blinking rapidly. But she didn't look as elated as the gray dragon did.

Hiccup pulled back after a few long and yet short seconds. His green eyes were no less burdened, and his face was no less written with pain even after the kiss. Astrid's cheeks flushed over with bright red, the girl rigid as her mouth fell halfway open. Her blue eyes were more confused than anything, and surprisingly there was a small shininess to them, as if there were tears glistening there in her blue depths. She reached up with her free hand to press against her lips, and Hiccup tried to remember how to stand upright as she whispered brokenly. "I need to know who you are."

He shook his head, just as shattered. "I don't know how to do that." He murmured.

She was silent, her question obviously residing in her eyes. Am I going to see you again?

Hiccup closed his eyes, feeling a sharp burning in his own eyes as he whispered under his breath, inaudible and yet loud enough for the entire clearing to hear if they were looking over his way. "I love you, Astrid Hofferson. Please don't forget that. Please…." He lifted his head, opening his eyes again and staring at her desperately, not saying anything else until he got an answer. And he got his in the form of a small and shaking nod. She opened her mouth, as if to say something else. But he cut her off, voice louder now. "Please." He repeated. "You need to leave now."

The girl backed up, keeping her stricken eyes trained onto Hiccup's own. Her mouth still halfway open. As if she were ready to say anything and yet unprepared for what might spill out. Hiccup wasn't screaming at the world mentally. He wasn't asking what he could do to bring back her memory if a kiss wasn't enough, if his love wasn't enough. He was just counting the many things and the many ways he would miss her. Miss Astrid. As if he were already dead and knew that he wouldn't make it back to her. Maybe there was a chance. That things would be okay and he could focus on getting back her mind once things were perfect and okay. But the thought didn't cross his mind. He just thought it over and over in his mind as he watched the girl turn on her heel shakily, jogging away.

_ I__'__m going to miss you._

_ I__'__m going to miss you._

_ I__'__m going to miss you._

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The clearing was empty as she staggered into it. It was barren. Bleak. She walked the paved sidewalks, eyes hollow and empty as she stared forward blankly. She didn't even look at the buildings around her. At the home that she had been looking forward to returning to for so long. She didn't look down at the animal in her arms, that she could claim as her's until Hiccup would come back to retrieve it. If he came back to retrieve it. Hiccup….Hiccup. The name that elicited so many different emotion inside of her that swelled like a cloud in her knotted stomach. One that couldn't be pushed aside by any amount of wind.

Hiccup….confusion.

There were shouts of alarm. Footsteps and doors opening as people suddenly rushed into the clearing. There were shocked gasps, Astrid hearing her name called loudly in the night along with sharp yells of surprise and puzzlement. The girl stared ahead, not even seeing the people that seemed to know her, seemed to revel in the sight of her. "Astrid!" They called. "She's back!? What is she doing? How did she get back? Are the others back too? Are the Night Furies here? Should we go back inside?"

Hiccup…happiness.

A man grabbed her tightly, pulling her close to his chest and yelling aloud that his daughter was okay. That she was safe. And a woman rushed forward, sobbing with clear relief and thanking Thor for her safe return. "My daughter!" The woman crooned, overjoyed as she beamed down at her. "You came back! You've returned! I was so worried! Please don't ever do that again!" She didn't reply, blinking fuzzily and looking around just as awkwardly, as if she wasn't the center of attention. As if she was a spectator out of her body. Just watching. She just held close the thing in her arms, not speaking as she remained silent.

Hiccup….sadness.

A man suddenly pushed his way forward, through the crowd, which hushed at the sudden arrival. Astrid blinked rapidly, looking up and taking in the presence as she stiffened. And her sense of newfound fear caused her to rouse ever so slightly from her stupor. But the man didn't notice her reaction. Or if he noticed it he didn't care. "Astrid." He sad tensely, knowing her name. "Where are the others? Where is Hiccup? Where are the Night Furies?"

She opened her mouth reluctantly to answer, her…father…still holding her close and scowling at the tall bearded man as he asked his intrusive questions. Then another came forward, a dark-haired, burly man whom she didn't recognize of course. "Stoick, may I remind you that the island-"

"Keep out of this Spitelout!" Stoick roared in response, cutting him off.

Astrid spoke up once the clearing had settled back into attentive silence.

Hiccup…admiration.

"I-I-I don't remember anything." She rasped, almost unable to be heard. Her parents stiffened, the others shifted with confusion and disbelief. But the raw emotionless state of the girl was enough to sway them it seemed, for she was still remote and rather sickly-looking to them. "I had an accident….I woke up in the beach underneath the village." She went on, the words barely being able to be kept in mind in her state. Her knees were weak. She could hardly stand. All she could do was hold onto Ludi. Her sudden lifeline. "I need…help." She rasped. "I don't remember anything."

The others fixed her with different looks. Some suspicious, some sympathetic, some worried. Her father said something about taking her to the Elder. The man named Stoick was still staring at her oddly. Her mother was still crying. Ludi was still her arms. And Astrid was still staring through everyone and everything as if they weren't even there. And when her father helped her to walk, she didn't even pay mind to where she was going.

Hiccup….love?

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: So I will try and keep a goal of updating at least once a week until Band Camp! Reviews will certainly help to keep me motivated, and we're certainly down to the nitty-gritty of this series by now, probably around next chapter~!

Tell me how you liked it! It felt good to type again! :D
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A/N: So here's another quick update! I just wanted to say a special thank-you to every single person. I've grown a lot through this story, and especially in my writing skills. I know there have been bumps along the way and I sincerely apologize for that. So thank you for sticking with me this long and I hope that I can continue to live up to your streams of compliments that I so much appreciate! :)

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

They would stick together for as long as they could. Shadowclaw and Leafdapple were not as fortunate to have such a luxury - they had to stay back on the island where they had first landed with their group of Night Furies. That was the priority given to them, and that was where they had promised to stay at all costs. So the group had left them behind with small smiles and hushed goodbyes, going on to walk together until Raven's Point, where they would then leave Mistyeyes and Nightflight with their dragons.

But having the closeness of friends did not alleviate the tension strung around them. And it did not allow for any conversation at all. The most it did was offer company; maybe some solace as well. And that was certainly appreciated. Who would want to walk through the empty, barren-looking woods alone? Who wanted to walk to where they knew would be hostile singularly? Each footstep brought them closer to the village, and each snap of a twig in the background could mean danger. It was comforting to have friends at your flank. If only just a little bit.

Mistyeyes walked closely beside Toothless, the pair matching stride with one another as they brushed scales. Their tails intertwined together tightly behind them, and it almost seemed as if their breathing was in sync as well. Hiccup, who was walking on Toothless' other side, frowned sadly at the sight of them together. He reached up to cross his arms over his chest, ducking his head and trying to focus on other things. He couldn't concentrate on what had just happened with Astrid. Or on the fact that this might be the last chance that Toothless and Mistyeyes would have to be together. Or that he might not see Shadowclaw and Leafdapple again. And Nightflight took Hiccup's other side, ears erect and sniffing every once and while, silent as well.

They continued like that in silence, leading the other dragons on as they always did. They didn't offer any more encouragement, for all that they had to say had been said a million times over already. And they didn't offer any more smiles either. They were grim as they faced the situation at hand now, and they didn't bother to hide it. The other dragons tittered with nervousness at the sudden change in mood, but it was too late. Now that they were back on Berk there was no turning around or changing minds. And after everything that they had done so far, they were not about to lose it all for anything in the world.

It had started to rain by the time Mistyeyes and Nightflight separated into Raven's Point. Hiccup stood off to the side with his group of dragons, drops of water tinting his tunic a darker color as he watched Mistyeyes and Toothless separate with a dismal look. The pair stood together for a few moments, Mistyeyes suddenly looking much more concerned and worried than she had allowed herself to be previously. She had shifted a bit where she stood, leaned over to press her head underneath Toothless' chin. "…What if it doesn't work?" She had all but whispered, drawing back a moment to look at him with frantic blue eyes.

Toothless had offered her a smile. A kind, soft one that didn't exactly reach his eyes. "It will." The response had been immediate, without question. Forced. Hiccup turned away, to pretend that he wasn't listening. "I promise it will." The male had gone on. "Just follow Hiccup's instructions, and it'll all work out okay." The boy had cringed at this part. "He and I will get everything sorted out and then we'll come back to get you. And you've been a brilliant leader before, Mistyeyes; if anything goes wrong, then you'll know what to do."

"That's not what I'm worried about." Mistyeyes had sighed softly. Nightflight had departed the two without giving a proper goodbye, looping away to corral together their party. Mistyeyes glanced back at her then, wings trembling a bit at her sides. "I have a bad feeling." She went on uneasily. "I'm just worried that something will go wrong. Not only here, but with you." She looked back, eyes round and wide. "I can't lose you." She'd said firmly, leaving no debate. "So please take care of yourself. And Hiccup too. Don't let anything happen to him either."

Toothless had nodded. It was obvious that there wasn't a single question in his mind on whether or not to protect Hiccup. He leaned over, pressing his nose against Mistyeyes's forehead tenderly. "I promise." he murmured. "I'll come back for you." A pause, before he pulled away and smiled earnestly. "I love you." Mistyeyes had replied with the same thing before he could even finish his declaration. And then the gray dragon, glancing once more over to Hiccup, had turned around and fled back into the cove.

Toothless had turned to leave, shaking off the droplets of water quickly accumulating on his scales. "Toothless." The quiet voice had stopped him, and the male turned back curiously towards it. Nightflight stood a ways away, ears flicking back and forth. She had shifted, as if unsure. Then she ducked her head and said quietly, "Goodbye. I'm…thankful. For... for everything. I know it hasn't been easy. Or preferred. So…..thank you." Toothless had opened his mouth to reply, but she pressed on further. "I ask forgiveness. A final one. For the things I've done you blame me for."

Toothless had paused a moment, as if considering whether or not to accept. Hiccup turned, eyes flashing a little bit as he tensed. He had almost started forward, to intercept the interaction. Nightflight had nothing to apologize for. And going into such a situation like this, they didn't need any more hateful ties. But the Night Fury had smiled gently before Hiccup could have done any such thing, giving a small nod of the head. "Of course, Nightflight." He'd said, speaking soft, as if to a long-treasured friend. "Of course I forgive you."

That had seemed so long ago. It was pouring now. Sheets of rain lashed at the recovering woods relentlessly, and the group had to plow their way through with hunched backs and disgruntled looks. But rain was better, Hiccup told himself as he picked his way through the mud and puddles that had already formed. Rain created a barrier, created cover. And it covered up any stray noise that they had the potential to make with such a group as big as this. Rain wasn't preferred, no. And it did nothing to boost morale. But it wasn't a total loss.

Thunder shook the island, and Hiccup cringed a bit at the ear-splitting noise. He hugged close to himself, looking up and trying to remember where they were, or how far away from the village they were. He had been gone for so long that for a scary moment, he was under the impression that he had forgotten the way. But no; he remembered that landmark. They were a few minutes away from the island on foot. They were getting close.

He beckoned the group behind him, wincing as he tried to find cover enough to hide the cluster of dragons. The island was still recovering from the past Raids. But there was a touch of relief as Hiccup realized that it was much farther along in the recovery process than it had been last time he had seen the place. There was enough undergrowth to at least conceal most of the dragons from view. And thanks to dim light supplied by the storm clouds, the dragons' naturally dark scales would blend in already. So they ducked off the path, taking to the slightly-dense foliage as they crept onward.

Toothless fell into step beside Hiccup. The dragon had been quiet for the most part ever since he had left Mistyeyes behind. But now he seemed recovered, focused in again as he looked over at Hiccup in concern. All thoughts were on what they were doing now; that, and Hiccup's safety, that much was for certain. "So how do we do this?" He whispered tensely, glancing around. "What if there's an ambush waiting for us?" He knew he shouldn't add the next part, but he couldn't stop himself. "Maybe you shouldn't have sent Astrid ahead of us. Now they all know something is going on."

Hiccup winced a bit, seeing a bit of crucial truth in the thought. But he shook his head firmly after a pause. "They'll know either way." He pointed out. "It doesn't make much of a difference." Toothless opened his mouth, as if to object. But he closed it nervously, letting out his breath instead in a small sigh. "Besides; I wasn't going to let them all think she was in on this when she isn't." Hiccup went on, tone a bit more bitter with this. "She's safer back in Berk, in her home."

"I suppose." Toothless relented a bit. He glanced back at the dragons behind them, doing a quick head-count as he had been doing ever since they had left the shore. Everyone was still there. A few steps behind, scared stiff, confused, but….still there. "But you still haven't answered my question." He pressed, trying not to notice Hiccup's additional wince as he pushed on ahead. "How are we going to do this?"

"I've got it all figured out." Hiccup said uncomfortably.

"Are you sure?" Toothless asked skeptically, eyeing the boy as he frowned.

"I'm sure."

"Because you don't sound all that sure." The dragon noted. Hiccup didn't respond. He just kept looking straight forward. Toothless sighed lightly, frowning as his ears flicked back and forth restlessly. Then he smiled a bit sympathetically, clearing his throat and offering help instead. He knew that Hiccup was getting strung-out recently. And though they needed him now more than ever, he realized that him being so patronizing all the time might not be helping. "We can scout out the area." He volunteered. "Then maybe you could go and talk to your father? I'm sure he would have calmed down by now. Maybe he'll even be happy to see you."

Hiccup smiled. Whether it was because the thought helped him or because he thought it amusing, Toothless was too afraid to ask. But then he shook his head to clear it. "We can't get too close. Not with all the others." He said in a small mumble, hardly audible above the roar of the rain. But with them being so close to the village now, there wasn't a safer volume than this. "So I was thinking that I would leave you behind and get close enough to look around. That way they'll have a leader still and I'll look alone." He shrugged lightly, his wet clothes sticking to him uncomfortably. "Either everyone will be inside or it'll be heavily guarded. It's a fifty-fifty change I guess."

"Maybe." Toothless said a bit uneasily. "But I can't help but wonder if we're supposed to-"

"Are we getting closer?" A plaintive wail sounded from the back of the group, and Toothless and Hiccup both stiffened at the loud volume that came with the wail. The pair of them spun around, eyes wide and shoulders stiff as they looked back at the source. It was one of the younger dragons, held tightly in the mother's jaws. She flailed her paws and tail wildly, the mother having gone rigid with surprise at the shout. She shot Hiccup an apologetic look, but she was too late to stop her youngling as it screeched again. "It's wet! I'm tired! I wanna go home!"

Hiccup's hand clapped over his mouth, rushing through the crowd of dragons towards her, who quickly parted to allow the human passage. The mother dropped her bundle quickly, reaching over and soothing the daughter with rushed licks to her scales. "Shhhhh, shhhhh; you must be quiet, please!" The female pleaded in a sharp whisper, intended to quell the little one's troubles, but only succeeding in fueling the anger.

"I'm wet! I'm cold!" The little thing yelled, stomping its feet and throwing out bursts of sparks and embers. "I've been walking for forever and I'm tired! I wanna sleep! I wanna go to bed! I'm hungry!" Hiccup flew down to his knees, reaching over wildly to clamp the little girl's mouth shut. She wriggled, flailing and yelping louder and louder at the attempts. "I'm sick of going everywhere! I wanna go home! I wanna go home! I wanna go home! **I wanna go home!**"

Hiccup finally managed to snap her mouth closed. He grimaced a little bit; he'd meant to be a bit more gentle with it. But he let out a gusty sigh, stomach clenched as he tried to calm down the little scrap. "Shh!" He snapped quickly, eyes wide. Toothless was looking back and forth in the forest now, alert for any change after the loud squalling that had taken place. "We _are _going home, okay?" He pressed in a whisper. "We're going to your brand new home!" He forced his voice to appear upbeat and happy, stifling his new burst of panic. "But you have to be quiet, okay? You have to be super quiet if you want to get home, right? You have to be quiet if you want to have a nice, warm bed and some food waiting for you. Okay? Can you be quiet? Huh? Please? Just be quiet for a little bit longer?" He begged.

"Hiccup!" Toothless hissed suddenly, the boy freezing as he whirled around to look at him over his shoulder. He yanked his hands back at the shout, the other dragons catching onto the frantic air as they exchanged tense glances. "Hiccup, I think there's someone out there!" Toothless whispered harshly, rigid as he looked at the human desperately through the rain. "I hear something coming our way!"

The mother jerked, looking horrified as she tugged her youngling closer to her. "I'm so sorry!" She gasped, her volume nearly as loud as her child's had been. Hiccup's hands flew up to dig his nails into his skull, teeth on-edge. Everyone was shouting! Then, as if realizing her mistake, the mother lowered her voice significantly, shrinking backwards. "I'm so sorry." She whispered unevenly, breathing picking up as she curled around her daughter protectively. "I didn't mean to cause any trouble…"

"Everyone get back!" Hiccup hissed sharply, hands flying out to gesture widely at the group. "Find cover! Now!" The dragons' eyes widened as they stumbled, trying to find their footing against the slippery ground. They looked around wildly, trying to find a suitable spot for them all to hole in. But they didn't have time to survey the area! Hiccup shot up to his feet, pointing wildly to the nearest clump of foliage and lichen. "There!" He snapped. Even he could hear the footsteps now. "Just try to fit in there!"

Already his plan was going awry.

The group followed blindly to his pointed finger, tripping over themselves in a frenzy to hunker underneath the overhang of leaves. Lightening flashed, illuminating the landscape as it threw bright light over everything, a clap of thunder following not a second after it. In the light, Hiccup stiffened as he caught sight of movement to the far left; he couldn't make out anything specific, but he didn't need to. There was no other group that was supposed to be out this far. Unless one the dragons had gotten lost on the island, there was no other friendly person that could be out there making the movements. Unless it was Astrid. But Hiccup refused to consider such an option.

Wrapped up in his own panicked thoughts, Hiccup found himself suddenly standing alone in the clearing. The dragons had all beaten him into the spot. Feeling a tug on the collar of his shirt, Hiccup gasped sharply as he was suddenly pulled backwards. White-hot surprise and fear sank into the boy as his feet were tugged out from under him, and he opened his mouth to scream for Toothless. But he found himself collapsing back into the very same dragon, the familiar green eyes looking down at him with worry and concern. "Stay back!" The dragon whispered softly, pulling him back with the other dragons.

It was cramped in their hiding spot - but that was what you got when you tried to squeeze over ten dragons into a small alcove of plants. Hiccup was pressed against Toothless' chest, breathing sharp and ragged with suspense and confusion as he tucked his knees tightly into him, trying to make himself as small as possible. He peered through the rain, eyes narrowed as he looked past the small screen of leaves that separated them and the clearing outside. It wasn't enough cover, he knew. And some of the dragons were already sticking out as they were losing their balance, shuffling back and relying on the group to hide them instead. This was a badly-chosen spot. And it wouldn't last for very much longer.

The entire group stiffened as wet footsteps sounded above the drone of rain. Even the little one that had yelled before was scared-stiff enough to fall silent. Hiccup shrank back a bit at first, wincing into Toothless as he tried to draw courage from his friend like he had in the past. But then he stopped himself, taking in a slow and deep breath. No, he had to do this himself. He was the one who brought the Night Furies to Berk; he couldn't be just as scared as they were. He had to make sure that they were safe; it was what he had promised them.

Taking in a slow, albeit shaking breath of air, Hiccup leaned over and pushed aside one branch of leaves, looking out and trying to make sense of what was going on. Toothless murmured in protest, making a move to try and drag his friend back. But Hiccup waved him off, turning his head to listen in better. There were voices, he realized. They were underneath the noise of rain; the boy had to strain to catch even a snippet of the conversation over the sound of the raindrops against the ground.

"….have to be on look-out." One voice sounded, gruff and tense in each syllable it uttered.

"Do you really think that…?" Another voice. Hiccup struggled to hear the rest of the sentence, but it was no use. He sighed in frustration underneath his breath; there wasn't much to be gained from this. But the sounds of the voices and their footsteps were too close now. If the group were to turn around and attempt to leave, they would surely be spotted. If he had to guess, he would have thought that the people in question were a few yards away, and heading for them. Their only hope was for the people to pass them. Not to look hard enough to spot them hiding.

"Didn't you see the girl?" It was the angry voice again. "You think she came here alone?"

"You never know. What if…?" Again, the softer voice faded out. It was certainly easier to hear the first one. With how angry it was, and the livid tone that it took, it was much louder than the latter. Hiccup closed his eyes in order to hear better. Although he had only heard two voices separately, he could hear a surplus of footsteps. Of slapping branches as people shoved them aside as they walked. There seemed to be more than just two people walking out there. And that didn't help much as the teenager's forehead creased with desperation.

"All I know is that…." A new voice. Which confirmed Hiccup's growing suspicion.

"But still…"

"Look, I just want this all to be over. There's only one way to make that happen."

Hiccup's heart froze over at that. What one way? He could already tell the topic of conversation- it didn't take much of a genius to get to that conclusion. Turning, the boy looked back at the group of dragons behind him. They mirrored his own expression: a mingled sense of confusion and terror. They didn't know what to do. They were lost, and every pair of eyes was trained to the teenager as they all asked the same silent question: _What are we supposed to do now?_

"You shouldn't have…" The same voice that Hiccup could never seem to listen fully to sounded again, much closer than it had been a moment before. They were heading their way quickly; normally a group as big as that would be slowed by the rain, but certainly not a group of people from Berk. Hiccup cursed mentally, curling up even tighter to himself if that was all possible. His heartbeat thudded rapidly in his ears; he was surprised that the Vikings couldn't find them just by listening to the heavy beats. Toothless shifted over him, every bit as nervous as his breathing slowly got out of control. But then again, he was always calmer than the boy could ever be in situations like these.

"We weren't getting anywhere following Stoick." The louder voice came again, and Hiccup thought he could recognize it over the roar of rain. It was….Spitelout, wasn't it? That didn't help things much. And at his father's name, Hiccup went rigid all over again. "This way is much easier. Now we can…." Risking it entirely, the boy leaned forward even more, narrowing his eyes against the water and peering through the dim light to the walking figures. They weren't that far - it was easier than it probably should have been.

They were armed. Raindrops landed dully on the metal, making soft 'plink'ing noises in their collision. Hiccup cursed again, aloud this time as he whispered underneath his breath. He pulled back. Glanced at the Night Furies behind him. They were still hunched awkwardly in the too-small space. If the group got any closer, their chances of staying hidden as a group were severely minuscule.

He could see near the back that a few of the dragons were already becoming far too distressed and unbalanced. One of the Night Furies, Leap, he thought her name was, wobbled precariously, eyes wide and frantic as she struggled to maintain her footing. The female had been near the back, having stepped back to allow room for the mother and the youngling. And now she was on the very edge of the group, having to use her tail for balance as she struggled to stay underneath the cover of the brush. She staggered, starting to slip as she whined high in her throat.

Brightsky was standing beside her, gasping as she leaned over to try and tug her back into position. "I've got you!" She whispered too loudly, righting her friend, who puffed gratefully as she sent a smile her way. Hiccup's hands had returned to grip his head, and heat flooded through his freezing body as a sudden shout was caused from the noises and whispers.

"Did you hear that!?" Spitelout shouted loudly, both Hiccup and Toothless whirling to look in the direction of his voice. "Over there! There's something in that direction!" The group changed their pace, picking up speed as they veered over towards the direction in which the group had taken cover. Brightsky hissed, whispering a fervent apology to Hiccup, but there was no point to it. If the Vikings were coming this way, there was no way that they could get away or stay out of sight. They would find them if they tried to run; they would find them if they remained where they were. And they were all armed individually.

Hiccup turned quickly, looking back at Toothless, who looked like he was in the middle of racking his brain for ideas. "I'm going to trust you to take care of them all." Hiccup hissed, whispering softly as the footsteps got louder and louder over the drumming of water. Toothless stiffened, looking down at the human with a bemused look. The dragon opened his mouth to ask something, but Hiccup went on before he could try and get anything out. "Take them back to Mistyeyes. Okay? Keep them safe there. And if something else happens, double back to Shadowclaw and Leafdapple."

Hiccup was under the impression that Toothless would object, point out the danger and plead with him to stay. It was what he was entirely prepared for, and he already had a comeback in mind for it. But all that Toothless managed was a quiet: "I promised I would protect you." Hiccup's mouth closed, and he blinked as it fell ever so slightly into a downcast expression. Toothless shook his head a little desperately. "I promised Mistyeyes I would. And I promised myself." There was a pleading sort of tone to his voice, as if he were asking Hiccup to reconsider whatever he was planning. But they both knew that there wasn't much room for questions.

"There. In there." Came the angered voice, the sound of scraping metal signaling that a weapon was being drawn.

Hiccup had to get to Stoick before anyone else did. Before any dragons could be seen and the wrong would manifest. That was the least that they could figure out to do without Nightflight and her powers to work out. And that was all that they could try and retain. So the teenager just shook his head helplessly, wet hair clinging to his forehead. "Get them back to Mistyeyes." He said simply. The footsteps were much too close now. And they were heading straight for where they were sitting. They didn't have time.

He didn't wait for Toothless to agree, or give even a nod in response. Instead, the teenager ducked his head for a moment, closing his eyes and sucking in a deep breath of air to steady himself. Then he pushed himself out of the mud with breakneck speed, flying out of the brush and tearing in the opposite direction that they had come from, going as fast as he could towards the Village.

The dragons stayed put, and the leaves caved back in almost as soon as Hiccup had torn himself out of the shelter. The group of Vikings were shocked at not only the sudden entrance, but at the fact that the sudden entrance was staged by Hiccup, who had been missing for ages now. The teenager glanced quickly over his shoulder as he ran, feeling his stomach clench as the group immediately turned to track him. It was what he had wanted, of course, but it still did not help the mind to calm down when pursued in the first place.

The group was made up of five Vikings in all. Spitelout was at the head, leading the party. He had worn a disgruntled expression before, but Hiccup's skin burned as the slightly irritated expression morphed into a much more furious one as Hiccup suddenly came into view. Others followed closely behind him. Mulch, Speedifist, Bucket, and Clueless, all with their own sort of weapon, were jogging after the boy now. The bush fell behind them, and Hiccup turned back fully as he came to be sure that they wouldn't stop to inspect the place.

"Hiccup!?"

"Come back!"

"Get back here!"

"Hiccup, stop now!"

The teenager's heart froze and panic flooded through every inch of them as he realized how angry that they all were. Even Bucket and Clueless, whom he had spent many an evening with talking about anything at all, had their voices sharpened as much as their swords and knives. The forest was ravaged and burned out from the fire, but it had recovered in the time that he had been away. Had Berk not recovered yet? Had it done the opposite and gotten worse?

The mud was making it hard to run. And Hiccup's lungs were burning by the time that Berk started to come into view. The others were gaining quickly. Hiccup had never realized the fact that his lack of sleep and overload of stress might be working against him - his body felt like lead, and his legs were already weakening in their strides. He started to trip, literally feeling every inch that he was losing ahead of the shouting Vikings. He had to get back to Berk. He had to get back to his father. He had to apologize. And he had to make him see the light as best he could. As quick as he could. He had to, he had to, he had to…

"Hiccup!" Spitelout's yell reverberated in the boy's ears, ringing in his mind and only helping to further slow him as cold claws gripped at his heart. He sounded angry. Furious. Fit to kill. He tried to speed up, to get farther away. But he could do nothing of the sort. _Please Thor, don__'__t make me lose it all now. I have to get back__…__..please, please, please. _"Hiccup, get back here!" The man repeated, voice clenched and roaring with fury. "Don't let him get to the village!" It was like he was some kind of criminal! The thought entered his head with an incredulous tone, one of disbelief and almost anger. But…was that really what the village thought of him, now? Was that what he turned into as soon as he'd left with the rumor of more Night Furies coming back to Berk?

Suddenly there was a burning pain in his ankle, the teenager letting loose a sharp cry as his leg immediately buckled underneath him. He'd been hit with something. Something sharp, and deep enough to feel his clothes warm with blood. Falling out from underneath himself, the boy hit the ground hard, with enough force to knock the wind out of him. He bounced back up, like a limp rag doll as he found himself rolling down the steep hill leading to the village square. The young Viking picked up speed as he went further, gagging as he struggled for air to reach his lungs, which had suddenly decided to stop working.

The others raced after, calling out loud warnings to those already below. Screams of shock and yells of bewilderment rose all around Hiccup as he skidded, but the boy was too busy trying to make sense of the world to try and see whether or not his father was anywhere around him. Clutching and grasping desperately, Hiccup tried to dig his hands into the earth in an attempt to stop the world from spinning in front of him, and to stop vanishing into blurs of blacks and grays. But his fingers slipped easily through the slick mud, and his leg screamed with pain every time that it was knocked against the tough ground. Through the nausea that the rolling was causing him, and the pain vibrating up and down his limb, he could hardly separate one thing from another.

Gradually, though, he slowed down bit by bit. And eventually, the boy came to a final skid, going straight against a stone path for a few feet before finally coming to a full stop. His green eyes were wide as he rasped unevenly in and out, the air scraping against his throat on its way down. He could hear whispers, could hear his name tinged with things like anger or surprise or confusion or anything and everything in between. He could see the people of Berk, fully outside, fully drenched, all gathering around to stare at him. To glare at him. To look at him with odd expressions he couldn't even fathom at the moment.

He tried to focus on getting his breath back as quick as he could, and to let his head stop reeling enough for him to get up. He had to find his father. He had to get up and run again before the party from before could catch up to him. He'd no idea what Toothless was doing, whether or not the dragon was having any problems of his own. He had limited time in that sense, and with so many dragons counting on him, and so many bright futures for the humans as well, he couldn't stop now.

Hiccup started to push himself up, to fold his legs underneath him and leap up to his feet again. But he'd forgotten about his new injury. Agony folded itself tightly around his ankle as he tried to move it, and the boy hissed immediately as he turned back to look at it, propping himself up on shaking arms. Sure enough, blood was coated around the appendage, a cleanly-cut slice into his leg showing that it had come from a sword or a knife. He reached back with a small cry, attempting to press down on it and stop the blood from rushing out of the wound so quickly. With everything else going on, he couldn't be worried about blood loss.

But as soon as he pressed the palm of his hand against the wound, which was slowly being washed clean by the downpour, Hiccup found himself being slammed against the ground suddenly, hand being ripped away painfully as he yelped. Back pressed into the hard ground, Hiccup's breathing picked up as he found himself staring straight up into the furious gaze of Spitelout. He cursed under his breath, shrinking back underneath the sharp glare.

"Where have you been?" Spitelout snarled before Hiccup could make a single sound. Again, though, he did not allow space for an answer. There was a large crowd now, all watching the scene unfold in front of them without a single word or regretful look. They merely stood, eyes trained on the pair on the ground and the party that encircled them. Hiccup tried to find Astrid in the crowd, or Snotlout, or Fishlegs, or anyone with the possibility of being friendly. But he couldn't find a single happy face. "Where are your dragons? We know that they're here somewhere! Fishlegs reported more Night Furies, and they've got to be with you!" His words were accusing, almost hurtful. And the crowd tittered with nervousness at the mention of Night Furies.

Hiccup went rigid, trying to get his breathing under control again. But with the way that Spitelout was pinning him down, his legs pinned painfully underneath the man, it made it more difficult. "I have to talk to my father." He gasped eventually, cringing at the white-hot feeling spreading through his injured limb. "Please." He tried, resorting to begging as he tried to get out from underneath him, but to no avail. "I can explain everything, but I can only do it with-"

"You'll _explain _where the dragons are!" Spitelout snapped, cutting him off as Hiccup snapped his mouth shut. The boy's eyes narrowed angrily, and Spitelout scowled even more at the prospect that brought. He turned, grabbing his sword tightly in his hand and bringing it closer. Hiccup went stiff as the man pressed it against the sensitive skin underneath his chin, the blade pressing threateningly against his throat and causing his blood to run ice cold. The teenager's eyes widened and his breathing hitched again as he shrank backwards even more. Spitelout's eyes flashed at the reaction, a grim look settling over his face. "You've been considered a traitor to Berk ever since you first left." He growled, voice curling with anger and held-in fury. "Don't think that you can come back and ask for a calm welcoming, because you surely won't find one with the people you abandoned."

"Didn't….I didn't abandon anybody." Hiccup whispered in a ragged breath, squirming underneath the blade. "Please…everything I did, I did with the best interest of-"

"Of _yourself_." Spitelout growled. "And the dragons who slaughtered half of the village!" Hiccup grimaced at this, turning his head so that his cheek was flush against the pavement as he sucked in a quick breath of air. He had to find his father. "You can never let things be." Spitelout growled when Hiccup made no move to stand up for himself further. He pressed the blade further against the teenager's skin, eyes narrowing into slits. "You can never let things be the same when they're doing just fine. You always have to bring in more." He paused for a moment, eyes flashing in the quiet. He had the full attention of the entire clearing by now, and he knew it fully. "Is this what you wanted?" He asked quietly, in a condescending tone. "Because this is what you caused "You always think that you're the best person to make decisions."

Rage boiled in his blood, and before Hiccup could stop himself, he whipped his head back around quickly to glower up at the man. "I _am_ the best person to make decisions here." He spat through gritted teeth, beads of blood dying themselves against the metal of the sword as it gradually started to cut through his skin. "I'm better for it than you are." He went on thickly, hands balling into tight fists at his sides. The crowd murmured with surprise at the sudden flash back, and Spitelout tensed in fury at the jab. He increased pressure on the weapon, the boy writhing in the pain that it produced. Spitelout couldn't kill him. Not in front of everyone. Not in the middle of the clearing. Not when he hadn't gotten to his father yet. It wasn't supposed to be like this. He was supposed to be able to prevent all of this, not die before he could get a word in edgewise.

"Spitelout!" The yell came from close by, and Hiccup coughed in relief as the blade was yanked backwards and away from him. The pressure on his throat was alleviated, and despite the fact that there were small drips of blood there, he was perfectly fine. Not dead at least. Hiccup's eyes snapped open again, and he looked over towards the person that had saved him, allowing himself frank stupidity for a moment as he thought that it had been the person he had been looking for. That his father had seen him struggling and rushed over to save him before he could be injured or worse. But it wasn't his father.

"What are you _doing_?" Gobber yelled angrily, holding the man's sword an arm's-length away as his eyes blazed with disbelief. His eyes flickered down to Hiccup, taking in the teen's state with a wave of surprise and concern, thick enough to swamp him there and then. The boy looked as if he had been through a deal. There were dark purple circles ringing underneath his eyes, the boy looking as if he had lost weight from his already-skinny previous state. Blood welled at his throat and leg, and exhaustion was written in every joint and limb on the ground. Clearly he posed no threat, did nobody else see that?

"I'm dealing with the traitor like we always do." Came Spitelout's thin reply. He stood up quickly to meet Gobber's glare fully. Hiccup felt the absence of pressure, immediately starting to scramble up to his feet himself. But Bucket and Clueless grabbed him before he could do any such thing, holding both of his arms and keeping him standing in one spot point. It helped to keep pressure off of his injured leg as he was hoisted up, but the boy hung his head anyway. Where was Stoick? "Have you forgotten what this boy has done?"

Hiccup winced, bracing himself for the reply.

"I remember a certain young boy bringing all these dragons into Berk in the first place!" Gobber snapped, Hiccup blinking as he looked up in surprise. But the man wasn't looking at him yet. "Have you gone and lost your mind, Spitelout? Have _all _of you went and gone crazy? Have you forgotten who you're attacking? Let him go, Bucket, Clueless! Can't you see that-"

"He brought the Night Furies here." Spitelout spat, cutting the man off. Gobber had started towards Hiccup as he spoke, reaching out as if to grab him away from the men holding him back. But Spitelout stepped quickly to the side with this, blocking his way with a deep scowl. "He brought them all here in the first place and made Berk a target. We were willing to forgive for that." He turned back, pinning Hiccup once again with the icy look. "But he did it all over again now, and he's trying to mess things up again. We haven't even gotten a chance to recover from losing half of the island and he's brought them all back. If they aren't crawling the island now, they're circling near it. So step back, Gobber. He's only going to bring more danger."

"You've got it all wrong!" Gobber yelled again, fruitlessly.

"We don't want them here!"

"Take him away!"

"Somebody check for more dragons!"

"How could you come back with them _again_?"

Shouts and chaos started to unravel quickly from the gathered people, some throwing ridicule and others openly fretting. Gobber tried to speak above the shouts and cries, but he couldn't be heard even by Hiccup, who was being held just a few feet away. Desperately, seeing his entire plan start to disintegrate, the boy yelled, yanking against the pair of arms keeping him rooted. "Please!" He pleaded, eyes wild with panic once more. "Please, I can explain everything! You can't be like this! You have to-"

Spitelout whirled around, eyes like daggers that sank into the boy. "Don't waste your breath." The Viking said lowly. "Just tell us where the dragons are!" The yells and shouts quieted a bit at this as eyes returned back to them, the people warming Hiccup underneath their gazes. He shifted, wincing as he accidentally put weight onto the injured ankle. "Tell us where the Night Furies are and we may reconsider where you stand on the ordeal." He showed the palms of his hands, as if in surrender. "It's simple. Just tell us where they are."

Hiccup was gasping for air again. He turned, searching the crowd. His eyes went back to Gobber, looking pleadingly at the older man. Suddenly he felt like he always had before. A scolded child looking for comfort or solace…some support that usually came from his mentor most of the time. It was like that again now, and he could tell that the thought was also running through the blacksmith's mind as well as the man made another attempt to walk forward and intercept what was happening.

Where was his father? Where was Fishlegs? Or Snotlout? Or the twins? Or Astrid?

Hiccup closed his eyes tightly, grimacing as he answered softly. "No. I won't."

Spitelout was ready for the refusal. "Then you're a traitor to Berk and everyone on it!" He shouted in the teenager's face. Hiccup flared visibly, hands clenching into fists as he locked his jaw backwards. "One time was enough for causing the Night Furies to come here, but to willingly bring them back a second time is too far! You always think that you know everything when you're just a teenager! But whenever anybody tries to tell you this, you don't even listen!" _Don__'__t do it. _"Unless you tell us where you've hidden the Night Furies then we'll have no choice but to take action ourselves!" _It__'__s what he wants you to do. Everyone__'__s watching and he knows that. _"Bucket. Clueless. Take him down to the Dragon Stables. Make sure that he can't leave." _DON__'__T. _"Then we can-"

Hiccup ripped out of the men's grip, the two having not expected the sudden burst through as their grip had slackened just enough for the teenager to wrench himself out. He flew at Spitelout in a blind anger, fueled only by desperation and despair. He had come this far; he couldn't let Spitelout keep talking down at him, he couldn't let the man ruin everything. So he jerked at him wildly, only meaning to cut him off long enough to explain, to elaborate. It was all he could think of doing in the moment.

But he couldn't even land a blow onto the older Viking - he had been expecting the attack. The man lifted an arm and swiped Hiccup to the side almost uncaringly, the boy being backhanded back into the ground in a heap. His cheek stung like fire from the blow, and he tried to push himself back up. But Bucket and Clueless swiped him back again, jerking him roughly up to his feet with enough force to rattle his brain. Spitelout spoke again, his tone cold and frigid now. "Lock him away." He growled. "We're going to find the dragons either way."

Thunder roared overheard, almost drowning out Hiccup's scream of objection. Bucket and Clueless started to drag him back towards the old training ring, the teenager digging his heels into the ground in an attempt to slow his taking. His ankle screeched in protest as it was forced to press down into the mud, but Hiccup paid no heed. He was crazy now in the realization of what was to happen now, eyes wide as he tried frantically to get out of the men's hold. But it was pointless.

"Stop!" He screeched at the top of his lungs. Spitelout turned, gathering part of the crowd closer to discuss movements from here on out. The other part of the village stood still, watching Hiccup being led away as he screamed and fought as hard as he could. "Please! Stop! They won't hurt you! They're friendly! They're willing to change - just like the others! Please listen to me! Don't do this!" He jerked rapidly, nearly looking insane in his movements. "Gobber!" The boy all but sobbed, trying to see his old mentor over the people in the clearing. "Gobber please! Tell them! Tell them to let me go! You know this is wrong! Don't let them kill them! Please! I'm begging you!"

There wasn't a response.

He kicked out, still struggling. "Please!" He screamed hoarsely, eyes burning more and more with each cry. "Please don't do this! Let me explain! If you just let me talk!" He couldn't do this. He couldn't lose everything from this one little flaw. He couldn't be locked away and be forced helpless as the Night Furies were hunted down. This couldn't be happening. It was a nightmare, it was a never-ending horror. "**Listen to me!**"

But all that answered him was another burst of thunder that drowned out his words. Smothered them and rendered them inaudible. Unable to be heard.

As if anyone was listening anyway.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: **To the crowd I was crying out. **

** In your place there were a thousand other faces.**

** I was disappearing in plain sight. Heaven help me…I need to make it right.**

** You want a revelation? You wanna get it right?**

** But it's a conversation I just can't have tonight.**

No Light, No Light – Florence + The Machine


	19. Chapter 19

A/N: So I guess I'm gonna have to put up a notice that this trilogy is before HTTYD 2. Which is a great movie, of course, by the way. But no, I won't adapt anything, naturally. It wouldn't make sense. So if there are similarities, they are a simple coincidence. I've been debating making another series after this one is over off of that one, but I'm not sure. Whatever seems right, I suppose. I would love to rant about the movie, especially one key aspect of it. But I won't, for all of those out there who haven't had the chance to go out and see it yet.

_**This is Hiccup**_

_This is Astrid_

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Toothless raced as fast as he could, eyes wide and dilated with fright as he streamed over the grass, barely touching it. The other dragons rushed to keep up with the Night Fury, stumbling over themselves with hushed gasps every so often. Blood roared in the dragon's ears, and the male could hardly breathe, he could hardly do anything but race back towards Raven's Point as fast as he could. Fear and worry was etched all over the dragon, and it was painfully apparent to those around him, it seemed.

Those that were closest to him were making far too much noise - a fact Toothless would have normally snapped out, but he couldn't bring himself to. He could only keep racing, ears almost deaf to what Leap, Brightsky, and the mother and daughter were yelping. Puffing with the effort of matching the Night Fury's pace, the mother was fighting to keep a tight hold on her daughter, eyes fixed desperately onto Toothless as she yelled over her bundle's scales. "I'm so sorry!" She panted, for the millionth time it seemed. Toothless didn't look at her, frantically pushing himself to go even faster. "I'm so sorry - I didn't mean for any of this to happen!" The daughter was stunned silent, eyes big as moons as she was limp in the mother's grasp.

Brightsky and Leap flanked his other side, adding their own apologies into the mix as they too shared a guilty expression. "I didn't mean to make so much noise!" Leap squeaked, ears flat against her ears. She was Shadowclaw and Leafdapple's age, only coming up to Toothless' chin as she was a bit shorter. "I'm so used to the cave- there isn't as much undergrowth in there! And I-I just couldn't fit into the hiding spot! I didn't mean to cause so much, I promise! I swear!"

Toothless didn't reply, heart sinking low to his claws as he could see the Cove rising up over the rocks and hills. What could he tell Mistyeyes? How could he let Hiccup have gone off on his own? He could answer his own question, of course: he had to take care of the other Night Furies. But the explanation would stick in his throat, he knew. The Night Fury felt a wave of desperation as he remembered the way he had sat and watched in horror as Hiccup suddenly shot out of the bushes, running the opposite direction in order to draw the Vikings away from their hiding spots. And how he had been frozen, torn between the responsibility of keeping the other dragons safe and the loyalty he felt to the boy. And how he had immediately started sprinting back to Mistyeyes and Nightflight as he had heard a sudden scream. Hiccup's scream. One of pain. He had to get back to him. Whatever it took.

Gradually, the others realized that there was no consoling the dragon; they dropped behind with the rest of the assembly, exchanging guilty and frightened looks every now and then as they struggled to keep up with Toothless. Hiccup couldn't be hurt, not again. The very thought of it was enough to curl the dragon's scales. It was rotten luck to be caught by such a random search party when they were that close to village. They were so close to scoping it out, to seeing what was the matter with it, how much it had changed, and what they had to do. Now Hiccup was left to find out all of that by himself, and there was no room for error in such a thick as he had gotten himself into.

They must have been making more noise than Toothless had first registered. As if he registered anything other than what had just happened, that is. Because a few yards from the entrance of the cove, Mistyeyes suddenly burst forward, eyes blazing and claws extended as she bared her teeth into a defensive snarl. She straightened with shock as she realized who it was, ears perking as she immediately dropped her guard. She didn't say anything, standing stock still as she waited for the group to meet her instead. Her blue eyes scanned the group repeatedly, and by the time that they had finally reached her, she had come to her own conclusion.

She was still, limbs locked together with horror and fright as her gaze clashed with Toothless' own. "What happened?" Mistyeyes demanded not a moment before he skidded to a halt. Her tail and wings quivered, showing signs of distress already. But as Toothless opened his mouth to reply, she shook her head quickly. "Not here." She said flatly, turning to scan the woods around them suspiciously before beckoning them down into the clearing. "Down there you'll be better protected. Then you can tell Nightflight too."

Toothless complied blindly. Hiccup had left him in charge of their group, but he found himself suddenly unable as he staggered down the rock ledges to the grass below. Mistyeyes seemed to realized this, offering smiles and encouraging nudges to the Night Furies as they filed after him. She took the mother's burden for her, seeing how exhausted the female seemed to be. And she only followed once everyone was safely in front of her, looping down the rocks with ease and handing back the youngling with a kind look. The mother sighed softly, dipping her head in gratitude. And then, glancing at Toothless wearily, backed away with the others.

"Go ahead and rest." Mistyeyes said, turning and pointing down to where the other dragons were clustered. Before she had shot outside to see what was causing such a fuss, Mistyeyes had been sitting at the head with Nightflight, engaging in quiet conversation with all those around them. At first it had been harmless chatting, which then developed into stories about how their group had come to be, then changed into stories about Berk, which eventually led to possible back-up plans. All in all, the time had flown by until Toothless had returned. And the Night Furies were still trained fixedly onto her; there wouldn't be much hiding this conversation, she figured. Which was probably easier since that meant they wouldn't have to explain things twice.

Nightflight had been sitting beside Clearsky, the pair mumbling back and forth with each other previously. But the dragoness had fallen silent a long time ago, and now she stood and excused herself from the male, winding her way carefully over to where Toothless and Mistyeyes were standing. "What's this all about?" She asked, clouded eyes narrowing a bit as her tail lashed. "You've caused a scene." Her words weren't spiked with anger or accusation, just plain truth as she pointed out the way that they had a clear audience now.

Mistyeyes shrugged. "There isn't much helping it, now is there?" She returned just as fairly. The other dragons had settled by now, all eyes onto them. Toothless sighed, sitting down and ducking his head close to his chest as he heaved in the air he had lost control of during his run. Mistyeyes and Nightflight waited as long as they could for him to manage doing so, but they didn't pause for very long. After all, it wasn't as if they had a lot of time. "So what happened, Toothless?" Mistyeyes pressed again. Her voice was collected, or more collected than Toothless' was sure to be. But her tail and wings betrayed her as they flicked so often, her eyes wide and trained intently on his answer.

Toothless shook his head. "We were almost spotted. All of us." He began tensely, his own fear, anger, worry, and concern alive in each syllable he spoke. Mistyeyes and Nightflight stiffened in sync, but neither of them made a move to interrupt him. So he shook his head in an attempt to clear it and went on. "There was a search party out, and they knew where we were hiding. Hiccup threw them off by running towards Berk. And it worked. They followed him." His voice held no satisfaction or victory as he said this. "He told me to take them back to you, to make sure that they were safe. He didn't even give me room to object to him leaving."

Mistyeyes and Nightflight were silent. Neither of them would step forward to offer words or encouragement, or even a simple reply. They just stared openly, looking more and more distressed as the seconds passed. Toothless shook his head. "I couldn't go after him, even though I wanted to. I heard him scream. Something went wrong." The pair went rigid at this, and he pressed forward more fervently. "I have to go and make sure that he's alright. I have to know what's going on. Now." He stood, ready to bolt out as soon as he could. But Mistyeyes stepped forward to intercede, reaching out and barring his path with her tail.

"Wait." She said intently, blue eyes wide but focused now. "We have to think this through." She still looked confused and scared, but she took in a slow breath, very clearly leveling herself before going on. "Hiccup can take care of himself, if only for a little bit, he's shown that much so far if nothing else." Nightflight's ears flickered back and forth at this, a begrudging agreement. "He is in trouble out there." Mistyeyes continued. "But we need to think clearly with the weight of everything."

"The weight of everything?" Toothless repeated incredulously. He was near trembling now, trying to push past Mistyeyes. But the female would have none of it as she stepped to the side again, blocking his path. He huffed, wanting to get angry with her but knowing that it would be pointless to do so. "Hiccup is the backbone of this entire thing." He snapped instead, ears flat against his head. "Not only that, but he's my _friend_. I can't let him be in danger like this! I have to go back and help him! He would do the same if it were me! Or even you, for that matter!"

Mistyeyes winced a bit, shifting. But she shook her head. "Hiccup knew the risks, didn't he?" She asked. Toothless paused a moment, frowning as he drew back. "He knew the risks when he left you like that, so he would know what might happen to him. And they won't kill him- they can't. Not now at least." Toothless flared at this; it wasn't such a helpful thought. Nightflight seemed to share this mindset as she gave a small snort. But Mistyeyes only went off from it. "We have to make sure that these dragons here won't be caught before he can manage to explain."

Toothless stumbled a bit, shaking with despair and regret. "But Hiccup can't _explain _if they've hurt him. I-….I-" He said, voice a bit weak now as he ducked his head lower. The dragons watching shifted, Clearsky frowning with sadness at the male's new tone. They exchanged glances, once again being subtly reminded of the bond that humans and dragons shared her. Or…once shared. Would it be like that again? Was it even _possible _for them to have such a close relationship anymore? It was question burning on every scale, but no Night Fury voiced it aloud. They merely stood and watched with open distress, looking conceded and worried for a number of reasons piling up more and more around them like the walls of the very cove they sat in.

"I….I don't want to do this anymore." Toothless blurted out. Mistyeyes hissed with surprise, stiffening. Nightflight didn't seem surprised, but she ducked away from the male's words anyway. Before Mistyeyes could try and get out whatever she was struggling with, the Night Fury went on, eyes closed as his shoulders hunched. His voice dropped to a small mumble, as if he didn't want to those watching to hear. But it was a pointless effort; they were all ears now. "I don't want to keep doing this. I've hurt Hiccup enough. Before this I would have done anything for him. I would have died for him. I still would. But….after this….it's too hard." He opened his eyes to be half-lidded as he looked to barely meet Mistyeyes' gaze. "I don't want Hiccup to get hurt anymore. I'm tired of seeing _everyone_ get hurt."

"Toothless, you don't know what you're saying." Nightflight was the one to speak this time. She had gotten to her feet, taking a few steps forward to get closer to the both of them. The male turned sharply at this, seeming to be put on-edge by the comment. But if the female noticed this, she didn't pause long enough to show it. "You're just upset." She pressed with a weary expression. "We all are. But we can't just stop now. We have to keep going. Hiccup would have wanted us to-"

"I just want things to be the way they used to be!" Toothless roared suddenly, not even caring about how loud he was anymore. Nightflight flinched backwards, wincing as she snapped her jaws closed. Mistyeyes grimaced a bit at the tone as well, and Toothless lowered it as much as he could. He knew he was being ridiculous. He was complaining like a youngling. But he couldn't stop; everything bottled back was now rushing forward. "I want to go back to the time where I didn't have nightmares about nearly killing my best friend!" Nightflight cringed backwards at this, as though he had slapped her. "I want to go back to the time where things weren't complicated! Where I could know what I was doing and be happy with Hiccup! Not look at him and see him bleeding from me or see - see the way he looks now!" Mistyeyes was stone faced now, not having the heart to cut him off.

"I want to go back and not have all of this on our shoulders! Or in between me and Hiccup! It's too complicated now! It's- It's too hard!" He shook his head thickly. "But…that's not what I mean." He revised a little weakly. "I just….I want things to be the way they used to be." He shut his eyes tightly, hunching his shoulders with a small sigh through his nose. "I want them to be better. I don't want this. I don't want any of this anymore."

Mistyeyes glanced back at the crowd behind them, giving them apologetic looks. They stared back, owl-eyed and unsure. How else could you look when you were seeing one of your leaders started to crumble? Some shifted a bit, opening their mouths as if to say something. But Mistyeyes shook her head as a small signal that they didn't have to. Instead, she turned and wrapped herself comfortingly around Toothless. "It'll be okay." She murmured, the male shutting his eyes tighter at her soft voice. She pressed her nose tightly into his neck, ears flat as she rasped her tongue softly over his scales. "It _will_ get better again. That's what we're trying to do here, Toothless. And it will work."

Toothless shook his head stiffly. "You can't know that." He whispered emptily.

Nightflight turned, tail dragging in the grass as she headed for the group to the side of them, trying to gather herself enough to give orders. They could retreat back to Leafdapple and Shadowclaw, maybe. She would ask Mistyeyes once she was finished trying to build Toothless back up. But it seemed like the best thing to do. To retreat back to where all the others were, in the spot where a search party was least likely to go out and find them hiding away. But it wouldn't be easy. No. It couldn't be, she guessed.

Mistyeyes opened her mouth to reply to Toothless.

But suddenly she couldn't bring herself to.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The shackle was made to lock onto the leg of a Zippleback. It was made for the sole purpose of holding back a jerking, spitting, furious dragon, and now it was being used for quite the opposite. It was now clamped tightly around the stomach of a young Viking, who had spent the last five minutes straining and pulling against the chains to the best of his ability. But the chain had remained unbroken by the dragon before him, and the boy certainly stood no chance against its grip.

The stables were empty and void of all life or movement. The only sound that reached Hiccup's ears was the roar of the rain outside, the hammering of raindrops against the roof overhead. The boy was sprawled on the ground, a metal vice tight over his middle as he looked almost blankly over to the door. He was put in the farthest end of the hold, and while it kept him from getting wet or damp like the first few stalls were, it also kept him from seeing outside. He had no idea if anyone was there, if he was being guarded, or if the entire island was empty as Vikings went out to hunt down the Night Furies. Hunt them down and kill them. His stomach churned with a violent pull.

He stood up again, steadying himself briefly before pulling on the chain again. He should know the weak links, he should know how to handle these things. He had helped to make them once upon a time, didn't he? But he couldn't see in the dim light that surrounded him, and it wouldn't have helped anyway. He knew there was no chances of him breaking this by pure wit. And he couldn't get free by brawn….he wasn't sure he even had any brawn. No, he needed a weapon. And he certainly wasn't going to get that.

He felt a rush of desperation. He needed to get out. He needed to talk to his father, ask him for help. Beg him if he had to. He would do most anything by now. Or he needed to get back to the others and make sure they were okay. He needed to go out and stop the Vikings before they could hurt any of the Night Furies. Or stop any of the Night Furies if they started to attack out of fear. He needed to do something. He needed to do more than just stayed penned up in here.

Panic started to bubble up at his throat, and his hands started to shake as he tugged hard at the chain connecting him to the wall for the millionth time. He needed to get back to Toothless. To Mistyeyes, to Nightflight. To Shadowclaw and Leafdapple. To all of them. He yanked harder and harder, twisting in an attempt to help himself. But it was useless. He shut his eyes tightly, gritting his teeth and putting his back into it, backing up more and more as he grew frustrated and angry in his movements. He had to leave. He had to get out. He had people counting on him.

He couldn't let them down. He had already let Astrid down. He had let his father down too. He couldn't let down anyone else. He imagined the other Night Furies. Talon, Leap, Clearsky, Amber….all of them with stricken looks of disappointment. Or worse. He shut his eyes tightly, shouting out a loud curse that bounced off the wall. Losing track of his temper, he spun around, breaking into a sudden run as he sprinted rashly for the door.

But just like he should have anticipated, the chain didn't offer any slack. It tightened as he ran its length, going taunt and pulling his feet out from under him. He found himself smacking back down to the ground on his back, head spinning as he let out a groan of pain. He curled up tightly, wincing as both his wounded ankle and his stomach stung with pain. He reached up to try and wriggle out of the steel clamp on him, but it was useless. It was too tight and he was too weak at the moment to try anything more and have it be effective.

Hiccup let out a shaky sigh, closing his eyes and curling up close to himself. He held his injured leg with a grimace, locking his jaw backwards and trying to subside the waves of frustration and self-pity that were threatening to flood him. He was stuck here. It was pointless to try anything more. He could only hope that Toothless could get back to the others safely, and that they would know what to do from there. He could only hope that things wouldn't blow up in their faces, and that all of this wasn't for nothing.

He could only hope….

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

It was warm. It was cozy. It was nice. The girl stood still in the middle of the room, hands wrapped tightly around the bundle in her arms as she surveyed the room. She had a bed against the left wall. A writing desk on the opposite. And she had what looked like a target range on the center wall. Knives and axes were piled on one side, and she tried to recollect memories. She reached out and smoothed her hand along her blankets. She sat at her desk and looked over the papers that were scattered along its surface. She toed the weapons gently with her boot and tried to see whether or not they invoked anything inside of her. Whether anything invoked a feeling other than apathy into her.

But she was a blank slate.

Astrid sighed softly through her nose. The blonde paced back and forth, as she had been doing for a while. She'd been holed up inside her room for hours it felt like, but that was probably mostly due to her mounting frustration she was putting onto herself. She couldn't feel anything. She couldn't look at the things around her and drag up fond memories or stories connected to the trinkets or supposed mementos. She didn't know what the story was behind the medal that claimed her to be the best axe-fighter in Berk. She couldn't bask in the memory of what came with the wilted flower on her bedside table. They were foreign to her. And suddenly she was steaming with the fact that she couldn't remember a single thing about herself other than what had been told to her.

"This is so stupid." She whispered softly underneath her breath. She looked down, eyes weighted down as she looked at the bundle she held tightly in her arms. Ludi rested there neatly; the cat had been quiet and still for a long time. At first the teenager thought that she was sleeping, but the thing's eyes were open. But then again, the cat had always been rather quiet or reserved. At least what Astrid could remember her being. She frowned at this. The cat didn't seem important at all. Why had Hiccup made it seem so important that she take her and keep her safe? She could understand liking a pet it seemed a bit much for an animal that didn't do much except lie there….

She shook her head to clear it. It didn't matter.

Astrid turned, shifting the weight of the cat so that she didn't drop her as she went down the stairs. There was no point in staying in her room. It was lonely up there, and all it did was further her irritation at her inability to know things. Or at least identify them. Not to mention that the girl was suddenly prone to wanting company. The thought of being by herself sent her hopping a bit faster down the stairs, and she felt a strange sense of relief as she found her mother and father standing together in the living room. Wasn't that right? Weren't you supposed to enjoy the feeling you had when you were with your mother and father? She guessed that at least showed that she found the right people to stay with. Which was always a plus to things.

They had been talking in low voices to one another, but as the teenager suddenly made her appearance, they cut off whatever conversation they were holding. They turned and smiled at the sight of their daughter, and Astrid cleared her throat a bit as she stayed on the bottom stair, offering them a small smile. "Hello." She said a little lamely, finding no other words to say in the face of the pair of them. She had already tried to focus on them. They didn't help her to remember things either. "I, uhm….I figured that I should be down here." She went on, as if she found the need to justify her actions. But mostly it was just the need to stay something and cut off the silence hanging over them.

Her mother, Alva, offered a grin at this. "Sure." She said, her eyes bright. Astrid's smile wavered a bit at her happy expression, the girl feeling an odd sense of guilt as she couldn't bring herself to match her eagerness. "Are you hungry? Do you want me to make you something to eat?" The woman went on. Astrid started to reply, when Ludi suddenly wriggled, gathering under herself and reaching for the ground. The teenager glanced down with an odd look, unwinding her arms and letting the cat fall to the ground neatly with a small 'plop.' Immediately, the cat started to flounce away, tail in the air as it sniffed around. Astrid didn't find the harm in it. She let the thing be.

"Sure." Astrid hummed once she tore her gaze away again. She offered another smile. "Sure, that'd be fine." Her mother beamed at this, as if Astrid had given her a prize or something along the lines of that. Then she turned, making for the kitchen. She stopped short as she passed Astrid, turning as the girl caught her eye. Alva turned, stopping and tilting her head with a small frown as she studied at her daughter.

Astrid shifted, looking at her mother's blonde hair and blue eyes. Much like her own. They were related, she knew that. She just didn't know what her mother liked to do for fun, or what she enjoyed to talk about, or what their first fight was over, or anything else like that at all really. Her mother reached out and pressed a sympathetic hand to the girl's cheek, as if she could read her thoughts. "It'll be alright, honey." She cooed softly as she drew away. "It'll all turn out okay."

Then she marched into the kitchen again. Astrid watched quietly, crossing her arms over her chest and sinking back into her hips. Suddenly she wished that Ludi hadn't wandered away. At least with Ludi, the girl had something to do with her hands, something to hold and be comforted with easily. She had grown to quite like the cat, really. It was the only normal thing she'd had back when she was travelling with the dragons. And it was cute, of course. She couldn't forget that it was cute.

"Nasty business, isn't it?" Her mother suddenly spoke up again from the stove. Astrid straightened, jerking out of her thoughts as she turned towards the voice. "The entire village has gone crazy. Just like Aunt Midge did when that storm came through all those years ago, hmm?" Astrid mumbled what she hoped sounded like an agreement. It must have pleased her mother, for she went on. "It's just a mess." Alva sighed, shaking her head. "And a shame. Toothless used to be such a good help around the island. He was the perfect dragon. You would think the rest of the Night Furies would be like that." She clucked her tongue, shaking her head for the millionth time.

Astrid frowned. Opened her mouth. Felt as if she should say something. But closed it.

Her father spoke now, huffing as he looked up from tending to the fire. "They don't seem good, the lot of them. It was enough trouble bringing in one. Hiccup was a fine boy," Astrid blinked, the name immediately snatching and holding her attention. She noticed the past tense. 'Was' a good boy. "before all of this mess started. Now the entire village has gone mad as hares."

"What about those other two Night Furies? They seemed nice when they were here." Her mother quipped.

At first there was silence. Astrid perked, looking from one adult to another. Was this it? Some kind of breakthrough? Astrid hadn't been aware of most things going on when she was back traveling with them, but she could tell that the Night Furies weren't angry or hostile. They were friendly. As friendly as some of the other dragons she had seen in passing around here. She started to open her mouth, as if to point this out. If one kind of dragon was alright, then what was to say the others couldn't be as well? Maybe it was some of her old self bringing up this question from the recesses from her mind; she couldn't really tell. It wasn't as if she could voice this either. To the others, she was supposed to look like she knew nothing about anything.

Her small burst of hope, the small part of herself that oddly wanted the adults to realize what border they were toeing, vanished as her father merely gave an uncommitted shrug. "Hmph." The man hummed, looking back down at the fire. Astrid frowned, the blonde's eyes flashing as she glanced down at the ground. But she tried to shake herself. Why should she care? Hiccup told her not to worry about things anymore. That she should just go back to Berk and stay there. He said that she didn't need to keep fussing over something she didn't remember. …And then….he'd kissed her.

Blush spread over her face at this, stark against her pale complexion. Like a drop of blood spreading in a cup of milk. She fell silent, thinking…wondering….trying to remember what made her react this way. She didn't listen to her mother as the woman started to speak again. It was only that name that caused her straighten again, the single name that caused her to suddenly snap into the present. "…Hiccup." Alva was sighing, starting to whip up something that smelled delicious but which held no interest to Astrid. "Poor thing. I was starting to think, actually: what if he's got what Astrid has?" She glanced back at this, and Astrid watched as her father turned to survey her as well. "He certainly seemed mad enough for it. Raving about _something_."

"Looked sick." Her father added on, starting to grow interested a bit at this as well.

Astrid frowned.

"If that's the case, Spitelout really shouldn't have treated him so roughly." The comment came with a small sigh. A soft sort of tone that habitually became adopted in a mother's world. Sympathetic and yet distant at the same time. As if she were saying: 'The poor thing is a child just like the one I've got. But they're not _my _child. So there's no helping things.' The mother confirmed this as she shrugged. "But." She said dismissively. "Maybe Stoick will turn up some time. Clear things up before they can get any worse."

Her father didn't even make a noise at this, like he couldn't be bothered to.

Silence reigned again, and Astrid heaved a small sigh. She turned, going over and taking a seat in one of the chairs in the kitchen. She busied herself with staring at the fire as it was slowly kindled into life. The teenager was jittery; she felt like leaping up to her feet and dashing out of the house. But…to do what? She had nothing to do. The villagers were splitting up to go after the Night Furies and Hiccup was nowhere to be found anymore. He'd been taken away. She hadn't gone out to see. No. But her father had come back with the news. The couple were planning on taking her to someone named 'Gothi' once this whole business died down again. Some medical person, she guessed; they'd said she might be able to help recover whatever she couldn't remember. But that wouldn't be until the people in the clearing left. Now it was teeming with far too much activity as they got in groups and planned their tactics.

Where was Ludi? The cat? As the question crossed her mind, Astrid leaned back in her chair, turning and looking around a bit aimlessly. It could take care of itself obviously - that much was shown from earlier. But still….her hands. She needed something to do with her hands instead of just wringing them together in her lap. She shifted uneasily in her chair, turning back to her mother and speaking a little bit unsteadily. "…Mom?" She asked. How odd, she thought privately. To call someone a mom and not know a single thing about them. "Where's-"

She couldn't finish the sentence. Suddenly there was a loud squawk of alarm, followed shortly by a heavy thud and clattering noise. Everyone jerked with surprise at the sudden clamber, and Astrid jumped to her feet, craning her neck to look where the noise had come from. Sure enough, over near the bookshelf, Ludi was concealed by a few hardcovers, peeking out with a startled look as she meowed loudly. Astrid eyed the thing awkwardly, but her mother only laughed. "That cat is always doing something." She noticed with amusement.

Astrid blinked a few times, pausing before rounding the table and going over to the mess. "She does this a lot?" She asked. Before, she had been under the impression that the cat was the exact opposite. She had been rather quiet prior to this. But Alva made it seem as though the mess was expected. And did that mean she'd had the cat in her house before now? How many times? "That's weird." She said, sighing a bit as she dropped down to her knees. She leaned over and started to stack the books together, looking up to see where they had fallen out of line. Blue eyes searching the shelves, she was feeling blindly for the spines of the fallen books, when suddenly her hand bumped into something much different.

She made a small noise of confusion, looking down as her eyes narrowed. Amid the chaos of books and papers, Ludi was sitting by a rather out-of-place-looking thing. Placing the books aside, the blonde picked up the new object and surveyed it. It was a piece of wood. Or at least that was what it had used to be. Somebody had carved into it it looked like, old lines and swirls etched into the bark having had transformed the lumber into something entirely different. The lines were fine and careful, a mark of concentrated craftsmanship. Astrid tilted her head to the side, turning it around in her hands and studying every inch of the statue-like thing. A head….some legs….those were hooves, not feet….a tail…?

"A horse?" She asked loudly, not looking away from the thing she held. She reached over, running a gentle finger over the neat saddle and the pointed ears. Designs and swirls covered every inch of the wooden animal, and she had to wonder how long it had taken the maker to transform simple driftwood into something so elegant-looking. Days, she guessed. Or maybe it was a stretch. But nevertheless…the thing was absolutely beautiful.

Her mother turned back to look at her question. Ludi curled her tail neatly over her paws, head tilted cutely to the side as she observed the goings-on. "Oh!" Her mother exclaimed, a patter of footsteps coming up behind her as she looped over to join her daughter. Astrid glanced up to see that there was a large beam on Alva's face now. A smile that obviously meant that whatever she was holding had an important story. "You don't remember that either, I guess?" Astrid didn't reply, finding it pointless to. Her mother went on anyway. "You brought that home with you one day years and years ago. Oh, how old were you? Probably only eight. Or was it seven? I can't remember. You didn't want anything to do with the little thing, you were so angry. You threw it away as soon as you walked inside and wouldn't listen to me when I tried to get you to keep it." Her words were fond though as she said this, not angry. "It was the cutest little thing."

"What's it for?" Astrid asked in puzzlement, eyeing the thing every which way as she tried to figure out its meaning. Who had wooden horses in their house? More importantly why did the wooden horse anger her so much before? It was beautiful- she couldn't see any fault in it that might invoke anger or resentment.

"It was a present to you." Her mother went on rather tenderly, eyes soft as she clasped her hands together. "Hiccup made it a long time ago…I didn't see him give it to you, but you told me all about it. You were absolutely furious. You wanted to carve it in half, I think. I took it out of the trash when you weren't looking - it was too cute to let it go to waste. Hiccup had worked so hard on it. You can see the little engraving there for you on the side. I think it was sometime around Snoggletog that he gave it to you. A present. Of course, that was back when nobody paid any mind to him, so that was probably why you were so repulsed by it…" Alva paused a moment before shaking her head with a little chuckle. "It's a good thing I saved it too." She added on. "You loved it to death later on. It was all you ever played with. Only inside the house of course; you would never take it outside with your friends. But every morning you would have that thing in your hands."

Astrid's forehead creased. She turned it over. Sure enough, in _very _messing handwriting, her name was scratched in the wood, along with a little note. To: Astrid. Happy Snoggletog. She looked at the handiwork. At the care that so obviously put into it, and the absolute beauty of the little trinket that originated because of that. The blonde studied the designs, the engraving, the thing her mother claimed she had loved dearly. She traced the small lines winding around the statue, blinking quickly as the crease in her forehead got deeper and deeper.

As she followed the lines like a map, a small buzzing noise sounded in her head, getting louder and more defined as she moved her finger over the ridges. A memory. She could only call it one, she supposed. A conversation that dipped back and forth, voices high with youth and innocence. Even though they were rounded with such, though, Astrid did not have to take a second guess at what she was reflecting back to, or who she was hearing speak. So she sat rigidly on the floor, looking down with slightly rounded blue eyes as she stared down at the old gift and listened intently.

_**Here. **__What do you want? __**Uhm**__**…**__**I-I said here. **__What is this? __**I-It**__**'**__**s a**__**…**__**.Happy Snoggletog, Astrid. **__What is this. __**It**__**'**__**s a horse**__**…**__**.**__This doesn't look like any horse I've ever seen. __**Oh….well…I tried to make it- **__Why are you even give me this? I didn't get you anything. __**Oh! No! Y-You don't have to! That's fine! I was just…I was wondering if you…did you wanna sit together? A-At dinner, I mean? You don't have to, but I was just thinking…. **__I don't__ want to. __**Oh. **__I don__'__t want this. Take it back. __**No. I-I mean**__**…**__**I want you to have it. Even if you don**__**'**__**t like it all that much. I just wanted to give you a present this year. I made it. For you. See? There**__**'**__**s your name. Right**__**…**__**right there. It**__**'**__**s yours. **__…__But I didn__'__t get you anything. __**You didn**__**'**__**t have to. **__I__'__m not sitting with you at dinner. __**I know. **__Well, I__'__m going to leave now. __**Okay. **__'__Bye. __**Goodbye, Astrid.**_

She was completely silent, eyes round and wide as she looked down at the figurine, the voices running through her head almost fuzzily; it was as if she was underwater and listening to people talking above the surface. Gradually, opening her mouth slowly, she asked in a soft voice: "…Hiccup….made me this?" Her voice was quiet in a surprised way, a tinge of guilt lingering around its edges. Ludi blinked owlishly, watching the girl with a sudden interest.

Her mother sighed softly, oblivious to her daughter's distress. "Yes." She said in a content way. "That was a long time ago, though. You tried to give it back to him more recently…after he nearly died from that other Night Fury. But he gave it back a while ago. You weren't home. He just said that he wanted you have it again. I meant to bring it up to you; you'd probably want it in your room rather than just sitting here on the bookshelf. But…" She trailed off briefly. Paused a moment. Then she shook her head. "He was such a good boy." She repeated quietly. And then she turned and walked back to the kitchen, dropping the subject.

It was obvious that whatever her mother saw in the horse was nowhere near what Astrid was looking at. Astrid stared at the thing, at the face, at the tail, at the intricately carved saddle. But she mostly stared at the inscription. To: Astrid. Happy Snoggletog. Hiccup. Hiccup had made this for her. The same person who had pushed her away, all while looking as if he were being stabbed each time he told her: 'No.' Hiccup, the same person that had told her she needed to leave, but kissed her so desperately before she stumbled away. Their words as children flashed in her mind. _Well, I__'__m going to leave now. __**Okay. **__'__Bye. __**Goodbye, Astrid. **_

And then the brunette's goodbye, which seemed like ages ago, when really it had been only a few hours prior. _**I love you, Astrid Hofferson. Please don**__**'**__**t forget that. Please**__**…**__**.please. You need to leave now. **_She remembered what she had said before.

_I need to know who you are._

She looked up, eyes resting on Ludi as the cat sat, still as stone. Oddly enough, for a simple feline, she looked almost expectant as she stared at the girl. Her ears twitched back and forth, and she tilted her head even further to the side if that was possible. Her eyes went from the wooden horse to Astrid, much as Astrid's eyes went from the horse to Ludi. They both seemed to be asking the same question to the other.

"Mom." She said this quietly now, not even bothering to debate inwardly over the concept of her 'mother.' Alva turned at the call, giving an idle hum to show that she was listening. Astrid cleared her throat again, mystified almost. "Where did…where did they take him? Hiccup, I mean?"

"Thor knows." Her mother grumbled. "You father might know. He went out to get more firewood, but he was there when Hiccup rushed in. He might be able to tell you when he comes back."

She looked down again at the horse. At the present. Her present. From Hiccup. And slowly, her emotions grew from utter confusion to slow, albeit unsure determination. She didn't know her childhood memories. She didn't know her mother's maiden name. She didn't know how her father had asked her mother to marry him. She didn't know her story with Hiccup. She didn't know why she used to hate him, supposedly. She didn't know fully what was going on around here in the slightest, either. She didn't know a lot of things.

But she did know that, backstory or not, there was something between her and Hiccup. She did know that whenever she heard his name, she instantly was charged into whatever was going on. She did know that the little boy that gave her this token of friendship so long ago was the same boy that smiled that broken little smile at her every day since she had forgotten everything. She did know that something was pulling her outside, some part of her struggling to return. And she did know that after all of this…all of these words rushing through her head…and all of these things starting to pile together…she could not remain here and do nothing.

She stood up slowly, reaching over and grabbing Ludi close. She juggled the cat and the small horse in her arms, blue eyes set as she turned and looked over to the door. She couldn't stay here and do nothing. Hiccup, Hiccup, Hiccup…. there was something in that name. Something alive, something real. It was exhilarating and scary at the same time. But it was there nonetheless.

And she was determined to find out what it was.

_I need to know who you are._

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: **And high up above, or down below. When you****'****re too in love to let it go.**

** But if you never try, you****'****ll never know****… ****Just what you****'****re worth.**

** Lights will guide you home. And ignite your bones.**

** And I will try to fix you.**

Fix You - Coldplay

A quicker chapter update. Mostly because the new movie fired me up with the certain need to update again. By the way, I've no idea what Astrid's mom's name was. So I just gave her one. And Alva seemed a pretty enough Norse name, so Alva it was.

But I _will_ wait a bit until uploading the next installment. I haven't been getting as many reviews as I normally do, and I'm really missing all the feedback that I normally get. So I'm going to wait to update the next chapter until I get more reviews. So the faster you send in your comments, the faster I'll start writing the next update! :)

I should change my name to: 'She who brings up seemingly-unimportant things from before and makes them important.' Because I feel like I do that a lot.


	20. Chapter 20

A/N: Sorry this update was a bit later than normal. But I think I'm going to do that from now on, just to kept the review count up. I'm going to wait for at least ten or so reviews before beginning to write then next chapter. Just for the sake of the count. But it was refreshing to hear from you all again! So hopefully it can keep going like this from now on :)

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Stoick sat in his chair, staring forward and looking down at the fire at it snapped and popped in the hearth. He was tense, his shoulders and back rigid and stiff, as if he were ready to get out from the chair at a moment's notice. But his eyes weren't as acute or focused. They were the opposite. They were distant, distracted and almost a little hazy. He wasn't thinking about the fire, or the fact that the house might start leaking from all this rain, or whether or not he could go out and try to reconcile with the Village, or even whether or not he should go out and search for the Night Furies more.

He hadn't been at the scene in the square. He hadn't caught wind of what had happened. He had been in his chair. Staring at the fire. Distant and quiet as his thoughts were cast far back. Not to a specific time. No. The entire time he sat, he never lingered on one moment in particular. They were scattered. But they were all from the same person, the same voice that lingered in his mind. He didn't react to any of the memories. Because he didn't know how to. Each memory — of the same voice — brought with it an emotion. It was there. It was tangible. But he couldn't name any of them. He could only sit and listen, a blank expression written over his face just for the sake of not knowing how else to look.

_Uh__…__I gotta__…__talk to you__…_

_ But if you just listen! You__'__ll be able to-_

_ If a Night Fury with her past__…__could- could come to terms with these things so easily, so could the others! Why can__'__t you see that?_

_ Haven__'__t I shown you that I know more than you think I do?_

_ If you don__'__t give out second chances, I might as well just leave right now! Is that what you want?_

_ You don__'__t know what you__'__re doing. Why can__'__t you just listen to me?_

_ I just wish for once you would remember that I__'__m not stupid!_

That was their last conversation. Ages ago, by now. He'd sent out the search parties. He'd ordered his son to be found. He raged for more progress, more work to be done. But it was all for naught. What else could he do now? His hand slid into a fist where was by his side. He had lost his wife. He had lost his son. Once before and now again. Twice. And now he had lost control of his village, and the people that he had considered his close friends. Mostly caused by the dragons, and the trouble having started after Hiccup had first brought the female Night Fury back to Berk.

He had seen his son bleeding and near death too many times to count since then. He had hovered by his unconscious teen's bedside for hours and hours. He had seen many of his friends die during the vicious Raids against Berk. He had done all this and more, and it all narrowed down to that single dragon. That was where things had started. She had gotten Toothless into some kind of trance. And as he remembered the things that Hiccup had said before, it sounded like she had done the same thing to his son as well.

He would have to finish it himself, if nobody else were to do it. He would have to-

"Stoick."

The Chief jerked at the sound of his name. His eyes cleared, if only just a little bit, and he tore his gaze quickly away from the fire. The sound of the rain sounded even louder, the doorway open to the rest of the world as the person who had spoke stood under its overhang. It was a few seconds before the person realized he would not respond vocally, so they gave a small cough, shutting the door and stepping inside the home slowly. "Stoick." Gobber repeated, eyes weary but jaw locked as he looked at his old friend. "They've…they found Hiccup." He said slowly, choosing his wounds with care.

Stoick's hands clenched at the arms of his chair at this. But still he did not speak.

Gobber cleared his throat again. It was obvious that their last conversation was hanging in the air between them. The two friends having been torn by the events that had occurred before now. Once a strong duo, now it felt like there were miles between them. But Gobber had to do this. Not only was he at wit's end with the thought of losing such a good friend just because the man was high strung, but the last image of Hiccup was imprinted in his mind. The young boy had been thrashing in the hold of the other Vikings, digging his heels into the ground and screaming for help, and for an audience.

He shook his head to clear it. "Spitelout got to him first." He said, knowing how bone-headed the man could be at times. But this was pushing it a little too far in his opinion. "Hiccup brought up the Night Furies again. You know…how he was trying to talk to you about them before?" Stoick didn't reply; he had turned back to the fire. Gobber paused, then went on anyway. "He brought them back here, apparently. He was asking for you, trying to find you. But…I guess you were here."

Stoick got up to his feet, but he kept his back to Gobber, his eyes trained on the fire. A surge of frustration and desperation seized the blacksmith, and he got closer to the Chief. "Stoick, did you hear me? Hiccup is back. He needs you too." He added in a softer tone. The blonde shook his head with a frown. "He looked just awful. And Spitelout got him in the leg with his sword. They took him away, I couldn't get close to him. They're calling him a traitor, Stoick. Stoick, are you listening to me? Didn't you hear what I just told you? Your son is back!"

"Where is he?" Stoick asked, his voice oddly quiet as he still remained turned away.

Gobber paused a moment, searching the man before answering just as softly. "They dragged him away. I think they said something about locking him up in the old dragon stables. They're treating him like some kind of prisoner, Stoick— your _son_."

When Stoick spoke again, it was to ask another question. "And the Night Furies?"

"Somewhere on the island I guess. Or close enough to it. Spitelout asked the same question to him, but he wouldn't answer to him. They're sending out parties right now to try to hunt them down and find them. Hiccup seemed horrified at it…" He trailed off a moment, Stoick turning and going abruptly to the corner of the room. He picked up his axe, the one that Gobber had crafted for him specially his first day as Chief. An old weapon but still much better than any of the others he had. "What are you doing?" Gobber asked, already knowing the answer.

"I'm going after her. The one that started all of this." Stoick growled.

"Now how will you even know who's who out there?" Gobber demanded a bit sourly. But he watched as Stoick got his things together, completely disregarding what Gobber said. He'd only seen his friend this worried, and that was when he had chained Toothless in order to find the Dragon's Nest. The thought caused a strike of worry to spark itself inside of him, but the blonde did his best to shrug it aside. Things couldn't be as bad as they'd nearly gotten last time. "Not to mention it's pouring buckets out there. You can hardly see in front of your nose anymore."

"She's caused enough problems." Stoick snapped, going over to finally face the man head-on. "It's time that we end all of this, Gobber. We can't let the Night Furies back here— not after what they've done. People have died. And more will unless we get them all out of here." Gobber opened his mouth to object, but Stoick shook his head before he could get a single word out. "These dragons can't be accepted. I won't accept them. And I'm still Chief, no matter what anybody else says."

Gobber frowned with a small sigh. "Maybe you need to slow down." He said apprehensively. "Stoick, you can't go on like this. You have to relax. You've been tighter than usual these days, and that's saying something." He attempted to make a joke to ease the tension, but it didn't work as Stoick kept looking at him with that odd expression he'd adopted recently. He sighed instead, shaking his head and backtracking. "Why won't you just do it?" He asked in his exhale.

He looked at him blankly. "I don't understand what you mean." He said.

"You do too." He objected. "Go to Hiccup, Stoick." His voice was softer now, and he looked at the Chief almost imploringly. "He's in danger, Stoick. If not from the Village than from himself. They're treating him like a traitor and Thor knows what's going to happen to him after the island deals with the dragons. Just go and find him. Talk some sense into him. At least take _care _of him!" His voice sharpened at this and he took in a small breath before moving on quickly. "He's your son, Stoick. If you won't take care of him, who will?"

"When the Night Furies are gone. And the female is dead." Stoick growled in response, not noticing Gobber's exasperation. The man stilled as he said this though, eyeing Stoick wearily, at the way that he held himself and the look in his eyes. He'd spent days trying to figure out the look and what was behind it. It wasn't anger….not really anyway. Maybe regret, but not entirely that, even. It was like he was caring immensely for something but just didn't know what to do because of it. "Then I can go back to Hiccup, and explain everything." Stoick went on, eyes flashing.

"Stoick…killing her might do more harm than good."

"She's nearly killed my son too many times, Gobber. And she's gotten far too close."

"Is that what this is about?"

He didn't answer. He merely stared levelly at Gobber, waiting for him to say something else. He searched, certainly trying to figure out at least something to get out. But he couldn't. He could see both sides of the situation. It was true what Stoick was aiming for. The Night Furies had certainly done more harm than good, and they had half as many people as they did before all of this mess was stirred up. And while Stoick didn't exactly show it, Gobber knew him far too well to understand that every time Hiccup got injured, it was like he got the same injuries.

But Hiccup seemed so sure of himself. And the boy had a very good head on his shoulders usually. After all, look at what he had accomplished with harebrained schemes like these. It was cutting it close, much too close. He sighed, torn between two halves and not sure at all what to do from here. Thunder rumbled outside as soon as the thought registered, and he glanced back outside, remembering how much of a torrent was going on right now. But the Vikings had all decided to go out anyway. And now so was Stoick.

Reluctantly, he sighed. And then he gave a small nod. "Fine." He said flatly. "But I'm going with you." Stoick stiffened at this, more out of surprise than anything. But Gobber just shook his head again. "I know what I said before." He said, remembering the fight that had taken place in the Great Hall. "But I can't let you go out there alone. No matter what's happened before now." He didn't leave any room for argument. And he crossed his arms as he looked at the Chief expectantly, waiting for him to react.

Stoick turned, picking up a sword and handing it to Gobber silently.

As good a reply as any.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Mistyeyes managed to console Toothless. The gray dragoness had curled herself around him affectionately, worried eyes trained on the entrance of the Cove as she murmured soft words of encouragement to the male. Toothless' ears were flat against his head as she talked, and under any other circumstance, he would have snapped at her that was fine and that he didn't need to be treated with such care. But he didn't utter a word, sitting there with his head bowed in something akin to grief as Nightflight rounded up the other dragons. She hadn't stopped to try and help Mistyeyes with dealing with Toothless, they didn't have enough time for her to stop long enough to do so. And she wasn't sure how much Toothless would appreciate her being involved in this also.

So Nightflight had rallied the party together with a few brisk words, trying to comfort the group with a quick, business-like tone. Acting as if nothing was wrong would do better than hurrying them and nudging them like Toothless had done. And it worked. Leap and Brightsky, nervous and mumbling back and forth together before, had fallen into a relieved quiet as Nightflight took charge. Giving out quick orders, she managed to get the group heading up the ridge, instructing the Night Furies that they were to be absolutely silent as they headed back to the beach with Shadowclaw and Leafdapple. She made sure to stress the words for the mother and the youngling that had caused this problem in the first place, though she would never go so far as to outright state the reason for her emphasis.

She had to nudge Toothless and Mistyeyes the most. The group had already made it up the tumbled rocks, Nightflight taking up the rear. She had sighed under her breath, raising her voice a bit reluctantly to call back down to the pair. "Come on!" She hissed, wincing at her own volume but knowing that they wouldn't be able to hear her any other way. "We can't finish this with the two of you sitting down there all night long!"

The pair relented easily, Mistyeyes drawing back and nosing Toothless' ear affectionately one last time before stepping back. "It'll be fine." She smiled tenderly, eyes soft as she looked at the male. "I promise it'll all work out. This was just a setback." Toothless didn't reply, but he gave the dragoness a grateful blink, turning and walking closely beside her as they scaled the rocks. "We can figure out what to do once we get to Shadowclaw and Leafdapple." Mistyeyes added as they reached Nightflight, addressing her as much as she was Toothless. "Right? Maybe we can take shelter on a nearby island. Fly away before anyone can even notice we were here in the first place."

Nightflight started to reply, the trio walking in the back of the group as they retraced their steps back down the slope to the beach. But Toothless interrupted, green eyes narrowing instantly as he flared. "I am _not _leaving Hiccup." He snapped tensely, regretting his sharp tone as he relaxed instantly. The dragon shook his head, repeating his words but making sure his voice was softer this time. "No. I won't. And besides," He glanced back at his tail fin with a dismal look. "I can't."

Mistyeyes fell silent, having forgot that part. Toothless had smashed his other tail fin out of anger — the one that had still borne Hiccup's bloodied handprint from before. Now Toothless would be unable to fly unless Hiccup was there to control his movements. "…Oh." She rasped softly, blue eyes strained as they trained themselves onto Toothless. The Night Fury sighed heavily, not meeting her gaze as he looked straight ahead.

The rain made maneuvering things harder. Younglings slipped in the thick mud, barely holding back their wails of frustration and digest as they were sucked out by their parents. Even Mistyeyes was starting to grow irritated as thick mud squeezed in between her claws and toes, the female stopping every so often to flick the clumps away with an irritated look. But Nightflight was taking the worst of it all. Being blind made getting around hard enough in general by herself. Adding this torrential downpour into the mix, and she felt like she was wandering aimlessly, heart in her throat as she tried to keep as close to Mistyeyes as she could without drawing attention to herself. They had enough to deal with as it was. Adding her disability to the mix wouldn't make things better at all.

"Nightflight?" The female froze at the sound of her name, stiffening as she realized that she couldn't tell exactly who it was. The rain was blocking out the scents of the dragons she used to tell them apart from one another. Without that, she was unable to tell one from the other; and with the loud roar of the rain, it was a miracle she could hear the voice at all, let alone distinguish it. She was relieved as she felt the dragon fall into step beside her and clarify before she was subjected to asking outright. "It's me, Clearsky." The male paused awkwardly, wincing to himself as he went on quickly. "I mean— of course you know it's me. I just didn't-"

"It's fine." Nightflight said with a small dip of the head. Of course it was Clearsky; not a lot of other dragons were comfortable with engaging conversation with Nightflight unless Mistyeyes was sitting beside her at the same time. And besides, he'd been relatively friendly as of late. Ever since they had started to get closer to Berk. But the exact reason that he decided to grow friendly to her, she'd no idea. "You know we aren't supposed to really be talking right now." She sighed, ever the social one as she shook her head quickly, a raindrop landing in the dead center of her eye as she growled.

"Right. Right, yeah I know. I'm sorry." Clearsky muttered, glancing up at the sky to try and see some bit of sun. But it was useless as all he was met with were more thick clouds. The dragon huffed softly underneath his breath, ears flicking back and forth and wings shivering every so often. He glanced at Nightflight, ears slick against his head as he cleared his throat a little too loudly. Nightflight lashed her tail at the loud noise, and Clearsky tensed. "Uh— do you have any idea what we're going to do now?" He asked in a small whisper.

Nightflight shook her head, not answering audibly as she stumbled over a tree root. She cursed, losing her footing as she awkwardly slid down the ground. She was instantly covered in mud, a deep scowl coming over her face as she struggling to get back up and retain dignity. Clearsky went rigid as she fell, and he stood stock-still as the blind dragoness fought to regain herself. It took him a few moments, but he eventually leaned down, assisting her up with a small grimace. "You okay?" He asked in concern, looking her over. "Is your foot injured? That was- kinda a nasty spill…."

"I'm fine." Nightflight huffed, the angered expression etched into her face permanently it seemed as she stepped away from him abruptly. "Come on, we have to get back over to the group. And would you stop talking? I thought I made myself clear when I asked for _silence _on the way back." Not saying another word, she spun around and walked briskly after the others, making up for lost time as she haphazardly quickened her pace in the mud. Clearsky straightened, eyes a little wide at her sudden take-off. Then he shook himself, giving a small hum of agreement as he looped after the female as fast as he could.

Mistyeyes had been walking behind the pair, at Toothless' side. Toothless was busy, looking around the forest and keeping an eye out for anything that could bring along danger or a warning of trouble. But the gray dragoness had kept her eyes trained on the two dragons in front of them, her eyes not missing a single interaction between the two of them. And as they looped away, the female couldn't help but let a small smile grace he features, a hint of amusement causing her tail to curl up affectionately.

Despite everything, not all was lost.

Not yet.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

"…and then I just turned to Toothless — and you can tell that he was seriously up to his chin in eels by now — and I look at him and I ask: 'Are you happy now?' And he just _rolls his eyes _and he goes- h-he goes…." Shadowclaw broke off, blinking and straightening suddenly. "Mistyeyes? Toothless, Nightflight? W-What are you guys doing back so early? Was it that quick?" The younger dragon had been doing his best to distract the group that had been entrusted to him. After all, since he and Leafdapple had been located the farthest away from the island, they had been left with most of the younglings. So, since they didn't have much of a need to be as quiet as the others had, Shadowclaw had started to entertain the dragons that were with him. And entertainment, of course, led to funny stories about Toothless and the others.

"Change of plans." Mistyeyes said, shouldering her way through the Night Furies to meet the younger two. Leafdapple, who had been sitting off the side listening with a soft smile, was immediately serious once more, getting up to her feet and trotting over to meet them. Toothless and Nightflight came up next, the female lingering closely to Toothless' side as she had given up trying to walk by herself. Toothless had laid a tail over the other's shoulders as a form of guidance, and it seemed to be working for now as Nightflight kept up with the others easily.

Shadowclaw's smile he'd been wearing before had dashed, and now he was left looking a little lost as Mistyeyes turned her worried eyes over to him. "Hiccup was taken." She didn't bother to lower her voice as she said this. The reaction was mixed to the words. Those who already knew bowed their heads, or narrowed their eyes, or exchanged uneasy glances. Those who didn't sucked in sharp breaths of shock, eyes widening and younglings crowing with grief at this.

Off to the side, Amber let out a yowl of distress, flapping her wings quickly as she got a few inches off the ground. "No!" She yelled, one of Hiccup's biggest fans by far. "I want Hiccup back! Bring him back! Where is he!?" Thankfully the others seemed to grasp that they weren't as safe as they had previously thought. Rapid shushing spread through the gathered, and the youngling fell into a saddened silence as she plopped back down onto the beach with a small thud. Toothless looked pained at the sight of it, but there wasn't much he could do from the head of the group and everything that was going on. So he turned back and looked down at Shadowclaw, clearing his throat.

"You have to leave." Toothless said, speaking above the wind howling around them. Mistyeyes stiffened at once at the suggestion. She flared, wings shooting out at her sides. But Toothless cut off whatever she was about to say. "You and the others take everyone to the nearest island. I need to go back and help Hiccup. But you all stay here and you'll find yourself in just as much trouble as Hiccup's in right now!" He glanced over the ocean, eyes flashing as he absorbed its harsh, mid-storm waves. "You'll have to be careful when you're flying, though. One wrong wingstroke and you could end up at the bottom of the-"

"We didn't discuss this version of the plan!" Mistyeyes yelped immediately, turning and looking at Toothless wish a hard glare. Her voice was nearly carried away by the wind, and Shadowclaw staggered to the side with a wince as he was buffeted to the side by a particularly strong one. The storm must be right over them now, or at least just now nearing them. It hadn't been this windy a moment ago. "Toothless, you can't do that! Don't you realize that that's _exactly _what Hiccup wanted to do? Go off by himself and have the others retreat? Look where it got him!"

Toothless returned her hard look, tail whipping off of Nightflight as he lashed it behind him. The female tensed as she found herself solitary again. Almost unconsciously, the dragoness dug her claws into the rocky beach, locking her jaw backwards as she tried to focus on what was going on around her. But with the spitting rain and now-biting wind, it was even harder than before. "Mistyeyes, we don't have time to argue!" Toothless snapped, oblivious to Nightflight as he looked from Shadowclaw to Mistyeyes. "You've got to go back! I can catch up once I have Hiccup and-"

"And what?" Leafdapple piped up from Shadowclaw's side, where she normally was. Toothless, caught off-guard by her sudden interruption, turned quickly at this. The younger flicked her ears, looking upset at the turn of events. But she went on anyway. "Even if you mange to find Hiccup, get him out of wherever they're most likely keeping him, turn around in this storm, and make it back to wherever you think we should go, what then? We can't come back! There'll be Vikings all over the place! This is the only chance we have to make things right, we can't just let it go. And Hiccup would say the same if he were here!" She ended with a small squeak, staggering a bit as she made a face at the weather.

"Well this isn't really working out in the first place, is it?" Toothless asked stubbornly, eyes narrowing as he glanced back at the watching Night Furies. "We can't keep them here! Especially all clumped together like this! It wouldn't take five minutes for a Viking search party to find them all, and who knows what could happen when we can't explain! Explaining wouldn't even work— Hiccup tried explaining already!" He took in a small breath, shaking his head dismally. "Please. You all just need to-"

"Aren't you all forgetting something?" Nightflight asked loudly where she stood. The others quieted, and she knew she had their attention with this one. She shifted on the rocks, wincing a bit as they had started to embed themselves in between her claws. "It was rule one during flying lessons." She went on. "We were never supposed to take flight in a storm! Especially one as bad as this! You try to take off and you'll be swept right back onto shore! If not into the ocean before you can get a few feet out! Our wings are too big – and no amount of muscle work can handle as strong of winds."

"We can work around that." Toothless growled, shaking his head.

"I'm sure you could." Nightflight returned, only half of her words tinged with sarcasm. "But it would take you forever in any normal circumstances. Not to mention you would get too tired before you could reach the nearest island. But we have little ones." Her voice dropped a little at the weight that her words carried, and Toothless' face fell as well as she reminded him of this. Mistyeyes glanced at the crowd, a nervous glint in her eyes as her feet shuffled against the loose stones. Nightflight shook her head again. "We would barely make it just the five of us. We would never be able to fly with the others like we have been doing. And the little ones wouldn't stand a chance against the wind. Or the waves." She added, picturing the horrid image of a youngling going under the waves like Amber did. And this time not surfacing.

Silence filled itself in between the dragons for a moment. Then Shadowclaw spoke up, green eyes a little wide as he asked: "So….what _do _we do now?"

Mistyeyes glanced down to the ocean, taking in the choppy waves that were already buffeted by the hazardous winds. She tried to picture them flying through the mess of a storm, but she knew it could never work. Nightflight was right, their wingspan was too sensitive to such strong forces. It would take a well-fit adult ages to try and battle such weather. She closed her eyes briefly, ducking her head before turning back and looking at the crowd, as if sizing them up. "…we'll have to hide." She managed, her voice too soft to be heard even by Toothless, who was standing right beside her.

"What?" The dragon asked loudly, turning and looking back over at her quizzically.

She related herself, much louder this time. "We have to hide!" She exclaimed, throwing her voice far so that it would go over the crowd of dragons as well. Their eyes rounded out with surprise, and she hurried to quell any nerves that might be surfacing. "The storm should slow the Vikings down, at least a little bit!" Toothless made a face at this. If any group of people were as well-adjusted to such foul weather as this, it was the people that were on Berk. And who knew how long this storm would last, anyway. "We need to take that chance and scatter throughout the island! It's our only hope that we have if we can't fly away!"

"That's the best we can do?" Clearsky yelled where he sat. He wasn't angry, just upset as he titled his head to the side. Mistyeyes frowned a bit guiltily at the question, realizing that right now some dragons were probably rethinking their decision to come back with them. Not that they were out of line in doing so, but still. "Hide and just wait for them to find us? How are we supposed to show that we want to be on the island like that?"

Leap flattened her ears where she sat nearby. "I wanted to be a part of Berk; not get hunted down like I was an animal!"

"Where's Hiccup?" Amber wailed again from her mother's paws.

Mistyeyes, feeling a pit of despair opening up in her stomach, tried to think of something to say to comfort them. But Toothless beat her to it. "Listen up!" He snapped, eyes hardening as he stepped forward to be in front of the others. The group quieted, however reluctantly. "I know that you all would rather have Hiccup! And frankly, I would rather have him here in charge than than us!" The others snorted where they sat behind the Night Fury, but he didn't react to any of them. "That's why we're doing it this way! We don't have Hiccup to speak for us, and Nightflight can't make the humans understand what we have to say!" Once again, the dragoness' shoulders hunched at this. "So we need to improvise as best as we can!

"That means that we have to take shelter! We need to play out as long as we can! At least we need to wait out this storm! Then, if Hiccup is still missing, we can set out for another island then." Regret shone bright in his eyes as he said this, and Mistyeyes felt a pull of sympathy for the male. But he shook himself and went on with a glance at the sky. "But until then, you all need to split up and hide as best as you can. Once it stops raining so hard and once the winds die down, we can all meet back here on the beach and leave the island if that's what we need by then! Okay?"

"You mean we'll be by ourselves?" Talon demanded, looking incredulous.

"Only for a little while." Toothless tried a bit weakly. "Until the storm passes." He paused, debating as he looked over those assembled. "You can probably withstand a group of two or three, but after that it would be too big. We would rather be all together like this, but Vikings would be able to see us a mile away." The Night Furies shifted, grumbling and muttering reluctant agreements. But it was obvious that they were getting stiffer, the air alive with a new sense of fear at the thought of splitting up. "If we're scattered it'll be easier to hide. Think of it this way: do you hunt with a big group of dragons? You keep by yourself where you can move silently and stay out of harm's way and sight."

"Where are we supposed to go? We don't know the island!" A female asked loudly.

"As long as you know how to get back to the shore here, you'll be fine." Mistyeyes said bracingly, seeing that this was now their safest and pretty much only bet. "And once the storm dies down — when you'll need to return here — it'll be easier to scent out where the others are. Just follow your nose." Her logic and reason, bracing against the idea of maneuvering in foreign territory, was met with silence. There wasn't much anyone else could object with, and it was obvious as nobody else tried to do just that. She cleared her throat after a moment, pressing: "You went off on your own on the other islands we had to stop at on the way here. And you didn't need any help finding your way back then."

Again, there was silence.

"It'll all work out." Toothless assured kindly, voice more tender than it had been a moment before as he realized that there would be fears for the others. There was fear for him as well, though probably a very different kind than anyone else's. He just wanted to get back to Hiccup, he wanted to find the human and make sure that he was okay. And that whatever his cry was about from before that it was better now. The longer he stayed away from him was another moment that something could go wrong. "Promise. Just keep your head down low and make sure you listen around you. The rain dulls the senses, but ours will be better than the humans'."

It was quiet again for a second. Then Clearsky spoke up again, sounding nervous now. "Where will you go?" He asked slowly, looking at the entire group up ahead. Mistyeyes stilled at the question, blinking rapidly. Where _would _they go? They had taken control of the Pack up until this very moment from the beginning. They couldn't very well abandon them just when things were getting bad like this. Clearsky watched them intently as they turned back and exchanged glances. Toothless replied first, as his answer was the easiest to get out.

"I'll head back for the village." He said slowly. "I need to go and get Hiccup and help him where he needs it. Plus, the Vikings know me a lot more than any of you." He said, pushing his voice in order to make it sound more optimistic than he really felt. "They probably wouldn't do anything rash if they saw me or Mistyeyes or Shadowclaw. So I wouldn't be put into too much danger if I get caught." Nightflight's tail lashed at this, but she kept her mouth shut wisely.

"Don't worry where we'll go." Mistyeyes said once the others didn't make a move to answer either. Shadowclaw and Leafdapple were staring at her rather openly, it was obvious that the younger two would do whatever she instructed them to. "We don't have any more time." She went on, rushing her voice with another habitual glance to the sky. Usually she could tell how much time was passing by the movement of the sun or the moon. Now that the sky was pitch black with clouds, it was impossible to do just that. How far would the Vikings have made it now? She lowered her voice as the thought raced through her mind. "You all need to leave and take cover wherever you can. Please be careful and please be safe. I know that things seem a little bleak by now, but we'll make it out. You can trust us to work it all out."

It was easier to relax when you could know that the situation was being handled by others. When you were told that all you had to do was hide and wait for the solution to leap into your paws, it was an instantly-reassuring concept. For them. Not so much for the ones who now held the responsibility for everything.

Mistyeyes stood and watched as one by one the group dissipated. The stronger, bolder ones, took off without a second thought. On silent feet, they streaked up towards the forest, their bellies low to the ground and ears flat against their head as they started to disappear into the foliage. The more wary took a few more moments; they kept glancing up towards the main leaders of the operation as if they had a few more questions, but they always backed away before Mistyeyes could offer any more say on the matter.

Some in a pair, others in a trio, the Pack slowly melted away. Toothless watched as more and more vanished, all of them trying their best to space themselves out as they took different directions into the woods. "They aren't happy." He noticed in a small sigh, frowning as he observed their leaving. Clearsky and a few others were all that remained, Leap and Brightsky turning together to head down the beach a bit farther a ways. "They don't want to be all on their own."

"Can you blame them?" Mistyeyes asked, eyes troubled as she leaned against the male's side. "I don't even want to be by myself if I can help it." She glanced at him with a weary expression. "…Do you want me to come with you? To try and find Hiccup?" Toothless didn't answer at first, and she leaned forward to lock their gazes together in concern. "You don't know what'll be waiting for you in the Village anymore, Toothless. Not after everything's changed like it has."

"I'll find nothing." Toothless clarified, sounding unusually forceful in his answer. "All the Vikings will be out on the island. The hard part won't be finding wherever Hiccup is in the village, Mistyeyes, it'll be getting there in the first place." Mistyeyes tried to think of some way that she could rebut his statement. But she could see the logic in his argument, and she drew back a bit reluctantly with a small nod. His ear flicked, and he turned to rasp his tongue over the female's forehead affectionately. "Don't worry. I have it all figured out. I'll be back with Hiccup before you know it and then we can end this whole thing. If I don't get Hiccup, then who will?"

Clearsky turned, ears down against his head as he started over to their group, his eyes narrowed against the pouring rain and trained over to Nightflight. The female was oblivious to his stare, having sidled over a little awkwardly to be beside Shadowclaw. He stopped, unsure as he tilted his head back and forth indecisively. But then he turned, spraying up mud as he took off in the opposite direction instead.

"Be safe." Mistyeyes said flatly in return. This was the second time that they had had this conversation, but it was more meaningful this time. There was real danger now, they had no idea what had the potential to happen. "I mean it. Please don't put yourself into some sort of horrible life-or-death situation without me to drag you out of it." Her blue eyes were round and troubled, her voice having an unnaturally hard edge to it as she eyed her mate. "I have to stay back and make sure nothing goes wrong back here, I can't be watching your trail for you."

There wasn't much she could do here. There wasn't much anybody could do. If a Viking party were to find a Night Fury, they couldn't fight back. They couldn't react in any sort of way that would make them seem less than willing to cooperate with the humans. But she had promised that she would take care of the others. Somehow she had to try and enforce her vow. Plans and ways of ensuring safety were already running through the back of her mind, a habit that she had picked up ever since the Night Furies had first started to look up to her as a leader. Hopefully she could be able to build off of it.

"I promise." Toothless murmured softly, taking in her worried state and knowing that he would have to work fast. Hiccup. Hiccup was the backbone to this. If there was anybody that could save them now, it would have to be him. "Keep them safe. You and the others. I know you can." Mistyeyes nodded tensely at this, bracing her shoulders as if she were holding up the importance of her duty. Toothless' eyes softened and he leaned over to lick her one last time before turning and racing away like the others had done in front of him. Mistyeyes watched him go, blue eyes heavy with sadness before turning back and meeting the others' gazes.

"What do we do now?" Shadowclaw asked, looking up at the adult with a worried look.

"The best that we can." Mistyeyes answered hollowly.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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**I don****'****t know you. But I want you all the more for that.**

** Words fall through me. And always fool me.**

** And I can****'****t react.**

Falling Slowly — Once
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Astrid stood on the stoned pathway, her lips pushed tightly together as she watched silently. Ludi was curled around her feet, the cat looking up with plaintive eyes as she kneaded the ground with her paws. Astrid held the wooden horse tightly to her chest, her blue eyes heavy with a certain weight as she stared straight ahead. She went unnoticed in the chaos that was happening around her, the entire village too busy splitting up and arming themselves for the Night Furies. Children were hustled back inside, fathers and those strong enough and willing enough to fight were distributing weapons. Weapons that seemed much too sharp.

The storm was raging around them, white flashes lighting up the sky and shedding a cold glare over the goings-on. The blonde's clothes and hair stuck to her from all the rain, and mud long since coated her shoes from her sinking in the mud. She had told her parents that she would go and see Gothi; she had said that she would have felt more comfortable going alone and as soon as she could. She had expected more of a fight from her mother and father, but they had eventually caved and let her leave.

But she didn't know the way to Gothi. And she wasn't bothering to try and learn it.

She watched as groups left. She watched husbands kiss their wives, ruffle their sons' hair and kiss their daughters' cheeks. It was a heavy sort of feeling to watch them depart, in more ways than a simple one. Spitelout didn't seem to share the thought though, stone-faced and expressionless as he barked out orders to be followed. And the village listened to him, even though she knew that Hiccup's father was the Chief. There must have been a shift in power. Or was there even a central power? Somehow, with the hazardous way that things have been going now, it was starting to seem that, really, there was none at all.

Some were guarding the island, some were fortifying the buildings not only against the Night Furies, but the incoming brunt of the storm, and others were preparing to leave while others had already done so. It was hectic, and a mess, and Astrid knew for a fact that she could do what she wanted and not be burdened with complications or misguidance. Not now at least, but maybe later. It wouldn't much used to worry though— she had already made up her mind on what she was going to do. What she was supposed to do.

"So…father…" She'd said softly, having lingered by the door with the horse ever since her mother had offered her father's knowledge in place of hers. Her father had stopped short, surprised to see his daughter so close to the door and waiting for him. He had shifted the load of firewood in his hands, sopping wet and likely not to light in the first place, turning a curious look over at the teenager as he waited for her to go on. "Where did they take…that boy?" She asked, trying not to look as interested as she really was. "Mom said she didn't know, but that you were there."

"Oh." Her father had looked from Alva to Astrid, looking a tad confused. He shrugged. "I was there. Couldn't get very close though. Everyone was pressing to see what in Thor's name was going on." Astrid's grip had clenched around the wooden statue, fingernails digging into the designs as she waited tensely for him to go on. "I did hear that Bucket and Clueless were going to put him in the Dragon Stables. Somewhere he couldn't well get out of and cause more trouble I suppose." He said this as if it were a trivial thing, stepping around Astrid and making for the fire pit, which was gradually going out. The room was getting colder and colder without its warmth.

"Oh." She had said softly, forehead creasing. Dragon Stables? Where were those? "I guess that's the best place for him…" She murmured, Ludi's tail lashing as her tone took a much more careful sort of approach. But if her father noticed her sudden change, he didn't show a sign of it. He just leaned down with a sigh, trying to revive the wet logs as best he could. Astrid cleared her throat, having shifted her weight back and forth a little nervously. "You know…because it's so far away from everything else." She said, almost ending it in a question, but knowing better to as she switched it the last moment.

She had gone stiff, waiting for her father's answer. She had to know where the Dragon Stables were to do anything else. Her father paused, debating. Then he offered another shrug. "I suppose it is." He said in agreement, Astrid immediately wondering whether that meant the stables would be to the left of her house to the right. "There's not much of a way out either. I guess you wouldn't remember but it's part of the place you used to go and learn how to kill dragons before all of this. It was made to make sure that dragons could move around it but not be able to get out. So the dragon cages inside should be more than enough to keep Hiccup in one place." He said this as if Hiccup had a record of disappearing.

"I used to go there?" Astrid echoed, turning and putting the horse down on the table with a soft plop at this. She retired instead to petting Ludi, hiding her slightly-shaking hands as she stroked the animal. "So it's within walking distance?" She'd asked, wincing a bit at the rather obvious-sounding question. At least to her it sounded obvious. But that was just because she knew what she was trying, she told herself mentally. It would be fine. She didn't quite enjoy tricking the person who had seemed very friendly and loving to her. But she reminded herself that it was for a good cause at least.

"Yeah." Her father had answered, narrowing his eyes to thoughtful slits as he examined a log in his hands critically. "About a few minutes that way. You used to walk over with your friends all the time." He said, waving vaguely to the left of their house. Astrid followed his gesture, narrowing her eyes thoughtfully as she tightened her hold onto Ludi. "I wouldn't guess that you'd remember your friends, though." He added, dropping the subject now as he turned his back to the girl.

She'd paused for a long moment, forehead creased with thought. Below a rise. Somewhere to the left. Used to be able to keep in dragons so it must be rather big and noticeable. She'd just have to find it later on. "…no, I don't." She said slowly, finding her chance to excuse herself as she turned and looked at both her parents. "And I feel bad. About not remembering anybody. Or you two." She'd added, grabbing Ludi and tucking the little horse back behind the cat and out of sight. "…I think I should go see Gothi. Now. Before anything else happens."

Which led to an argument. Which came to an agreement. Which ended up in her leaving. Which resulted to her standing in the rain out of sight from her house, with a very wet cat sitting at her feet and a little horse close to her chest. The blonde was oblivious to the looks that were sent her way, some filled with sympathy, some filled with suspicion. All she was doing was focusing on what was going on, and waiting for the right moment for Spitelout to pass her. Though the thought of going up to face the man was frightening, she didn't have much a choice unless she wanted to go back to her own room and get her own things, which would bring questions from her family. And she didn't want to lie to them any more than she could help from now on.

It was forever until she found her moment. Half of herself would have rather missed it entirely, but she shook it off quickly. Spitelout, his sharpened sword in hand, had started to stalk across the clearing, going over to meet up with other Vikings that were nearer to the forest beyond. Astrid cleared her throat, her boots making a hollow sucking sound as she wrenched them out of the mud. She left behind deep footprints behind her, and Ludi leapt up to feet and looped behind her as she rushed to the man.

"Spitelout!" She puffed, voice a small squeak as she jogged after him. The blonde grimaced and cleared her throat as he turned and looked at her with one eyebrow raised. His eyes flashed at the sight of her, but he didn't say anything, going silent as he looked hard at the girl. She coughed again, clasping her hands tightly in front of her in order to try and stifle their shaking, and to try and hide it from sight. "I…" She paused, falling silent. Then she sucked in a sharp breath, looking up and meeting the man's gaze head-on. "I want to help." She announced, her voice steady. Spitelout looked surprised at this, and she used that as encouragement as she pressed on. "I want to help with the Night Furies. If you'll have me."

It was a moment before the Viking replied. Astrid reached up and pushed back her damp bangs that were sticking to her forehead, blinking against the rain as it hammered down relentlessly. "I thought you were sick." Spitelout said eventually, still having that suspicious air about him as he sized the girl up. She cursed inwardly at this, but did her best to maneuver around it. "You're feeling better then?" He asked, Astrid not quite enjoying the tone that his voice was adopting.

But nevertheless, the girl straightened, giving an affirmative nod. "I feel fine." She said, voice hard with resolution. "I got back from seeing Gothi. She said that my memory will return pretty soon." She fervently hoped that that seemed like something the medical person would say. She was winging it rather dangerously right now— but then again, 'winging it' was rather easy for her. She wondered how many times she had done it before now to give her such a way with lying. She'd been doing it a lot lately… "But I don't want to wait until then. I can fight just as well as I could before." She recalled the time that Hiccup had told her she was one of the best axe throwers in the village. Did Spitelout know that?

He must. Because he looked Astrid up and down once again, the girl able to see the gears working in his mind. He was torn obviously. A girl who'd been gone just as long as Hiccup coming back sick and without any memory at all. It sounded odd in the loosest sense of the word, and suspicious in the least. Shifting a bit as she could see the thoughts roaming towards the more negative region. Quickly, she took another step forward. "Please." She said flatly, eyes narrowing. "I may not be able to remember exactly what happened here, but I can see most of it already. I want to help." She paused briefly, then: "I have a feeling that the Night Furies could be related to how I lost my memory." Her fists clenched at her sides, and her eyes narrowed as she said this.

Spitelout stopped. Considered this. But then he shook his head, Astrid's heart and hopes dropping immediately at the refusal. Her shoulders drooped, and her eyes widened a little with indignation as she took her step backwards again. "No." Spitelout said. "You're staying here. Out of the way." He left no room for objection, and it was obvious by the way that he looked at her that he expected none to come from her mouth. She snapped it shut, swallowing back the bile rising in her throat as she found herself losing ground. "We don't know your story." He said, the way he said it almost coming out as a sarcastic scoff. Like he thought she knew more than she was letting on. "So you're going to go back home and stay there."

_Who are you to tell me where to go? Who are you to be doing any of this? What right do you have to declare where I should go and where I shouldn__'__t? _The fierce thoughts slammed through her skull, and her hands balled into fists as she found herself being treated like some stupid child. But when she spoke, it was accompanied with a small nod of her head. "…I see…" She whispered softly, barely audible over the rain as she ducked her head low, closing her eyes. But she couldn't give up so easily. She had to least try for one thing…

"Can I at least have a weapon?" She pressed, looking back up with an imploring expression. "In case the Night Furies get this far I want to be able to do something. And I don't have any at my house I can use." She lied, thinking back to the pile at her bedside. But if she went and got one of them, that would arise unneeded questions from her mom and dad. And she didn't want that.

"They won't get this far." Spitelout snapped.

She kept her crestfallen look onto the man, pleading silently.

He growled under his breath, clearly growing impatient with the girl. She was delaying his leave, she knew. And it was starting to take its toll on the Viking as he glanced every so often to the group near the trees. She wrung her hands together, looking anxious now as she shifted and rocked on her heels, waiting with bated breath for his answer. And when it came, she tensed a little, but visibly. "You can look in the Blacksmith's." He said flatly, voice almost angry as he glared at her. "But go back to your house right after. You don't need to be out here; don't think you've gotten away from all of this with your little story."

Astrid flared inwardly at the jab, but she smiled innocently on the outside. "Thank you, Spitelout!" She said quickly, itching to get out of his hair before he could pause long enough to think it over more. She leaned down and hoisted Ludi back up into her arms, her wet bangs swinging back down into her line of vision again and Ludi's paws leaving muddied footprints against the fabric. But she didn't stop to try and fix either of those things. Juggling the weight in her arms, she turned and located the tall building that Spitelout had glanced to when he gave her instructions. That looked like a pretty good Blacksmith place. Hard to see in the all the rain, but she was going with her gut with this one. Oddly enough her gut was turning out to be more conniving than she had originally thought. "I'll stay!" She said, adding one more lie on top of the mix as she scurried away.

Spitelout looked after her, watching her go with an angry, suspicious look. And he reluctantly turned and walked the other way, jaw locking backwards as he made for the others. He would sort her out when he got back. After he'd dealt with the dragons.

And after he'd dealt with the traitor.

Astrid panted with the effort of slugging through the mud. Her boots sunk deep in the mess as she ran. and the raindrops kept landing in her eyes, causing her to flinch and blink them away rapidly. The storm was proving a major inconvenience for her so far. But she managed to make it to the Blacksmith's, freezing cold as she finally was able to get under a roof again. The air was chillier, and her teeth quickly got to chattering as she turned and put Ludi down on one of the tables. The cat immediately shook out her fur, eyes wide as she fluffed it up for warmth.

An axe. Hiccup had said she was best with an axe. She turned and started to rummage around as quickly as she could, casting rapid glances out to the island and looking over the village with darting eyes. It was gradually emptying of everybody that was going out for the dragons. The others would be patrolling the island. Which threw yet another gap into whatever scheme she was plotting. She wasn't even sure of her own plan yet, to be truthful. She was just following her — somewhat surprising — gut and knowing her main goal. She just had to do whatever she could to reach it.

Sword? No. Shield? Wouldn't do her much good…a mace? She wasn't sure she could manage that one.

"Astrid! There you are! Geez, we've been looking everywhere!" Astrid yelped sharply as her name was called, heat rushing through her as she leapt nearly a foot into the air. She slammed her head up against one of the shields hanging over her head, the girl wincing as she held the sore spot tightly, grimacing as she whined underneath her breath. Blinking open her eyes, she turned to wherever the voice had come from, straightening as she let her arms drop back down to her sides. Four teenagers her age were approaching quickly, four dragons in tow behind them as well, though one with two heads. "Well, I guess we didn't look in your house." The one who spoke went on, a burly, dark-headed teenager. "…that might've been a good idea…"

They all congregated beside her in the Blacksmith's, the blonde's eyes a little wide as she looked from one to another. A rather pudgy boy, the tough-looking one who'd spoken, and two that looked nearly identical, yet a girl and boy respectively. She tried to fish out names from her subconscious, but it wasn't really working out for her. Surprise, surprise. So she cleared her throat, making a face as she asked a little guiltily: "…who're you?" Ludi made a disgruntled noise, turning and hopping down from the table as she milled about the place herself.

"Told you Snotlout!" The pudgy one exclaimed, looking oddly fascinated as he leaned in for a closer look at her. As if she was some sort of experiment to be evaluated. The girl swallowed uncomfortably, taking a minute step backwards and holding out her hands a bit to right their distance. He drew back, giving her a rather sloppy-looking smile. "I'm Fishlegs. Don't you remember my name? Or is it bringing up anything?" She could hardly get out an answer for him before he was muttering to himself. "That's so odd. I wonder how you could have gotten like that. Maybe with just the right hit against your left temple…"

The darker-haired one cleared his throat, stepping forward and pushing Fishlegs out of the way. Something that Astrid was thankful for, and yet she couldn't help but take another step backwards as now he was suddenly in her bubble. Did everyone make a habit out of getting way too close? Or was it just because she was so odd now? "I'm Snotlout." The teenager said, his voice a little smug for the fact that he was just stating his name. "I would expect you to remember me at least. Because. You know. We're dating. Us. Mhm. We're going out." Astrid stiffened at this, eyes widening and her mouth opening a little bit as she searched for something to say. Was she really at liberty to refuse someone when they offered her logic? Yet something told her that he was just being-

"Don't listen to him, Astrid." Fishlegs sighed, rolling his eyes and causing a wave of relief to smash over the girl. "Nobody would go out with this, especially not you. You've got Hiccup." He said casually, not noticing as the girl went rigid all over again, her head snapping over to look at the boy intently. But he went on, giving up on talking too much as soon as it seemed important to her. "That's Ruffnut. And that's Tuffnut." He said, pointing from one twin to the other. "We're friends."

"She knows we're friends, dipwad." Ruffnut grumbled with a scoff.

Fishlegs shut up effectively, frowning.

Astrid shifted, blinking. "You're not….going out with the others?" She asked, glancing over to where the parties had vanished into the woods. "You seem like you're ready to leave. You have your dragons." One for each of them. Four and four. She tried to remember what Hiccup had told her as she tried to discern one species from the other, but she couldn't manage it. All she could tell was that one had two heads. And one's wings looked a mess. She wondered with a small frown if it could even manage to fly with the tattered messes.

"Actually, we were trying to find you." Fishlegs said, turning and looking at her apprehensively. "You wouldn't remember it. But…before you seemed like you were trying to help Hiccup. And…well….we were just thinking that maybe…" He paused before backtracking and starting over again. Which was good because there were so many pauses in his speech that she was starting to get a little confused on what their topic had been in the first place. "Snotlout didn't really think you lost your memory. And that it was all some sort of trick. Like…if you had a plan or something. But I guess that that's not true, since you didn't know who we were…"

"She could still be faking." Tuffnut said, tilting his head to the side sharply as he looked her up and down. Astrid frowned at his odd look, but all she did was clasp her hands together in front of her with a small clear of her throat. These were her friends? "…She's got me fooled." He went on as he shrugged his shoulders. "You're good at that."

"…thanks?" She said, unsure as it came out more as a question.

"Anytime." He said, giving her a thumb's-up.

"So you seriously don't have a plan?" Snotlout demanded, looking suddenly crestfallen. Like he was disappointed. Astrid turned and looked at him, straightening at his sudden mood change. He was looked at her almost expectantly. They all were, now that she thought about it. Was that normal? "You had one before. You didn't let us ask any questions, it seemed like you knew what you were doing. But then you left for such a long time and by the time you got back, you're like this." He frowned, biting back a small sigh as he leaned back into his hips.

The girl frowned, gathering herself before replying. "I don't know what you mean by 'plan.'" She said slowly, choosing her words with care. These didn't seem like the Vikings from before. They seemed a lot nicer. From what they said she could guess that they had been involved in some sort of plan together before, and if what they said was true and they were her friends, then….maybe she could get help from them. From them and their dragons. They hadn't left for the woods yet. And they'd been looking for her. All signs pointed to the fact that they didn't want trouble like this like she did. Like Hiccup did. Like any of the Night Furies back there did.

She glanced back and forth; suddenly weary to talk to these people she seemed to have connections with but knew nothing about. Again. "I'm…" She sucked in a quick breath, turning her back to the group and bending over again to rummage through more weapon, trying to track down an axe as she spoke uncomfortably. "I'm going to go get Hiccup right now." She said, pausing and waiting for a reaction. But nobody spoke, so she trained her eyes on what she was doing as she went on even slower. "I don't remember what I was doing before. It must have been something since I spent a few days with the Night Furies. And from what you all say. But I couldn't remember anything so…Hiccup sent me back here."

She leaned back a little on her haunches, blue eyes sad as her shoulders hunched grievously. Fishlegs looked a little concerned at the sudden change. Usually when Astrid was upset she either played it off or covered it up with violence. But now she just looked…confused and upset. "He told me that I needed to stay in Berk and say I didn't know anything about anything. So I wouldn't get hurt even more." Astrid looked down at the metal shield she held in her hands, blue eyes narrowed as she looked at her own reflection. "But…I can't. I can't just stay here when I don't know anything about him."

"You forgot Hiccup too." Fishlegs murmured, more of a statement than a question.

Astrid turned, putting the shield down and fixing the boy with an almost surprised look. His expression almost showed that he could see what was going on. Surely he couldn't, though. But they knew Hiccup longer than she had. Technically. Could they jump to such conclusions about the boy's behavior than she could? "Yeah." She said softly, pausing a moment before shaking her head quickly. "So I'm going to help him. I haven't known him for long but…I can't just leave him locked up. He's done a lot for me, and I have to help him."

"Sounds like he doesn't want you helping." Tuffnut noted rather rudely.

Ruffnut slapped him upside the head, and he gave a yelp of indignation.

"I don't care what he _wants _me to do." Astrid snapped. "This is what I _need _to do."

Ludi suddenly gave a loud squeak, Astrid turning and looking over at the noise with a jolt of shock. The cat was on her hind legs, little mouth opened wide as she yipped in Astrid's direction. There was another basket of weapons beside her, much better-looking than the one that Astrid had been tearing through. A smile graced her features and she brushed past the other teenagers and skirted over to where the cat was waiting. She turned, grinning as she offered a small pat on the animal's head, her tail curling up with pleasure as gave a small purr. But then she shrugged out, ducking underneath her hand and turning instead to pace in a small circle, as if to say: 'Alright you've petted me so hurry up now we don't have all day.'

Astrid complied, turning and shifted through the sharp metal a little more carefully than she had before. But it didn't take her long at all to track down an axe, the girl's face lighting up as she held the weapon in her hand. It felt light and heavy at the same time, balanced as she shifted it back and forth. It was curved at the edges, and there didn't seem to be any cracks or faded material. It was recently made, probably. Lucky find. She was about to turn back to Ludi, when the cat suddenly leapt up, slamming into her shoulder and scrambling there rapidly for a footing. The girl gave a loud exclamation, grimacing as claws grabbed at her skin, her head craned painfully to the side. She reached up and nudged the cat off before it could find a spot on her shoulder, the thing wearing a very resentful look on its face as it was shooed back down to the ground.

"What was that?" Astrid asked reproachfully. "You're too big to try and…do whatever you just tried to do to me."

"She used to always sit on your guys' shoulders." Snotlout said, reminding her of their presence as she jumped yet again. "Yours and Hiccup's." He clarified. "It would either be one of you, just walking through the village with a weird little cat on your shoulders." Ludi fluffed up, deciding that she wanted to try again. She jumped up for a second time, Astrid giving out yet another cross shout as she flared. She liked this cat better when it had been sleeping earlier. But she broke off as the cat instead crouched precariously on both of her shoulders, her back legs on one and front on the other. Astrid huffed. It worked, but- "You're going to fall off." She sighed tartly.

The cat sniffed stubbornly.

She sighed, getting up to her feet slowly. Ludi wobbled, but kept her balance. Astrid looked over awkwardly at the cat, eyes narrowed as it rubbed its head up against her neck tenderly. She frowned, another small echo running through her mind. It was her own voice, something she could remember herself saying clearly, just like when she'd had the horse in her hands.

_Oh my goodness! This is the cutest thing I have _ever _seen before! _She remembered as she stared at the cat. _Doesn__'__t this cute face have a name? Listen. I know how much Toothless meant to you. And in spite of what happened before, I know how much you meant to him. But he__'__s gone now, Hiccup. You have to go back to your own life now. _It was different than last time, her voice wasn't so high and soft with youth. This was recently. Another voice spoke up, bitter and sad. And with the two emotions so heavily mixed, she could match the words to Hiccup's face easily. **He was my life. **_…__Then let__'__s start new._

"Astrid."

The blonde had gone rigid as she thought, and now she was jarred out of her reverie as she turned back to face them again. They were all eyeing her oddly, and she felt her face grow warm as she cleared her throat self-consciously. Fishlegs had been the once to speak, and he continued once Astrid gave him her attention. "We want you help you. You and Hiccup, we mean." He said. "Usually Hiccup knows what he's doing….so…" He trailed off, looking a tad worried. She wondered if he was doubting his words. She remembered what her father had said before. He looked sick. Did he?

"I might need your help." Astrid said anyway, perking at the thought as she glanced over the village and at the guards surrounding it. She lowered her voice to a small whisper, and the others had to lean forward to hear her over the pounding of the rain. "I need to get Hiccup out of the Dragon Stables. Wherever those are. I need one of you to show me and then help if there are any guards outside." Snotlout immediately took the job. Astrid tried not to focus on that too much as she went on. "The rest of you have to distract the others with your dragons. Or however you can." She glanced over at the forest, looking worried and unsure in her plan. She wished someone would try and offer their own contribution to what she was planning; she'd no idea whether or not this was the best way to do things. "We need to make a path to the woods and then be able to find our way out from there. Get all the Vikings near that path away."

"Got it!" Tuffnut exclaimed, looking excited along with his twin. "It'll be great." He snickered, turning and giving a high-five to his twin.

Fishlegs cleared his throat. "Do you want your dragon?" He asked, surprising the girl as she turned to look at him oddly. He turned and pointed over to the one that Astrid had surveyed before. The one with the torn wings. She stilled, locking eyes with the dragon and noticing how happier it was as she gave it attention. She tilted her head to the side, forehead creasing. She had a dragon? Had Hiccup mentioned it? She couldn't remember, but he probably had. "Stormfly could help with either. I don't know if you…"

"Actually…."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Astrid pressed herself against the stone wall outside the ring, shoulders stiff and back just as much as she held her axe tightly to her chest. Ludi was still strung out over her shoulders, but the cat was crouched down closer to herself as she waited just as tensely for things to work out according to plan. Thor, please let things work out according to plan. Right about now, after having split up from the Blacksmith's, the others should be starting their distraction for the Vikings in between the ring and the forest. She had sent Stormfly with them, despite herself. She had told Snotlout to do the same with his dragon as well. It was hard enough for them to stay hidden on the way over. With dragons in tow, it would be entirely impossible.

Snotlout had shown her where the ring — and in turn, the stables — had been, and he had told her that she could wait outside while he took care of things. She didn't have any other idea with her, so she was subjected to letting him take the lead. Hopefully he would be able to come through with things. She was a little nervous so far, but she stilled after she heard Snotlout's voice, raised importantly and slightly aloof, just like he had been when he first said hello to her in the Blacksmith's. "Bucket! Clueless!"

Astrid winced. There were two?

Snotlout sauntered up to the two, who were standing at the opposite end of the ring, in front of the place where Hiccup was most definitely being caged. But he didn't even glance in that direction, turning instead to cross his arms and look at the two Vikings with a self-important clear of his throat. "My father wants to know where you are." He said, raising one eyebrow impatiently. The two straightened, looking at one another in confusion. Snotlout spoke before they could however. "He's been waiting for you at Raven's Point for an hour now!" He snapped. "You're keeping him waiting!"

"We thought we were supposed to watch the pris-"

Snotlout cut Bucket off before he could finish, heaving a dramatic sigh as he pinched the bridge of his nose. "Are you stupid or something?" He asked sharply as he looked back up. "Look at that." He said, pointing to the heavily bolted door that led to the cages. "He's not going to be able to get out of that, especially if you locked him up. You're wasting manpower by just standing there." The two were looking at him oddly, and he knew that they were a little bit more than wary of him. So he added: "I'm sure my father would be glad to hear that you don't plan on meeting him." He said lazily, starting to turn. "I'll just go and tell him. He certainly won't be too happy, he's been waiting for so long already…"

"Wait." Bucket said, Snotlout stopping with an expectant look now. He paused a moment, surveying the younger teen. But, seeing as he was the son of Spitelout, he eventually gave a small sigh, glancing back at the entrance to the dragon stables, which was locked tightly. "Fine." He said, looking at Clueless, who gave a nod as their gazes locked. "Let's go, then." He said. "You don't have to worry Spitelout; we'll go meet him…where, exactly?"

"Raven's Point!" Snotlout snapped angrily now, losing patience. "I said that like five million times, haven't you listened to a single thing I've said? Now go! He's been waiting!"

That got the two of them moving. Shifting their hold on their weapons, the pair of Vikings made for the exit of the ring quickly, nearly tripping over themselves in their efforts. Snotlout watched them go, arms still crossed tightly over his middle as he tapped his foot pointedly on the ground. Astrid grimaced as the Vikings rushed past her, breath catching in her throat as she waited for one of them to glance back at see her, and to ask her what in the world she thought she was doing. But they were in too much of a hurry as Snotlout goaded them out, and they didn't look back once as they ran up the muddy ridge. She relaxed just slightly, blowing out a visible breath of relief as she shivered. But then she drew herself up, turning and rushing into the ring herself now.

"That was great!" She puffed, reaching up with a free hand to make sure that Ludi was still balanced where she perched. Expectedly, the cat was right where she had left her. Snotlout grinned at her praise, showing the palms of his hands as if to wave it off. Astrid turned, looking at the huge bolted door that stood between them and Hiccup."How do we open it?" She asked, teeth starting to chatter again as she pushed her wet bangs out of her hair for the millionth time. It seemed like an impossible-looking door to figure out how to open without much noise.

"I got it." Snotlout said, going over to the contraption beside it. "I've seen Gobber do it a bunch of times."

She hummed, letting him do the work as she turned and reached back around for Ludi. Letting her axe down briefly, she unwound the cat from around her neck, turning and putting her down as well, gingerly as she smiled at the little animal. She patted her head fondly before picking up her axe again and pushing herself back up. She let out a small sigh, hoping to alleviate some of her worry as she breathed out slowly. So far she had messed up several things very severely, and she was still working on it. And she didn't even know how Hiccup would accept her. Whether he would at all, or whether he would just tell her she needed to go back and remain safe. At the thought, her hands clenched tightly around the axe. She couldn't leave. Not again.

"There you go." Snotlout said suddenly.

Astrid stiffened as she realized that he'd cranked open the steel door. He was puffing a bit from the effort of doing it so quickly, but it was wide open now, though Astrid couldn't see inside the pitch black place. "Hiccup?" She asked, voice tense as she narrowed her eyes against the gloom. There was no answer. Why wasn't there an answer? She had imagined herself calmly stepping inside wherever it was that Hiccup was being held, triumphant in her words and expression. She would tell her side of the story and explain that she was in no circumstances going to be left behind. She would convey her feelings and demand for more answers.

That wasn't what she ended up doing.

She left Ludi without a second thought, holding the axe so tight in her hands that her knuckles belched themselves white. She brushed past Snotlout just as recklessly, suddenly growing concerned as she sprinted into the dark. Snotlout gave a harsh whisper of: 'Wait!' but she didn't pay any heed. She did, however, have to stop and let her eyes adjust to the darkness that met her. She could hardly see anything in this place it was so dark! She gave a small noise of discomfort, holding her axe close to her chest as she called out yet again. "Hiccup?" She was surprised how nervous and worried her voice had gotten in such short a time.

Eventually she could see good enough. She could see a small shape on the ground a couple yards in front of her, and she straightened as soon as her vision corrected itself. Going into motion again, the teenager rushed over, dropping to her knees and reaching over a little hesitantly. What was wrong? "Hiccup?" She pressed wearily, shaking the boy's shoulder a little rougher than she needed to. A small groan met her words, barely audible at all. Her frown increased, and she called again, daring to raise her voice a little bit. "Hiccup! What's wrong?" She asked, feeling her chest tighten and constrict.

"Here." Snotlout's voice sounded again, and Astrid looked up long enough to see Snotlout light one of the torches that were on the wall. It casted a soft orange glow in the metal room, shadows flickering and dancing in the corners. She shot the teenager a grateful look, having not thought of an obstacle such as this. She almost started to ask him if there were any more he could light, but she knew that the less they showed of themselves, the better.

Instead, she looked back down, shoulders drooping as she returned her gaze to Hiccup. There didn't seem to be any new injuries on him, save for the one that her father had said that was inflicted by Spitelout. Which was a relief, considering that she had been worried over other possible aggressors. But she hadn't really stepped back. She hadn't stopped to really look at Hiccup. She used to only look at the reserved expression that the boy always drew up whenever she would see him, or glance his way. She would focus solely on the odd expression that Hiccup wore; she never thought to try and look past such a cold front.

She never saw the haunted rings under the boy's eyes. She never stepped back and realized that he was nearly skin and bones. She never looked at each little scar that littered over his skin, traced them and wondered how exactly they had gotten themselves there. She reached out slowly, a little shakily as she drew her hand softly through his hair. She carded her fingers there gently, as if trying to offer some kind of comfort to the boy. His forehead was warm, she realized as she pressed her palm there lightly. Amid the frigid cold that the rain brought with it, only amplified by this metal hold, Hiccup seemed a bit unnaturally hot. He was bolted to the wall by a chain, which ended in a metal vice around his midsection a few feet away; it looked tight. She frowned, taking her hand back a little reluctantly.

He was asleep. Or unconscious. Most likely the latter of the two as she looked down and saw that he had lost a fair amount of blood from the sword wound. Not enough to be seriously alarming but enough to make her frown and straighten at once. "Use my axe, Snotlout." She said, sliding the weapon over to the teenager, who took it without much question. "You cut the chain as best as you can; I have to take care of his leg." The boy nodded, complying with her commands yet again as he turned and surveyed the work, deciding how to do this. Hopefully he was good enough of a shot that he wouldn't accidentally slice Hiccup apart. That wouldn't be very preferable.

She turned and shuffled down quickly, glancing to the door with a small frown. They didn't have a lot of time. She didn't know how much the twins and Fishlegs could stall. They needed to be quick with this, otherwise….she closed her eyes tightly, sending up a fervent prayer as she looked at Hiccup's state.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Toothless slunk through the forest, taking care in putting his feet in places barren of twigs or leaves or fallen branches. He was making quick progress in his travel, having left the beach only half an hour ago. But he was already nearing Berk, and he didn't want to throw things off by making noise. He'd passed a few Night Furies as he had gone; only hearing snippets of whispers or the occasional overturn of a pebble in the distance. Something that barely signaled their presence. Toothless certainly hoped that the Vikings wouldn't hear such trivial things and run towards the commotion.

He had caught wind of parties of the Vikings. He could hear them talking through the rain and trees. But the Night Fury had dodged around them as best he could, as soon as he realized that he'd held the potential to run into them. He had figured that if it came down to it, they would treat him easier than they would anybody else. But after what happened to Hiccup, he wasn't as confident inside as he appeared on the outside. And taking in the darkness and the rain, there wasn't a real guarantee in the first place that he would be recognized at all. The only way would be if the Vikings paused long enough to spot his fake tail fin. And somehow he wondered if they would even pause for a moment before rushing at him.

But finally he reached Hiccup's house, the biggest house on Berk and at the top of the rise. He pressed against the back of it worriedly for a moment or two, trying to test the air as best he could through the water streaming down. When he came up with nothing, a big surprise there, the Night Fury risked enough to peer around the edge of the building, narrowing his eyes and looking as far into the clearing as he could, trying to concentrate on anything moving. Surely there would be Vikings crawling the island in an attempt to guard it?

But surprisingly, there was nobody outside. The place was entirely empty. He blinked, face falling a little with surprise as he turned and looked around a bit more openly. Where was everybody? A small feeling of suspicion clawed at his heart, and against himself, he felt a small prickling of worry for Hiccup. What if it had something to do with him? What if he was in more danger now after-?

"**Night Fury!**" A sudden scream ripped through the rain, and Toothless flinched quickly, whipping back to hide once more behind the house, knowing that it was too late. He had been too careless. He hadn't paid attention to what he was doing once he thought that Hiccup was in danger, and now he was. Quickly, in a panicked mind, he attempted to try and formulate a plan. He couldn't fly away, that was for sure. He could run back into the woods, but doing that might cause the Viking to find the other- "**Night Fury!**" The scream came again, and Toothless blinked rapidly, straightening and becoming confused instead. **"****Night Fury! Over there! On the beach!**"

That was…Ruffnut's voice. He started again, turning and looking down towards the voice, having to twist his neck sharply in order to see. In the blur of the rain, shapes were sprinting towards the girl, who was invisible considering that she was down by the shore. Toothless frowned. No Night Fury was stupid enough to find a hiding spot that near the village. And he hadn't heard anybody following him on the way. He was torn on whether to try and figure out what was going on or keep trying to find Hiccup.

He perked, hearing more voices. He could hear Fishlegs' voice on the other side of the beach down below the island, yelling for help as well. "**Help me!**" He was shouting desperately. "**Night Fury! I think I see one!**" But as soon as he gave this shout, there came another. Just as oddly spaced out out of sight. This time it was Tuffnut. "**Night Fury! I see a Night Fury everyone! It****'****s a big deal come and see!**" The dragon's eyes narrowed, head tilting to the side with a small frown. That wasn't right. That wasn't at all what the Night Furies were instructed to do. And unless Toothless went _entirely _blind and deaf as he was making his way over here, then….

As he listened to the teenagers' shouts, Toothless slowly allowed a small smile. He looked around the village, stepping out fully from the shelter of the house and finding there to be no regret in doing so. There was nobody around to see him. The Village was completely empty. Those outside had rushed in a confused scramble to the children down below. And those inside were shut up completely with their children. The male's tail curled up, and his smile only broadened. There were many things he could assume at the moment as he looked over to the clear space around him. There were many things he could think happened as he shot off, streaking through the village and ducking behind and to the side of houses to keep himself at least a little hidden. And as he listened to Ruffnut, Tuffnut, and Fishlegs throwing a fit over Night Furies he was nearly a million percent sure weren't actually there, he could have went through every list of possible things for this to have originated from.

He should have known better than to let himself hope so much for something so impossible as quick as he did. It was nearly a million to one chance that what he was thinking was actually the source of it all. But as he ran and smiled to himself, he couldn't find any other person. None of the other teenagers were ever ones to start up things like this. And if they were to have acted before, they would have kept Hiccup safer. No. This could only be coming from one person.

Astrid.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: This was originally intended to be longer. But holy crap this is way too long as it is. But I already know the layout for the next chapter and I'm going to start it as soon as I upload this after fixing it over for any mistakes or edits that might be needed. So I will get working on that, but like I said, I'm going to wait for ten or so reviews before actually uploading it. I'm sorry to do it, but writing is always hard work and I want to hear feedback on what I'm doing! I actually got quite a few good pieces of advice/requests even that I took into consideration, so this is definitely helping me already! :)

Review please and I'll get the chapter out as soon as I can!


	22. Chapter 22

A/N: Just as a side note, my sister has been gone for camp all summer so far. But she's come home today, back with a deep tan line and a bunch of stories to tell. But I don't know how accessible the computer will be now, because, as you all know, she loves to kick me off the computer. But nevertheless, I tried to get this out quickly to you all! ;D

**I can finally see****…****that you****'****re right there beside me.**

** I am not my own. For I have been made new.**

** Please don****'****t let me go. I desperately need you.**

Meteor Shower — Owl City

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Nightflight was walking slowly, taking care to where she put her steps as she trailed closely behind Mistyeyes. Carefully, she kept her teeth retracted as she held onto the end of Mistyeyes' tail as a guide. The gray dragon was always a few steps ahead, her posture stiff with barely-contained stress as she kept herself lower to the ground, ducking underneath any cover that she could spot. Every so often, she would glance back and right Nightflight's own position, swiping her tail down lower and causing Nightflight to hunker down behind the brushes again when she got too tall.

When they heard rustling in the bushes, or when they could hear the telltale sign of footsteps coming from some other direction, Mistyeyes would immediately turn, pushing Nightflight down into the nearest hiding spot a little roughly, hunkering down awkwardly beside her as she listened intently with perked ears. They had done this about a million times over, some false alarms, some not. Nightflight was bruised and aching after a while, but she kept a firm hold on Mistyeyes' tail, not about to lose grip by opening her mouth for a snapping retort.

The only good thing about the rain was that with all the mud that was around them, her landings didn't hurt as much as they would have if it was regular dirt. But it did leave her shivering as the mess clung to her scales and molded around her frame. She was more mud than Night Fury by now. Bitterly, plunking after Mistyeyes and trying to fit her own feet into the prints that she left, she wondered if the Vikings would possibly end up mistaking her for Gronckle in due time.

Mistyeyes controlled where they went. Obviously, Nightflight could not do any such thing herself. She was merely a follower, and wherever Mistyeyes was attempting to go, she would trail behind. The gray dragoness had asked Shadowclaw and Leafdapple to go and try to make sure that things were alright from the beach, sending the pair off together and making them promise to keep each other safe and sound. At first, Nightflight and her had attempted to stay on the beach, so that they could be waiting for the Night Furies when the storm was over. But, after about half an hour of tense silence and excessive pacing from Mistyeyes, Nightflight had finally convinced the female to go out into the forest as well.

There'd been no word from Toothless. And, in turn, none from Hiccup. Nightflight dwelled on the thought as she plodded after Mistyeyes, letting her mind wander as she figured that the gray dragon was already keeping her safe enough. She wondered what could have happened to Hiccup, and what was going to happen to Toothless. She ducked her head a bit, sinking lower to the ground for an entirely different reason than to merely want to remain hidden. The plan was falling apart.

A pretty slow realization after the Night Furies had been forced to split up and hide like a bunch of prey. But it was true. She and the others had promised each and every dragon that came with them that they would be well cared for, and that there was nothing to worry about. And now they were losing grip of their vows. But what else were they supposed to do? What could they do from now on? It was hopeless the longer this went on. They should just turn back and return the Night Furies to their original home. It would be easier. Maybe there was a reason that the dragons hadn't joined Berk, after all. Why change it now?

She remembered what Hiccup had wanted to do from the beginning. The boy had asked her if she could go and make his father understand what she was saying, just like she had done to him so long ago. He'd wanted her, and in turn, the other Night Furies, to be able to explain themselves and apologize, to which the village would return the same grievances. But….she couldn't. The thought was a dismal one, and she shut her blinded eyes tightly. But it was true. She had tried it on Ludi, she had tried it on Astrid…either it didn't work or it had the opposite effect.

She didn't know why it wasn't working. Why _she _wasn't working. She tried to remember what she had done before, when she had first cornered Hiccup during one of the Raids. Although it was a painful memory to think back to, it was the last and only time she had managed to successfully establish communication with any human. She couldn't track down what she was thinking then, though. It was so muddled, so jumbled. She'd been so densely-minded back then, and she hadn't considered the fact that what she was doing was wrong. She used to think she could do anything back then. Ironic how she could see so much clearer now.

The last time she had tried with Astrid, she had known for certain that something would go wrong. She hadn't wanted to try doing anything, but it was pressure from Mistyeyes, Toothless, and Hiccup that had caused her to do otherwise. And she hadn't even gotten anything out of it, no matter how hard she was trying and pushing for it. She had only managed to get anything done after she had let her mind break, not paying any more attention after Toothless had interrupted her hard work with his questions. _Nightflight. Nightflight, why are you trying so hard? You see it too, right?_

Her thoughts were broken as she was suddenly given a hard shove yet again, a barely-contained 'Oof' coming from her as she found herself ramming back down into the mud. Mistyeyes squashed herself down as well, nearly crushing Nightflight in the process as she ducked down, muttering a small curse underneath her breath. Her muscles were taut with tension, and Nightflight strained to hear what was causing such a sharp reaction from the dragoness. Sure enough, there was a small pattering of footsteps coming closer, and she forgot the mud and the awkward position as she felt a small spark of fear. What was it? Vikings? What kind of shelter did Mistyeyes manage to find? One at all? Or were they going to be found?

"…Mistyeyes?" A whisper suddenly sounded off to the side, and Nightflight released a small shiver of relief as Mistyeyes straightened off of her. The gray dragoness glanced down at her friend briefly, a small frown on her face. But then she turned and wriggled out from the small overhang that she had chosen for a (rather horrible) hiding spot. The lichen was longer in the rain, though, so she had to duck down underneath it on her way out. Her blue eyes were guarded as she stepped out. She thought that she recognized the voice, but she couldn't be too careful.

Her weariness was for naught though as she emerged to clash eyes with Clearsky, who had been the one to call out softly in the first place. She perked a bit at the sight of him, and did so even more as she realized that her father was behind the younger dragon. Talon's eyes filled with relief as he locked eyes with his daughter, and Mistyeyes allowed a small purr as she realized that her father was alright at least. But she shook her head quickly, gleaning around the wooded forest with extreme caution. "What's wrong?" She asked, having heard a small, panicked tone in Clearsky's voice as he called out to her. Behind her, Nightflight picked her way out of the lichen with a sour look. "Is anything the matter?"

"No." Clearsky answered quickly, snatching his gaze away from where he was looking curiously over to Nightflight. The female was sidling over to where they were speaking in hushed tones, going carefully and slipping a bit in the mud. "I mean yes." He fixed quickly, shaking his head. Mistyeyes glanced over her shoulder, reaching back with her tail and helping to draw Nightflight over to where they were standing with a sympathetic smile. But then she turned back to Clearsky, looking concerned.

Talon stepped forward, talking in a low voice as he surveyed his daughter. "The dragons split up into good enough groups." He said, ears flicking back and forth as he betrayed his nervousness. Mistyeyes sobered, tilting her head to the side as she waited for the bad part. "But the mothers wanted to stick together, so they could share the burden of the younglings. Not all, but most." Mistyeyes considered this for a moment, nodding reluctantly as she could see the logic behind the motive. But Talon shook his head. "The younglings are growing restless and scared." He whispered. "And the mothers have no idea what to do."

"They need to find a farther place away." Nightflight spoke up, sounding quizzical, as if the solution should have been an obvious one.

Talon dipped his head in her direction. "Yes, that's what I told them. But they're asking for you, Mistyeyes." He said, turning attention back to his daughter. She stilled at this, a frown flickering over her face at the detail. "I was attracted to them because they're making so much noise and fuss. And they asked me if I've seen you. Or Toothless, or Hiccup." Nightflight frowned a bit, a touch stung as the list did not include her. But she shook her head to clear it. Of course she wouldn't be included. "They'd really rather have you there to comfort them. If only for a little bit." Talon went on in a hiss, glancing around frequently.

Mistyeyes glanced back at Nightflight, a shadow crossing over her face. She turned back to her father and shook her head firmly. "I can't." She said flatly, Nightflight perking at the quick refusal. "I've got to stay with Nightflight. And she can't move that fast in all this wind and rain. She can't hide all that well either. And if you want me to cross paths with every couple with their younglings, then that means that we'll just be more likely to be spotted." She paused, considering one final time. But she refused again. "No, I can't do that."

"But the younglings will give themselves and their families away if you don't." Talon pressed, frowning deeply now with not only concern, but frustration. "Please." He pressed a little thinly, Mistyeyes' expression melting down into a more sterner frown now as she felt herself being hassled. "You could spend just a few moments with each of them. It would help in the long run. You're already maneuvering the island at this time, why can't you do it for the good of something in the mean time?"

Mistyeyes huffed shortly, ears flat against her head as she restated her stance. "I _can__'__t._" She said firmly, her voice brittle as she repeated herself. "I'm staying with Nightflight, father, she can't handle herself without me helping her." Nightflight scowled, her wings stirring uncomfortably at her sides. Clearsky watched apprehensively, but Mistyeyes was unaware of the female's reaction, oblivious as she stared at her father.

"Mistyeyes-" Talon tried weakly, stiffened.

But Nightflight spoke up first, her tail lashing as she cleared her throat rather pointedly. "I think you should go, Mistyeyes." She said, the dragon in question turning with a rather surprised look. She paused a moment, swallowing. But then she shrugged. "Talon has a point. And if the others are asking for you, then you should go and help. Don't let yourself be burdened by me." She lowered her head deeply at this, her ears flicking side to side. "I would just slow you down. And we both know that they would rather have you there than me." She smiled weakly as she added this.

"You know that's not-" Mistyeyes tried to reason with her. But then she hesitated, breaking off and starting over as she shook her head. "I can't leave you alone, even if I wanted to." She pressed, ever as stubborn. Nightflight turned at this, blinking. "Something could happen and you wouldn't be able to leave or hide properly. And then you would be in trouble." There was another brief pause before she shook her head again. "No. Friends don't let friends put themselves in danger."

Nightflight went rigid at her words. Mistyeyes tilted her head at the sudden tense, looking concerned. She waited for Nightflight to say something, wondering if the dragoness had managed to hear any oncoming footsteps. But Nightflight just sat there dumbly, and Mistyeyes' gaze softened after a moment. "And we're friends, Nightflight." She strengthened with a tender look. "So I couldn't even think to let you fend for yourself."

There was a small pause. Nobody spoke. But then Clearsky cleared his throat. "…I could." Everyone turned to look at him, though Nightflight's gaze didn't exactly land on him. He coughed again, glancing at the female. "I could stay with her, if you'd like, Mistyeyes. Talon could go with you and keep you safe that way. And I could be Nightflight's eyes. You shouldn't worry; I would take good care of her. Obviously, I mean. Of course I would. So…you know…there's no trouble. I wouldn't mind. Staying with her."

Mistyeyes' ears flattened. She considered it, looking torn as she started to reply a little slowly. "I don't know…."

"Oh come on, Mistyeyes." Nightflight said, tail curling a little bit in concealed gratitude. "I'll be fine. Clearsky can help me move around." She said, though she knew for a fact that she wouldn't allow the same system of transportation as she and Mistyeyes had used. The thought was degrading enough with the female, she certainly wasn't going to do it with him. "You go and take care of the younglings, and we can make do until you come back. Clearsky can find a good hiding spot." She said, resigning herself to the fact that should was no help right now. Not if she couldn't work her powers like she used to.

Mistyeyes still paused. Clearsky looped around the daughter and father, going over and lingering a little closer to Nightflight and dipping his head to Mistyeyes. The gray dragon flattened her ears, looking uncomfortable. Her father reached over and nosed her ear. "They'll be fine, Mistyeyes." He whispered. "We need to get moving before any Vikings come by. Who knows how the parents are faring now, they might need you." Mistyeyes kept her gaze trained intently on Nightflight, but she gave a small nod, starting to follow her father as he started to retrace his steps back the way he'd come.

Nightflight offered a small smile, as if she knew that Mistyeyes would be looking at her still. "I'll be fine." She promised, wrapping her tail tightly over herself as she waited for their footsteps to fade into the rain. Mistyeyes was still frowning; she had already said goodbye to Toothless, to Shadowclaw, to Leafdapple, to Hiccup. And now the last of her friends was getting farther and farther away as she walked. She shook her head quickly, turning and forcing her to tear her gaze away.

She flattened herself down to the ground, moving much quicker than she had before as she followed her father closely. It wouldn't take long. Though the thought of leaving blinded Nightflight in the care of someone else when it was clear that she held a lot of resentments of others in Berk, she didn't have much of a choice. Nightflight didn't leave her much of a choice, in hindsight. But she tried to shake it off and concentrate on where she put her feet as she followed her father through the undergrowth. It would be fine; she was worrying over nothing.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Stoick stalked through the trees, having left the village in haste. He brought with him only his sword and Gobber, who had an axe in his hands. The Blacksmith trailed behind a little less willingly, his eyes worried as they trained themselves on his old friend. Stoick was oblivious to the shaded look, though. Or if he noticed, he did not show it. He merely plowed on as they had been doing for what seemed like ages. Neither of them had spoken, and neither of them had caught sight of a Night Fury yet.

Gobber could have sworn that he'd nearly seen some, though. Rustles in the background made it seem like there was something there, but whenever he turned, the space was barren and empty. And while he thought he heard small snuffles or thuds, it was most likely the thunder and the rain. Or maybe other Viking parties that were scattered around the island. They hadn't seen any of those, either. It was all a mystery and a shaded one at that. He was starting to come under the impression that he was hearing things, and that wasn't at all the best kind of comfort to him.

"Stoick." Gobber hissed, breaking the silence that had established itself between the pair of them for the longest time. Stoick didn't glance back at his name, but Gobber was under the impression that he was listening."Stoick, how long are you going to look out here?" He asked, reminding himself for the millionth time that he was soaked to the bone. "How will you even know which dragon is which?" Though he did remember the way that Hiccup had reacted when Spitelout demanded for the locations of the dragons. "What if they've left already?"

"They haven't." Stoick growled in response. Any other situation, and Gobber would have jabbed at him about how he wasn't as smart with dragons as his son was. But he knew that if he did that, it probably wouldn't evoke the reaction that he was hoping for, so he kept his mouth shut wisely. "And besides." His friend went on, Gobber looking up with a small frown. "Hiccup said that the dragon is blind now. We find the blind one, we find the one we're looking for." He growled in a grim tone, eyes narrowing to slits through the rain.

Blind? How could that have happened? "…I see." Gobber said softly. "But-"

He was suddenly cut off by a loud shout of: "Stoick!" Both of the men turned to look in the direction of the voice, and their hearts plummeted. Heading fast towards them was Spitelout, Mulch, and Speedifist. All armed and all aggressive, they looked even more aggravated at the sight that met them, and even Gobber found his blood coming to a boil as they stopped a few yards away. Spitelout, the one who had cried out, glared hotly through the rain to his relative. "What are you going out here?" He growled.

Stoick met the glare just as harshly. "I could ask you the same thing." He snapped, Gobber's glare burning holes through the man's clothes. All he could think of was the scene back at the square, of Spitelout knocking Hiccup to the ground repeatedly while the boy pleaded to be heard. Stoick hadn't seen. The man locked his jaw backwards tightly, his grip on the weapon tightening as Stoick went on. "I'm settling an old score. It's got nothing to do with you."

Spitelout's mouth twitched up into a sneer as his eyes flashed. "This isn't time for you to suddenly make a comeback." He retorted. "When you were in charge, all we did was spend days looking for your son and some lost dragons that were all traitors in the first place." He shook his head. "Now that I'm in charge, there are Vikings all over the island, tracking down the Night Furies and making sure they won't return again. That's more than you've ever done." He paused, blinking a few times before giving a scoff. "Didn't you hear we found your son, Stoick? Isn't that all you wanted in the first place? And you're not even-"

"Spitelout, why don't you just stop right there?" Gobber snarled, taking a few steps over to glare furiously at him, silencing the man with his look. Spitelout scowled instead, though there was a hint of amusement in there as well. The blonde shook his head. "You've made your point, now you can just go along and-"

"You've got no right." Stoick said suddenly, Gobber stopping short with surprise at the amount of venom that was in the man's voice. The Chief stepped forward as well, surpassing Gobber and pacing forward all the way until he was nose-to-nose with Spitelout. And he glared daggers through the man's armor. Mulch and Speedifist stiffened, each making a move to rush forward. But Stoick paid them no mind. "You've got no right to talk about Hiccup. Not you or any of your followers."

Mulch twisted his head oddly to the side, leaning out and peering around them into the foliage beyond.

Spitelout took the challenge without a second thought as he refused to back down. Instead he only clashed their gazes. "As soon as your son left Berk he was a traitor. And now we're treating him just as such. You should have expected the consequences, Stoick, it isn't my fault. Your son brought these monsters here in the first place, and now he's done it again. You might have forgotten the lives we lost, but I haven't. And all of them rest on his shoulders. So I can talk about him any way that I want to talk about him."

"He's not in the right set of mind-"

Mulch turned and drew an arrow in his bow.

"Neither are you." Spitelout spat. "So get away from me."

He let it fly.

There was a loud squeal that followed the strike. The entire group of Viking whirled at the sudden noise, all eyes widening at the scurrying in the leaves that followed the yelp. Stoick and Gobber immediately looked to one another, Gobber a little more anxious than Stoick appeared to be. But Spitelout and the others rushed at once, dropping the heated argument between bloodlines at the new advancement. Spitelout drew his sword, letting out an angered yell as he ripped back the leaves that the shriek had come from. Stoick and Gobber, though it took them longer, rushed after as well, more scuffling and movements sounding behind the coverage, followed by more high-pitched yelps.

Once Spitelout tore away the screen, he immediately smirked at the sight that met him. The screen of brambles had covered up a small alcove, in which had been harboring the exact thing that they had been looking for. A Night Fury was crouched in its shelter, its eyes flying wide at the sight of so many Vikings as it shrank backwards. Underneath it, there were two smaller Night Furies crouching against the mud, their eyes filling up more than half of their little faces as they tried to hide. Three of them. Spitelout's smile twisted into that of a triumphant grin.

The Night Fury, a female, immediately drew her children close to her, looking frightened as she trembled. Mulch's arrow had struck the ground right beside one of the younglings, who had most likely been the one to cry out. The female shooed her babies back behind her, having no room to try and turn to run unless she broke through the wall of Vikings, which was an impossible goal. Its breath was fast, though it did not unsheathe its claws or growl. It bowed its head, shaking from head to toe as she pressed herself close to the ground, not meeting any of the gazes that were trained on her.

Stoick immediately looked at her eyes. But they weren't the ones he was looking for. And the one that he was looking for didn't have any babies with it. The Chief let a sense of frustrated disappointment settle over him, but Spitelout was quite the opposite. He snickered, drawing forward his blade and watching as the dragon stiffened at it. The babies taking shelter underneath the female's stomach screeched with confusion and fear. "Three down…" Spitelout noted, Mulch and Speedifist drawing forward themselves as they raised their weapons.

"Come on, Gobber." Stoick growled, turning and starting to walk away.

Gobber stilled, looking between Stoick and Spitelout rapidly, heart frozen over. "W-What?" He asked, confused and apprehensive on all accounts. He couldn't forget Hiccup's frenzied efforts to get out of his hold, his voice raised in a desperate yell. _They__'__re willing to change- just like the others! Please listen to me! Don__'__t do this! Gobber, please! Tell them! Tell them to let me go! _"You're just going to let them-"

"That's not the dragon that I'm looking for." Stoick growled, not glancing back. "That's not the one that's taken my son."

"But-"

"Gobber!" Stoick snapped. "We don't have all night!"

Spitelout took another step forward, starting to raise his sword up. The man was savoring the moment, and each second that he didn't act, the baby Night Furies' wails grew louder and louder, more wild and desperate. The mother still didn't react. Why wasn't she reacting? Why wasn't she clawing Spitelout apart for even looking at her the wrong way? That's what the other one did. "Stoick….maybe…maybe they're-"

Whatever Gobber was planning on saying, it went out of his mind at once as there was a sudden rush of footsteps. Spitelout and the others jerked as a sudden yelp sounded, much deeper and louder than the little ones'. And it was coming from the opposite side of the clearing. They turned, the dragon hunched over her children looking up with a small burst of hope at the roar. Even Stoick stopped walking, going rigid and backtracking as two shapes streaked down the wooded path leading to them. Two Night Furies.

Stoick backed up until he was standing beside Gobber. Spitelout turned at this, crouching in a defensive position in sync with Speedifist. Mulch stayed where he was, turning and aiming his readied bow onto the mother, who crouched back down immediately under the influence of the weapon. Spitelout let out another roar as he had before, a war cry that would normally send any human second-guessing what they were about to do. But these dragons didn't even pause as they sprinted through the rain; and Stoick's eyes narrowed at they skidded to a stop a few feet away from the Vikings.

The one who had roared stood first faced the humans squarely, the other crouching a little awkwardly behind it. The Night Fury stood in front of the more slender one, its eyes rounded out and widened as he let out a series of squabbles and growls, its eyes sliding over to the mother every so often. The humans were only furthered in their aggressive state at the barks and yips, Stoick tightening his hold on his sword as his eyes narrowed. The Night Fury snapped its mouth shut, ears flattening as it tried to let out another series of roars. Still nothing. Spitelout's eyes flickered this way and that, and it was obvious that the Viking was planning another attack. There was smirk hidden in his thoughtful gaze, though, as if he were already taking triumph in the blows he would rain down.

The Night Fury in front jerked its head, almost growing frustrated as it took a few quick steps forward, advancing suddenly onto the group of Vikings as it screeched out another series of noises. Immediately, Spitelout signaled back to Mulch. The man turned swiftly at the sign, taking his aim away from the cornered mother and younglings over to the approaching beast, letting his arrow fly with a driving force as it whistled through the rain. The mother let out a wail, scrambling up to her feet, but unable to move as she resorted to hovering over her children in a half-crouch.

The Night Fury stiffened, crouching low to the ground and watching as the arrow whizzed over his head, just missing him. He let out another noise, this one more angered as the roar escalated. It bristled at the notion of attack, and Spitelout let out another roar as the dragon seemed to be becoming aggressive, He dashed forward for the beast, and the Night Fury hissed in surprise as it stumbled backwards. It weaved sharply to the side, roaring again as it dodged the attacks that were dealt by the blunt of Spitelout's sword. Its ears were erect, and its tail lashed back and forth as it ducked and stumbled.

Speedifist joined in the fight, drawing his mace and ducking into the fray, putting two against the one dragon. Still, the Night Fury rushed and jumped, barking out every so often. Yet again, the mother attempted to get out of the small alcove she was pinned inside, but she stilled each time Mulch reaffirmed his threatening aim. The other Night Fury, the one that had been slouching behind the one now being attacked, gave a wail every so often, looking as if she were stuck where she was in the mud. She made a jerking move every so often, as if to leap in and help the other. But every time she snatched her limbs back before she could do anything but lean forward pointlessly.

Gobber was starting to draw his own weapon as the Night Fury growled more and more, looking nervous as he looked around. It wouldn't be long before other Night Furies came running towards the noise and tried to help. And with that, more Vikings would run for them once they heard all the other Night Furies. There would be a full-blown fight again, and last time such a thing had occurred, too many lives were lost. "Stoick." He said tensely, looking over at his friend and pleading with Thor that he would listen to reason at least now. "We can't afford to- …Stoick?"

Stoick wasn't listening. The man was stock still, staring almost blankly at the dragon that was hunkered against the mud, its ears plastered to its head as it crooned uneasily. It edged out one of its feet, reaching out to take a step, but ducked back just as quickly as it had before. The way it was acting was weird, like a youngling who couldn't manage to walk yet. But that wasn't what he was focusing on. He was staring at the eyes.

The Night Fury's eyes were clouded and gray, faint scars marring themselves through her scales and down her eyelids. It must have been through some wound or injury. But it was more than apparent that she was…blind. The detail struck the man like a blow to the stomach, and his hands clenched tightly over the hilt of his sword. His eyes narrowed. His blood rose to a boil. He started to take a few step forward, his feet sinking in the mud with the weight of his strides. "Stoick?" Gobber asked slowly. "What are you…-?

The female dragon stiffened considerably, whirling around as the heavy footsteps made their appearance known. Her ears flattened to her head, and her claws instantly shot out to try and defend herself. She let out a low whine, shrinking back as her blinded eyes whirled this way and that. But Stoick wasn't swayed by the sight of the dragon. The sight of her only caused the blood in his ears to roar even louder, his arms raising up his sword as he gritted his teeth together tightly. This was the dragon that had started all of this. Despite the female's pathetic look, he could not forget the sight of the dragon that had intruded the peaceful place on Berk. And he could not forget the sight of the curved claws that had so many times sunken themselves into his son.'

The dragon let out another shriek.

He raised his sword and prepared to swing.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

There was a sharp snap, a metallic squeak followed by a heavy thud. Astrid turned at the loud noise, wincing a bit. But as Snotlout leaned back, the girl felt a touch of relief as she saw that the teenager had successfully cut through the touch chain after swinging against it with Astrid's axe. The metal vice was still wrapped around Hiccup's stomach, but that would be fine; as long as he was able to leave, that was okay. She wasn't sure at all how to get the other thing off of him, and frankly she wasn't comfortable with Snotlout taking a swing at _that _part.

"Thank you, Snotlout." She murmured gratefully, the teenager turning and heaving a sigh as he shook out his arms. He offered her a smile at the praise, and the blonde let out a shaky sigh as she looked back at Hiccup. "Okay…w-we need to…" She wasn't sure what they needed. They needed a lot of things. She eventually shook her head, turning and glancing out the door with a nervous look. "Can you keep watch outside?" She asked eventually. "I have to try and help Hiccup, and I'm not sure how long people will stay away from here…"

"Yeah, sure. S'fine." Snotlout said, raising his hands and going over to the entrance. "If anyone wants to come in here and attack us, I'll be the first person they kill, that's okay. Make sure you get out when you hear my screams of agony." Astrid watched him, deadpanning as she waited for him to get out of earshot. "Don't try and offer a back-up plan or anything. After all, I'm only helping you out of the goodness of my heart, so there isn't any kind of reason for you to…" She stopped listening.

Snotlout stood in the entryway of the dragon stables, eyes narrowed as he looked out across the ring with an apprehensive sort of look. Astrid let out a breath she had been holding, closing her eyes briefly as she look back down at Hiccup. She felt a small clench in her stomach as she realized that still he wasn't roused, even after Snotlout had snapped through the chain that was attaching him to the walls. But she tried to calm herself as she forced her attention back down to the injury below her. This was probably natural, she calmed herself mentally. Hiccup had been under so much stress, and he had barely slept or ate…this was natural. The deep sleep, the fatigue, the small increase in temperature. It would be fine.

She reached over and slipped off Hiccup's shoe with a small wince. She was kind of glad that he wasn't awake right now— she would probably be hurting him a lot more than he already was. The girl sucked in a breath at the wound that met her, having to close her eyes to clear her head suitably. She was no healer; she didn't know a lot about herself, but she knew that much. Steeling herself, the young girl looked back and blinked rapidly to clear her mind as she inspected the wound.

It was deeper than she had thought previously. The gash on Hiccup's heel was heavy, and blood had smeared itself around the vicinity of the wound, making it hard to see exactly where the real injury was. It was still leaking blood, though most of it had already started to clot. Astrid let out a small whine under her breath as she looked up, her blue eyes searching any possible thing she could use to help the wound. She needed something to wrap it up before it could get any worse, but there was nothing around her but metal.

She considered ripping off a piece of her sleeve as a makeshift bandage. But as she started to look down at herself, her eyes were caught down by her wrists. They were covered tightly with cloth, laced all the way up to her elbows as an accessory. She frowned, looking from her arms to Hiccup's ruined heel, and she figured that as long as she was winging things, she could do this. She sucked in another sharp breath, feeling a little light-headed as she started to unwind the cloth from her arms. It was the best she could do in this situation, she figured.

Going by the light of the lantern that was flickering weakly from the opposite wall, she narrowed her eyes as she finally got both of the binds off of herself, starting to transition down to Hiccup as quickly as she could. She didn't want him to suffer any more blood loss than he already had. As she did this, a small murmuring started up behind her. _Please don__'__t, _she heard. Giving a small groan underneath her breath, she whipped back around to glare hotly back at Snotlout.

"Can you not?" She snapped in a harsh whisper. The boy whirled around to look back at her, expression confused and irritated as he threw his arms in front of himself in a sign of surrender. "You're going to give us away if you keep making noise." She went on, giving the boy a sharp look.

He scowled. "I didn't say anything!" He objected.

"Just keep quiet." She sighed, turning and looking back down at Hiccup. Astrid heard Snotlout scoff faintly, turning and looking back around the ring as he shook his head. She tried to shake it off as well, figuring that it couldn't be helped as she grabbed Hiccup's ankle, moving it closer gingerly. She unraveled her wrappings and started to work, hearing the murmuring again as she blinked rapidly, shaking her head a second time to try and clear it. She needed to focus on what she was doing; she couldn't afford to mess up Hiccup's heel any more than it already was. But it was like trying to stop the clouds from raining. The niggling sense had rooted itself into her skull, and the mumbles got louder.

She knew what it was in a few more moments though. It was another one. But this one wasn't as trivial as the other flashbacks. No, this one was much worse. She felt…sick. She felt horrified as she tried to work with the injury underneath her. Her stomach heaved and her throat constricted tightly as her hands started up a steady trembling. The wrappings shook in her palms, and gradually her eyes started to blur as she struggled to apply the bandages as best she could. _I__'__ll help you, I will. Just- just tell me what I can do. What I can do to keep you here. _She heard herself whimper, a small noise of desperation escaping her throat at the inner plead. She had done this before. She had struggled with these wrappings in a time before now.

Her shoulders started to heave unnaturally. Images flashed in the back of her mind. A blood-soaked floor. Hiccup lying limp in the middle of the sea of gore, unmoving, just as he was now. Her hands wouldn't listen to her anymore as the tremor continued to break them down bit by bit. She had attempted to shake Hiccup awake, trying to make out his familiar features underneath his wounds and his blood. She had done this before. She had wrapped his injuries with her own bindings. She had done it before, and now she was doing it again.

Because he was hers. And she was his.

She had tied a tight, three-layered bandage over his foot and heel, the cloth starting to get stained by the blood that was already there. But it would hold back the blood yet to come. _Please be enough__…_She struggled to tuck the last bit of the wrapping into place so it would stay. Tears streamed down Astrid's face by now, and she couldn't manage to stop them if she wanted. _Hiccup, we__'__re going to get out of here, but you need to stay here. You need to stay with me. _The injury was wrapped. The girl was finished with her work.

Astrid doubled over at the waist, leaning down and pressing her forehead against the metal that was locked around Hiccup's stomach. Her shoulders shook unevenly, and she sucked in a sharp breath as a sob worked its way out of her body. Ludi gave a small trill of concern, creeping over and sitting at Hiccup's head, ears flattened as she leaned over and tapped his head gently with one paw. Hiccup didn't respond. Just like he didn't respond back in the cave with the Night Furies. He didn't hear her, just like he had't heard her when she told him to let go of Toothless, and not to put himself into such dangerous situations. He was hurt. Just like he got hurt when he and Nightflight had fought against Frost and he had gotten pinned underneath the dragon's claws. He was sad. Just like he had been when Astrid first approached him saying that she felt left out having not been able to understand dragons.

She remembered Hiccup and her sitting side-by-side together underneath the large pine tree, the girl turning and offering him a small smile of encouragement. She remembered the way she had waited tensely at his side as he talked to the Night Furies. She remembered flying on Nightflight right alongside the boy, the moment where they each jumped off of their dragons and passed each other in midair, exchanging exhilarated, horrified smiles. She remembered the nights spent out of earshot from the other dragons, on their backs and pointing up at different stars in the sky. She remembered going to Hiccup with her worry, the boy grabbing her hands tightly and promising her that nothing would go wrong. She remembered Nightflight wincing away a bit at their request to have her make a connection. And she remembered everything going wrong.

She remembered all of it.

And now she was left with Hiccup injured and weak below her, his last words to her ringing in her ears. _I love you, Astrid Hofferson. Please don__'__t forget that. Please. _He still loved her. After all of her glares and the few punches thrown his way once she'd lost her mind. He still loved her, and Thor, she loved him all the more for that. Her crying only worsened at this, the girl's memories swelling almost painfully in her mind, though she didn't refuse any one of them. She just clung to Hiccup, letting out a small whimper every once and a while, as if each glimpse caused her pain. Which, in a way, it did.

Hiccup stumbled backwards in the training arena, eyes wide with fright. He turned and looked at her, offering her a sloppy grin. "So I guess it's just you and me now, huh?" He was crouched behind a barricade, back pressed against the wood as he suddenly whirled around to look at her in surprise. "Stay out of my way." She snarled. "I'm winning this thing." Hiccup showed his hands in surrender, starting to stand. "Uh…please. By all means." He stuttered. He was crouched over her on Toothless, reaching down precariously as his wide green eyes were fixed earnestly onto her. "Just….let me show you." He pleaded. Then he was staining beside her, green eyes heavy and his face pulled into a frown as he looked out over Berk's ocean. "Why couldn't I have killed that dragon when I found him in the woods?" He whispered under his breath. "It would have been better…for everyone…" He was backing away, one hand going up thoughtfully as he stared at Astrid. "…then something crazy." He rasped. And finally, he stared at her, eyes a little foggy as a slow smile worked over his face. "I could get used to it." He shrugged.

She was almost grateful that Snotlout could be so dense. Because if the teenager were to suddenly turn around and glance back at her noises, he would have probably been under the impression that the boy had suddenly died. Astrid couldn't stop herself, overcome with the fact that not only had she lost her memory and ruined nearly everything, but that in doing so, she had let Hiccup go. She hadn't known better. Maybe if she had remembered, she could have stopped the boy from wasting away like he'd let himself. She could have protected him from the other villagers, and she could have been by his side like she had promised she would be from the start. If only she had remembered…

"Woah…" A small mumble made itself known, and at first, Astrid hardly heard it over her own sobbing. Hiccup's green eyes forced their way open, a small crease working over his forehead as he was instantly confused as to where he was. The boy had stiffened at the sound of crying, and he twisted his head with a grimace to see what in the world was happening. But his confusion only spiked more at the sight that met him. He twisted so that he was on his back, moving his injured limb and hissing a little under his breath. But he reached out, putting one hand on Astrid's shoulder as a million questions raced through his mind. But all he managed was another whisper. "What're you doing, what's wrong?" He asked softly, trying his best to make sense of the situation he had just woken up into.

Astrid stiffened at the touch on her shoulder. She shot up, azure eyes wide and teary as she looked down at Hiccup, who was staring at her a little blearily. She reached up, covering her mouth with one hand as her shoulders shook even more at the sight of him looking at her. Hiccup's frown deepened, and he attempted to push himself up into a sitting position, but his head spun as he attempted the motion, and he regretted it a second later as he gave up. The blonde saw him clearly now, and her teeth gnashed together, her hand shook as she lowered it into her lap.

She leaned down swiftly, before Hiccup could react. This time she was the one to land a desperate kiss onto the boy, her eyes shutting tightly in almost a pained look as a small whimper escaped her throat. Hiccup was a board, shock and ever-growing-confusion mingling together as he stared at her with wide eyes. Could she have…? Hope and recklessness took away his sense of logic, and he immediately wished for the best that could happen. He reached up and drew her close, heart pulling as he forgot what it felt like to be that close to her. The question of what was going on hadn't occurred to him yet. The question of where Spitelout was or what the Night Furies were doing had yet to fleet over his mind.

They only broke apart when they started to suffocate from lack of oxygen. Astrid pulled back, sitting back up and wiping her eyes rather roughly with the heels of her hands. Hiccup started to say something, but she cut him off before he could do any such thing. Her hands slapped back down at her sides, and her blue eyes were a cross between erratically upset and erratically furious as she took him in. "I hate you." She finally said after a moment, voice thick and small as she sniffed. "I hate you so much, Hiccup." She cried, reaching up to scrub at her face again.

"That's a shame." Hiccup said softly, forcing himself to get up this time. His head swam at the movement, and his heel whined as it was scraped back a bit on the ground. But he didn't cave and stop, upright now as he gave a rather pinched smile to the girl sitting beside him. The metal clamp over his stomach bit into his skin a little as he got up, but he paid no mind. He titled his head, taking in not only the girl but the fact that she might genuinely remember him now. But he couldn't be sure. What could have caused her to do anything like that? "Because you haven't really gotten to know me…" He trailed off a little invitingly.

Astrid scoffed furiously, fuming as she raised an arm to smack him. But at the boy's wince, she shut her eyes, shaking her head and forcing herself to lower the threat. Instead, she leaned over, draping her arms gently over his frame and pulling him closer. Once again, she could feel the warmth that was radiating off of his skin, and she experienced a wave of regret and guilt wash over her. "Hiccup, I'm so sorry." She murmured into the crook of the boy's neck. "I-I didn't know. I couldn't have. I just thought that you- it was like I couldn't even tell what was right and what was wrong. I was so scared and confused and you never told me what-"

"Do you really remember me?" Hiccup whispered. Though his voice was small, it shut Astrid up immediately, and the girl draw back with an anguished look at the question. Hiccup's expression was guarded, as if he wanted to be happy but wasn't about to let himself. She ducked her head, squeezing her eyes shut and sighing airily out from her mouth. She was talking about herself being scared, but she could see that Hiccup was much more scared right now than she ever had been.

"Of course I do." She said, looking back up as a fresh tear marked its way down her cheek. Hiccup searched her eyes, not managing to say anything. She shook her head again. "I did what you said. I went back to my parents' house, but all they would talk about was that you got into trouble with the village. They said that you were sick and hurt and locked up, and everything I looked at seemed to remind me of you or of what I was doing before this. I-I knew I had to get back to you and that I had to try and help you. Everything was bringing back memories, and just now I remembered when you almost died in the cave such a long time ago, and Hiccup." She broke off, self-blame welling up in her eyes as her voice cracked.

Still, Hiccup didn't say anything. "I should have been there." She rasped eventually. "I shouldn't have been so stupid. No amount of talking to dragons could make up for what happened to me." The blonde raised a hand to press against her forehead. "I shouldn't have been so selfish. You were forced to do everything yourself, and I wasn't helping by being so rude. I could have helped you. I should have stayed by your side, because that's what I promised that I would do no matter what."

"Hey, hey hey." Hiccup shushed quickly, reaching over and taking her wrist, pulling her arm down and forcing her to look at him. He offered the girl a bracing smile, feeling his own eyes burn as he grasped the situation. Astrid remembered him. She had her memories back. Whatever she had done, whatever had triggered such a restart in her head had worked. And he wasn't about to question anything. "It's okay." He comforted, reaching over and wiping away the tears with a gentle finger. She sniffed, giving a shaking sigh at the gesture. "It's all fine, right? I don't blame you— nobody does. Not me, not Toothless, not Mistyeyes, not Nightflight. Certainly not Shadowclaw and Leafdapple, so it's okay. It is. Trust me."

"I'm so sorry." She tried again in a trembling whisper.

Hiccup nodded, still smiling. "I know." He murmured. "But you don't have to be."

Astrid took her time in replying, sniffing again as she brushed aside the last remaining teas on her face. She straightened, swallowing thickly and clearing her swollen throat. "You're sick." She pointed out, reaching over and placing a hand over his forehead. Hiccup blinked, not realizing what she was talking about until it clicked. He crossed his eyes in an attempt to look up at her arm, recognizing that the swim in his head wasn't just from the blood loss in his leg. Neither was the slightly nauseated feeling stirring in his stomach. Astrid's face filled with concern. "You can't keep up like this, Hiccup." She whispered. "I'm sorry you got this bad…you look horrible."

"Thank you." He said, forcing his voice to turn brighter, in a false upbeat tone. "That's what every strapping guy loves to hear when he wakes up to a bright and sunny morning." Despite the pain in his ankle and in his…well, everywhere….he couldn't hold back the bubble of happiness that was pushing at his chest. Astrid remembered him. She remembered him! He shook his head to try and clear it, grabbing her hands and intertwining their fingers. Astrid looked at him blankly, and he shook his head firmly. "There's no point in stopping now." He said, pausing to turn his head and cough. "…We need to get out of here." He pressed.

"Hiccup, you're not-"

"I don't have a choice. Okay? I've gotten this far— we both have." His green eyes took a little regretful turn, but he still kept his pained smile on his face. "We've both suffered way too much to stop everything now. I have to get back, the others need me." Astrid didn't object to his words, and he looked at her pleadingly. "Please, Astrid. We can finish this, together, just like we were supposed to do before. I just need your help. Now more than ever."

She was silent, blue eyes searching green. There was worry and agony in her blue depths, but she eventually gave in, turning and getting up to her feet. "Of course." She managed, her face still streaked with tears as she started to help him up. "Of course I'll help you; you know I will." Hiccup shouldn't be moving; the boy was horribly warm, and she could tell by his features that he wasn't feeling well at all. Not to mention the injury that looked painful to walk on. But she knew that if she were to try and point this out, he would just reaffirm his statement. That he had a goal and he wasn't about to stop when things were getting dark.

Hiccup's face set into a dull frown as he stood up with Astrid's help. One of the girl's arms wrapped around the metal locked across him, and the other went into Hiccup's hand to help him stand. The boy ducked his head with a deep grimace, his head and leg singing together in pain as he struggled. But once he got halfway up to his feet, he shook his head quickly, legs lowering back down as he let go of Astrid's hand. "Stop." He tried, grimacing as he lowered down to all fours. Astrid backed away quickly, looking alarmed as she dropped down beside him.

Hiccup held his stomach, a deep flinch drawing itself over his face as he waited for his head to come back to him and stop spinning so much. He gave another cough, wondering how in the world he managed to have such rotten luck. He sucked in a quick breath, shaking his head almost dismissively. No; he didn't have time to stop and go like this. He'd no idea where the other Night Furies were or what they were doing. He reached for Astrid again, and when the girl helped him up this time, he only stumbled when he was hit with a wave of nausea.

Astrid wrapped one of his arms around her neck, the boy leaning on her as they made their way to the entrance. Snotlout was nowhere to be seen, and the blonde stiffened at the thought of it. A little rashly, her thoughts immediately flew to the fact that Snotlout was Spitelout's son. Could he just be double-crossing them? Despite the fact that he was one of her friends, the boy never did have a record of thinking things through. Her hold on Hiccup tightened protectively, and she braced herself for anything once they finally made their way out of the metal holding chambers.

But Snotlout hadn't left. He was just standing on the opposite side of the ring, looking out towards the hill that led into the arena with a confused look. Astrid opened her mouth to ask him what in the world he was doing— he could get them caught just like that. But before she could, he stepped to the side, a dark shape barreling down towards them at top speed. Astrid stiffened with a small yelp, clinging tightly to the boy that was using her for support, as she shifted so that her back was to the approaching figure. She couldn't let Hiccup get even more hurt. The boy cringed, ducking his head at the sharp movement, and he tried to switch them around again, ever so stubborn.

But the figure let out a sharp bark, and Hiccup's eyes lit up at once. "Hiccup!" Toothless panted in a whisper, eyes wide as he looked at both Hiccup and Astrid. The pair turned back around at this, and he searched each of them for injuries immediately. Astrid was unharmed, not a scratch on her. Hiccup's boot was back on, covering the injury he'd sustained earlier. But he was favoring his prosthetic leg, and Toothless dashed forward worriedly at the notion that he was harmed. "It took me forever to find you." He breathed, shaking as he nosed Hiccup all over his bony frame. Hiccup winced a little bit, but smiled nevertheless. "You shouldn't have run off like that, you really shouldn't have." Toothless whimpered. "Now everything is-"

"What's happening?" Hiccup asked, cutting through the dragon's speech as he straightened. "Why are you alone? Did something happen?"

"No." Toothless answered quickly. He cut himself off, shrugging tensely as he backtracked. "Well, I'm not sure." Hiccup threw him a look, and he went on in a rush. "I went back to Mistyeyes like you told me, and the group returned safely. Then we all returned to Shadowclaw and Leafdapple. We considered leaving for the island like you told us," Hiccup nodded encouragingly at this. "but we couldn't take off with the wind like this." Hiccup's smile evaporated. "Mistyeyes said that we needed to hide until the storm died down. So the Night Furies all split up throughout the island and they're taking shelter. Then when the storm passes, we can all return to the beach, meet up, and then make it out."

"You what?" Hiccup asked, forgetting to be quiet as he hissed this in a shout. Astrid winced a bit at his yell, trying to comfort him as she tightened her hold on his hand. She'd no idea what they Toothless was saying, and once again, she remembered why she had wanted Nightflight to try out her looks on her in the first place. "You split up?" He repeated, Toothless too busy looking him over to respond. Hiccup reached over with one hand, letting go of Astrid's briefly to push the dragon's snout away. "We have to go." He snapped, Toothless straightening and tilting his head to the side. "Take me back; this is bad, this is really bad."

"They already know about the Vikings." Toothless said, struggling to comfort his friend as he turned around for him to board. "They know that they shouldn't try and interact with them. It should be-"

"No." Hiccup said flatly, shaking his head and trying to hoist himself up onto the Night Fury. He coughed as he tried to swing his leg over like he normally did, but the pull on his injury made him pause long enough to cough out a small noise of complaint. Astrid turned, hopping up onto Toothless and reaching down to help him up accordingly. Toothless was looking at Hiccup worriedly, wings shaking at his sides at the sight of the human. But Hiccup shook his head, yet again. _Mind over matter. _he told himself firmly. He was fine, he would finish this. "No, there's too much room for things to go wrong. We need to go out there."

"What about talking to your father?" Astrid asked from behind him. Once they were both securely on, Toothless started to turn, quickening his pace as he made for the exit of the arena. Hopefully by this time, the teenagers' distraction was still going under way, and he would have a suitable route to get back into the forest. "Isn't that what you were planning before all of this happened?" She asked, unsure.

Hiccup glanced back at her hopefully. "You saw him on the way over?" He asked.

Astrid frowned, thinking. Then she shook her head. "No…" She trailed off. Hiccup's small smile blinked away, and he shifted a little on Toothless' scales. Astrid tried to think back, her voice carefully thoughtful. "He was there when I first got back." She recalled. "And he asked me where the Night Furies were. And where you were." The boy's eyes flashed at this, and his shoulders hunched slightly. "I told him I didn't know. Spitelout told him to stop pestering me, and…. I think he left." She said, her nose scrunching up a little.

"That's no surprise." Hiccup muttered as he looked back front. "Something tells me that Spitelout is getting too comfortable where he is right now." His eyes flashed down to his ankle, and he gave a tired sigh as he rubbed his aching head. "Things are a lot worse off here than I first thought." He groaned, Astrid offering a mute reply as she nodded. "All I would think about was whether or not Berk would accept the Night Furies. I didn't even consider that things would have gone so haywire."

"It's a mess." Astrid sighed, ducking her head a little bit. "Can we still do this?"

Hiccup didn't answer. He only narrowed his eyes.

Astrid turned as they passed Snotlout, looking down and allowing a small hint of gratitude to enter her voice. "Thank you, Snotlout." She said with a small smile. "Go back and tell the others what happened. We have to go." It was rather blunt, a little dismissive. But as Toothless increased his pace, she couldn't very well have a conversation with the boy. "Tell them thank you too, but we've got it from here!" She said, raising her voice a little reluctantly as they got farther away.

Toothless broke into a run as they got up the hill, turning and streaking back the way that he had come as he hoped that it was still clear. Hiccup grimaced a little bit, hunching over and pressing himself closer to Toothless, both in an attempt to stave off any of the sick feelings in his stomach, and to keep hidden. Astrid crouched as well, blue eyes narrowing in concentration as she held tight to Hiccup. The trio raced back for the forest as they ducked in and out of buildings, going as fast as they could and hoping that they would fix whatever had started to crumble.
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Nightflight edged forward, walking in the prints of Clearsky as she took her time maneuvering over fallen branches and twigs. There was a small frown tracing the edges of her face, and she winced at every misstep of hers, but she didn't call out. Whether out of pride or just the feeling of shame that thrilled through her at the thought admitting she needed help to male, she'd no idea. She just knew that every time her paw slipped, she caught herself in the slick mud with a deep grimace over her face.

Clearsky glanced back worriedly every so often, unbeknownst to the female Night Fury as she was concentrating so firmly on keeping her feet underneath her correctly. The male's eyes were weighted with worry and concern for the dragoness though, and slowly, he coughed quietly, raising his voice as he spoke suddenly. Nightflight hissed, not only in surprise at the sudden speech, but to warn him to be quiet as well. But the male didn't lower his voice at the small complaint, turning around fully to look at her as his head tilted to the side a bit. "Let's find a place to hide." He whispered, probably for the umpteenth time.

As expected, and as portrayed every time he suggested such a thing, the female shook her head. The male's ears flattened with a small wince. But Nightflight spoke first before he could try and do such a thing. "Hiding is too difficult for me." She whispered, looking frazzled as she shook her ears free of raindrops. Again. The storm still wasn't budging where it was seated above their heads, and frankly the dragon wondered if it ever would. "I wouldn't be able to get a sense of the spot and I would stick out. We would get caught and I can't run from the Vikings like you can, Clearsky. It's just not a good idea."

"And staying out in the open is?" The male returned, eyeing the other a little skeptically. He wasn't sure what his grounds were when it came to Nightflight. Could he call her a Fire-brain for thinking such thoughts? Could he scoff at her and assert the fact that he knew better than her at the moment considering he was the one who could actually see where they were putting their claws? It would be easier if this was Mistyeyes— at least then he would know that he had no place to object to her rules. It was clear, along with Toothless, Hiccup, and Shadowclaw, that under any circumstance, you would be looking their way expectantly. They were obvious leaders in the way that things have been running.

Nightflight, on the other claw, was entirely different. She was always beside Mistyeyes, Toothless, Hiccup, and even Shadowclaw some of the times. But she only offered her own leadership if the other was busy or preoccupied with something else. And when she did, she was very clipped and somewhat awkward in the tone of voice that she used. Yet she was one of the fiercest defenders of Berk with the way that she flared whenever there was a question against it. If someone, say Frost, approached with a scatting comment, Nightflight would instantly snap and lose her temper. Quite unlike Mistyeyes, who would nod and politely assert that whoever was speaking was wrong. She hadn't tried to take leadership head-on like Mistyeyes had. And when the gray female had asserted herself in charge along with Toothless and Hiccup, Nightflight showed no bitterness or irritation. She didn't even twitch a wing at the notion.

All in all, it left Clearsky utterly unsure at how to treat her. Like anyone else, or like a leader?

Taking in the fact that whenever he even looked at her, he had to fight a nervous wince, he cleared his throat and decided that the latter was the one to go with. "It's not a good idea." He tried weakly, still attempting to find a better way out of this that just sticking to the shadows and keeping low. Clearsky's own eyesight and smell wasn't all that much better than Nightflight's out here in the rain. And with the fact that the weather was only taking a turn for the worse, he knew that if they were out here any longer their scales would get waterlogged, just like his ears were at the moment.

He shook his head in an effort to clear them, letting out a small snort in the back of his throat. "The Village might not be as populated as it was at the start of this season," He said, wincing himself as he caught Nightflight grimace a bit at the reminder. He coughed, then backtracked, reminding himself to apologize later when he had the time. Along with all the other careless things he might have slipped up and said in the female's direction. "I mean— we have no idea what might be out there, you know? Or who might see us. It's just…a little daunting to have the entire task of watching out up to me. I might do something wrong."

"I trust you." Nightflight shrugged, as if it didn't matter. But Clearsky jerked in surprise at this, blinking as he turned over to look at her again. It was true that the black Night Fury had asked for his help in the beginning when he and Talon ran into her and Mistyeyes. But he'd been sure that the whole premise of the request was just so Nightflight could get out from underneath Mistyeyes' scales. Taking Clearsky's silence as something else entirely, Nightflight shook her head, relenting every so reluctantly. "Alright." She said finally, her voice drawn. "We can hide somewhere."

The tone in her voice distracted him. Yes, a very opportune moment to lost track of things. But, taking in the fact that they weren't all that hidden in the first place, Clearsky checked the area around them quickly before asking in a small voice: "What's so bad with hiding?" Nightflight didn't reply, only twitching one ear and shaking herself free of the seemingly-never-ending downpour around them. Locking his jaw backwards at the refusal to speak, Clearsky relented as he gave a nod of his head. "Alright." He said instead, turning and offering his tail over to her as a form of guidance. He'd seen Mistyeyes do it when they'd crossed paths, and it just now occurred to him that such a way of walking might prove easier for the blinded female. "C'mon, then. Take my tail."

Nightflight straightened again, but she did not accept the offer of help as she merely stepped around his tail. Eyeing his stubborn companion with a small glint in his eyes, Clearsky reluctantly turned as well, scanning the area around him with a more observant eye now. Though they were still keeping low to the ground and moving, he now had the task of not only keeping them both out of sight, but finding a good enough spot to take refuge. He wondered where the other Night Furies were and kind of wished that he knew for a fact, so they didn't crowd one area in particular.

The spot had to be big enough to fit the pair of them. And it had to have enough breathing room, along with room so that if Nightflight grew unaware they would still be concealed from sight. All in all, the place had to have a lot of requirements, and Clearsky found himself slowly frowning the longer they went along. What if they couldn't find a spot? What if he was unable to-

"I'm sick of hiding." Nightflight sighed under her breath after a long bout of silence. During which, Clearsky had stiffened repeated times as he heard the small, telltale noise of a cracking twig or snapping branch. But whenever such a noise had crossed through his ears, he'd stopped immediately, Nightflight ramming into his backside with a small, repressed growl. The pair had waited out the noise, either hearing it head the other way or completely stop as soon as it had made itself known. Dragons or Vikings, it had to have been one of the two. But the pair of Night Furies were unable to find out, considering they never appeared in solid form. A lucky break, he could call it.

Clearsky turned quickly at the sound of Nightflight's voice, thinking that she had caught smell or hear of something up ahead or behind. But he relaxed a bit reluctantly as he realized there was no immediate danger; yet it took him a bit longer to notice that she was referring to his question from before. He paused over the answer, a thoughtful look coming over his face a bit as he weighed the given statement. Then he shrugged, figuring that it was a pretty good reply. It made sense at least. "We haven't been hiding for long, though." He pointed out fairly, not criticizing in the slightest as he looked back up front and continued moving.

He hadn't realized how large the island was until this very moment.

"That's not what I meant." Nightflight sighed again, for the second time. Clearsky glanced back her way yet again at this, frowning again. The female let a small smile grace her expression, and she shook her head a bit dismissively. "Never mind." She huffed, her right foot sinking into a rather deep pool of mud in front of her. She made a face, looking back down and yanking it back to her a little roughly as she nearly fell over for what felt like the millionth time. She fumed, smoke furling out testily from her nose as she shook her head to clear it. "Let's just say I'll be more than happy when this is all over." She growled under her breath.

"We all will." Clearsky admitted, though he knew that out of most everyone, Nightflight really was the type to look more eagerly to the finish. "I don't think that there's a single Night Fury here who's enjoying any of this. Except maybe some of the younglings; they don't understand, though." He added. The light Night Fury paused, considering. Then he shrugged again. "If it counts for anything, I think you've been doing a great job this entire time. It probably doesn't though, so…" He trailed off, spotting a clearing up ahead filled with tall, towering grass. It was coarse and thick— it didn't look pleasing at all. Uncomfortable, yes. But a good hiding spot? He veered over towards it.

"No, it does count for something." Nightflight allowed, stumbling a little bit at the sudden direction change. She staggered, pausing to gain her bearings before shuffling over for him. She looked a little frazzled, and Clearsky reminded himself to try and apologize for mixing her up so much later. Right when he apologized for everything he'd said before, too. Geez, he was building such a list. "It just isn't true." She went on, only a touch of humor in her voice as she said this.

Clearsky glanced up from his surveying of the tall grass to throw her a withering look, but she obviously was none the wiser to the glower. He shook his head a little emptily, turning his back to her again and reaching out to prod at the stalks. They just about reached his ears, and if crouched, anything would be able to take shelter in something like this. Not to mention that it might be a touch drier inside, too. It seems like he had just found their well-deserved hiding spot. "I wish you wouldn't talk about yourself like that." He sighed, poking his head into the stalks and testing to see whether it scratched at his scales or eyes.

"Like what?" Nightflight asked, mildly surprised at the words. She sat down a little distance from where Clearsky was, raising her head and trying to sniff the air as best she could. She didn't _feel _like they were in a hiding spot. But then again, why would he have stopped short like this? Just to talk? Again? They had no time for that! But no matter how much she smelled at the air, even with her heightened sensory, all she got was water. Water and damp earth. "I don't talk about myself weirdly." She said.

"Yes you do." Clearsky returned, drawing his head out with a satisfactory look. "Here, inside here. As long as you keep yourself low like we were doing before, you'll be fine. It's dense grass, so as long as we don't move _too_ pointedly, then we should be just fine." Nightflight blinked, getting up to her feet and edging forward a little. Sure enough, the soft, ticklish touch met her, and as she took a few steps forward, she was surrounded by it. Giving a small, skittish look, she leaned down and pressed her stomach to the ground, taking Clearsky's advice as she slunk low to the ground, being careful not to send the grass rustling pointedly as she edged along.

Clearsky followed her, keeping watch as best he could. Finding it nearly impossible, he instead rounded over to walk at Nightflight's side instead. It was easier like this, and if anything came along unexpectedly, he would be able to shove the female off to the side. Looking up every so often with a shadow of doubt over his eyes, he almost missed Nightflight as she spoke up again. "I don't mean to. I guess I just didn't notice."

"You don't notice you putting yourself down all the time?" Clearsky asked, looking over at her squarely now.

"I'm not putting myself down." Nightflight said, looking genuinely confused as her eyes narrowed a little bit. "It's not like every time I say something like that I do it just to spite myself. I know I'm a better dragon now than I was before all of this. But I'm still not the best of the bunch, just because of what I used to be." She said this almost carelessly, as if it wasn't of much importance to her. Clearsky's face grew more concerned as she went on. "I mean, I already know that. So it's not much difference to say it aloud. I used to be the most idiotic thing in the world, so cocky, as if no matter what I did I was doing it perfectly." She smiled a grin that didn't reach her eyes. "A little obnoxious if I do say so myself." She chirped.

Clearsky shook his head. The male hopped forward, landing squarely in front of the female now and glaring at her almost harshly. She ran into his chest, stumbling backwards with a comical 'Oof' noise. She opened her mouth to snap at him, but he was speaking before she could get a syllable out. "I said stop that." He repeated, reaffirming his order from before. She drew back, glaring in a bemused expression his way. He shook his head. "You gotta stop that."

"It's not like I put myself down when I say that!" Nightflight exclaimed in a hushed whisper.

Clearsky frowned, looking pained. "Maybe that's just because you don't have any lower to go…" He murmured softly, titling his head to the side and staring at her intently.

Nightflight snapped her mouth closed, looking almost offended with this as her eyes narrowed slightly. She paused a moment, fuming to herself briefly. Then she opened her mouth wide to snap out a sharp retort to the male. But words started to fail her, and gradually her face fell little by little as she stared unseeingly Clearsky's way, her eyes clouding over at the words delivered to her. Eventually, she gave up replying entirely, looking down with a small cough instead as she ducked her head, drawing her tail tightly around herself.

Clearsky grimaced, realizing that he had been too forward. He started to apologize— he certainly wasn't going to wait this time and prolong anything more. This was a little bit too harsh of a thing to put off. "Nightflight, I-" He didn't get much more out as he realized suddenly that the female had stiffened and gone rigid as a board. Her eyes snapped open again and she jerked her head up, ears erect as they swiveled and honed for a noise.

Clearsky didn't have to ask her what was wrong. The Night Fury turned towards the noise that just barely reached his own ears, eyes widening in alarm. It was….a dragon. Another one, of course, not them. Its words were indistinguishable; it must have been very far away. Or at least out of earshot. But there was a definite note of alarm in the tone that reached them, and Clearsky found his own joints locking together tensely at the very idea.

Nightflight was to her feet by now, apparently having forgotten their recent clash in the moment. "We have to go." She said, her voice just as stiff as her body was. Clearsky's head whipped back around at this, eyes livid with alarm at the very suggestion. Nightflight was unable to see his reaction, but she must have had some idea as she stomped one of her feet down hard in the mud. "We can't just sit here! Didn't you hear it?" She pressed.

"W-Well, yeah, yeah I _heard _it." Clearsky stammered, voice unsure and reserved as his tail lashed in the stalks of grass towering over them. "B-But we have no idea what it was! Or who it came from! I-It might not even be from a Night Fury— what if it's one of the other dragons on the island?" He prompted. Nightflight locked her jaw backwards stubbornly, not replying audibly but just glared over at him instead. He sighed shortly, shaking his head. "We have no idea what it could be."

The shout came again. Nightflight shook her head furiously. "We have to go." She repeated, more forceful this time. "We have to at least see what's going on down there, don't we?" When Clearsky didn't reply at once, she fumed angrily. "I thought you were all about helping people!" She snapped, in a rather loud whisper. He wasn't even sure it was a whisper anymore as he cringed away. "Aren't you the type of dragon that would rush down there without a single thought?"

"Mistyeyes told us that we should stay put no matter what happens!" Clearsky objected in a sharp hiss, silently pleading with her to lower her voice. At the rate she was going, every Viking in the vicinity of them would be rushing over any second. And somehow, Clearsky didn't think Toothless had been able to get Hiccup yet. "She specifically said that even if something went wrong or if we heard something, that we shouldn't put ourselves in danger! Are you going to go against her word?"

"We wouldn't be putting ourselves in danger by just peeking at what's happening!" Again, the shriek came, louder than before. Even Clearsky

winced at this one as it rolled its way over. Nightflight drew herself up, eyes furious slits now. "Mistyeyes isn't here right now, I am. And I say that we need to go out and find whatever is making that noise. It doesn't hurt just to check."

"We just found this spot to hide!" Clearsky objected as a last resort.

"And it'll be here when we come back." Nightflight snapped, brushing by him before he could say anything else. She broke into a sudden sprint, and Clearsky stiffened in shock at the sudden take off. She couldn't run like that! She would either trip over her own feet or run headfirst into something dangerous. Or a tree. Or over a rock. All in all, there wasn't much to be gained from it. Cursing under his breath and himself for being such a push-over, he rocketed after her, eyes narrowed and heart in his throat as he tried to catch up to her.

"Fine!" He hissed, weaving around so that he was in front of her. That way at least they could somewhat know if something was happening. But with the pace that Nightflight set, and the pace that she was intent on keeping, they wouldn't have much of a notice. "But stay behind me! And if I tell you to make a break for it, you make a break for it, okay?" All doubts about whether or not to treat her this way or another was gone. The fact was a blatant one at this point: she couldn't see where she was going. It wasn't a question of leadership, it was one of capability. And right now, Clearsky had the upper wing.

Nightflight kept up with him rather well though, for all that she was worth. The female slipped and slid awkwardly and a little bit painfully in the mud every couple of steps, and eventually her underside was more than caked with the stuff. But she didn't complain, or try and request for a lower speed of chasing. And she wasted no time in shooting up to her feet once she tripped, recovering as quick as she could and continuing to hare after Clearsky.

They followed the shouts and exclaims, the pair of them slowly realizing that there was more than one voice in the lot of it all. And Clearsky realized with a small thrill in his stomach that most of the voices were all Vikings, save for a few of the wailing dragons he could pick out of the lot. He shot Nightflight a worried glance that she didn't see, cold claws gripping his stomach at the alarm he could hear laced in all of the voices. It was a frightening thing to hear, and his thoughts immediately flew back to Hiccup and how the boy had warned that things might be difficult in assimilating to Berk's lifestyle. He had warned them profusely, but Clearsky hadn't entertained the idea that it would be life-threatening to join such a happy-sounding lifestyle. Was Hiccup able to see what could have happened like this? Or was the boy just as surprised? Considering the fact that Hiccup had been taken, he could guess all too grimly that the boy hadn't.

Eventually the area started to slope down into a hill, and Clearsky was forced to slow his pace if just a little so that he wouldn't fall forward head-first. Eventually, the land got so steep that he was forced to merely lock back his feet, digging his claws into the mud as he skidded down the hill the rest of the way. Nightflight caught onto him and did the same as well, which was a relief considering that he wasn't all that ready to shout over to her just yet. They were just here to check on what was going on to cause such a noise— that didn't mean they had to be found prematurely.

Pretty soon they were able to see far enough down the slope though. Or at least Clearsky was. The male dug his claws into the ground tighter, coming to an unsteady halt as he pretty much had to balance himself. Nightflight bumped into his back from behind, letting out yet another small grunt as she tried to shuffle backwards. "Not the best place to stop." She hissed through clenched teeth as she fumbled for a better grip than she had at the moment. Clearsky didn't reply except to flick an ear, which went unknown to the female anyway. It was the best he could do, really.

He craned his neck, narrowing his eyes against the water streaming against it and stiffening. Nightflight noticed the change in atmosphere, tensing herself as she turned suddenly alert eyes onto her friend. "What?" She asked in a soft voice, ears flattening against her head as she realized that maybe something really was wrong. "What is it? What do you see? Is it one of the Night Furies?" She could almost be sure that the noise came from one of their own, though she never really did have much experience with the calls of other dragons. Living on a secluded island away from others ended up doing that to a dragon, and during her short stay in her Berk, she only remained at the Cove, where Hiccup was trying to 'train' her. Her brisk walk through the village was when she had no interest in her surroundings but Toothless, who had been beside her.

"It's- It's-" It took a moment for Clearsky to realize exactly who it was down below. But once he grasped the figure, there was no mistaking the identity. "It's Shadowclaw's mother!" He gasped in sharply, looking alarmed at the very thought of it all. He knew that she had chosen to come along with this whole quest; he had seen her go over to Hiccup when they were choosing who would stay and who would leave. But she had faded into the background of everything lately. Of course, that's what most Night Fury parents tended to do, rather than the very few who stood out, such as Talon with Mistyeyes. But still….

Nightflight went rigid. "River?" She asked. Clearsky looked at her questioningly, but didn't reject the idea. Come to think of it, he realized that he didn't even know the younger dragon's mother's name. It didn't seem all that important before now and suddenly the thought of never having asked seemed ridiculous. But Nightflight looked shocked and concerned out of her mind; the female was closer than he was to River, he could only guess. Maybe it came from playing so much with Shadowclaw and Toothless back in the caves, when the little dragon reminded Toothless of home.

"What's she doing with two younglings!?" Clearsky asked breathlessly, still panting from their run.

Suddenly from the side of the clearing, there was a glint of metal, and the male's eyes widened with horror as he saw a Viking start to level up a bow to River's head. In fact, the older female was completely surrounded. Three Vikings and two hanging back that were all armed with weapons. Clearsky's blood ran cold, and before he could think about trying to get Nightflight to double back like he'd promised himself he would earlier, he was muttering out a quick: "We need to hurry."

Surprisingly, Nightflight took off the same moment he did. Whether or not it was because she was just a good listener, or because she was already planning on taking off anyway was something he wouldn't try to consider at the moment. The pair rushed down the hillside, Clearsky raising his voice into a sharp shout as he yelled as loud as could. He could almost feel the fury that Mistyeyes would have against the two of them later for going against her direct orders. "Stop!" He yowled, his voice grating against his throat as he roared over the drumming of the rain and the rolling of the thunder. He had to be heard; going unnoticed wasn't an option when somebody was in trouble. "Stop! Don't hurt her! You don't have to hurt her! You don't have to hurt anybody! We want to be a part of Berk!"

Nightflight winced deeply. "Clearsky, they can't understand you!" She snapped in a hiss.

The stupidity of his actions reached him just as he finally ended skidding down the slope. His claws were thickened and clogged with mud, and his head was reeling from the tumble down. But he recovered quickly, shooting up to his feet and having his eyes widen. "Oh! Right!" He said wildly. Nightflight made a little noise of discomfort, suddenly realizing how the pair of them might come across to whatever was down here. Clearsky hadn't given her a clear answer on what was waiting for them, and the Night Fury crouched awkwardly behind him as she went absolutely stiff.

The Vikings turned, locking their eyes onto Clearsky, and he swallowed thickly as he realized that he didn't like the look in their eyes. The one who was aiming a bow at River did not relent in their aim, and Clearsky felt a surge of panic that was only fueled as one of the others suddenly let out an angry yell that sounded like some sort of dreadful war cry. The male winced, but he didn't back down, to his credit. "Gods!" He exclaimed, glancing from Nightflight, and then over to the River. The female was more than upset by now, screaming in panic and confusion as she hunkered herself down over the Night Furies crouched underneath her. Once again he wondered who's they were and what had happened to lead them all here.

"Gods!" He exclaimed again, wincing as the abrasive one let out yet another yell. He was readying his weapon, and Clearsky felt a wave of not only horror but of panic and frustration. "Why can't they understand me!?" He shrieked the question that he already knew the answer to. Nightflight only replied as to ask what was going on, but Clearsky wasn't about to take a break and walk her through things. He didn't have that sort of time; not when the yelling one was getting closer and closer. He didn't like the look on the Viking's face. "Stay behind me, Nightflight!" He snapped instead, not helping to calm the female's nerves as she pressed her face into the ground worriedly. "Oh gods, I wish these people could understand me." He rasped. "River! River, are you okay!?"

"Clearsky!" The older yelled, drawing the younglings closer. "I tried reasoning with them! It doesn't work!" Panic and fear was alive in every syllable of her voice, and Clearsky felt a pull of frustration at the fact that he was left unable to help from where he stood. The one Viking was getting closer and closer, and Clearsky recognized the look of a smirk on the man's face. At the sight of Nightflight behind him, River smiled hopefully. "Is Hiccup with you? Is Shadowclaw? Is-" But she snapped her mouth shut before she could finish, cringing away as her series of roars and barks only made the Viking aiming the bow at her suspicious. He steadied his arm and drew the arrow back tighter in its string. There was already one embedded into the ground beside River and the two younglings.

Clearsky narrowed his eyes, risking it as he took a few strides forward, closer to the group of Vikings. Couldn't he reason with them? Or at least try? It was hard to believe that none could be worked with. Wasn't there at least some that were just a little bit like Hiccup? "Listen!" He pleaded. "You don't have to do this! Please understand me! I know you can!" Could he try and do what Nightflight did? With his eyes? A stupid and rather desperate thought, and yet those were typically the only sorts of things to pop into ones head at times like these. "The Night Furies are more than willing to-"

Suddenly an arrow was making its way right for a target between Clearsky's eyes. River scrambled up to her feet, but was unable to move, for fear of leaving the younglings alone. "Clearsky!" She shrieked in alarm, her wings taut with anxiety. The male stiffened at the call, his eyes widening to be twice their size. Not a millisecond too soon, the male flattened down the ground, feeling the rush of air as the arrow passed barely over the tips of his ears. It instead buried it somewhere behind him, Nightflight already ducked as she escaped the blow.

He looked at the weapon which had barely missed Nightflight as well. The female had stumbled backwards, feeling the rush left behind by the weapon and realizing that once again she had probably gotten too over her head. From the sound of things they were outnumbered, otherwise Clearsky would have been able to get to River from where he stood. Feeling more blind than ever, the female wore a look of utter confusion and terror on her face, which got Clearsky to clench his teeth, blood boiling under his scales. Struggling to remain calm, he whipped back around, claws shooting out to bury themselves into the ground. "Hey!" He snapped, letting anger flare his tone on accident. "You didn't have to do-"

His words ended in a sharp shriek as the aggressive one suddenly flew at him. Going rigid with shock for only a moment, he quickly threw himself to the side, sliding in the mud as he realized that the human had a sword. The man rained down blows, or at least tried to. The Night Fury did his best to dodge each and every one of them, letting out alarmed roars and snaps as more Vikings joined in the fight. He couldn't attack them, or stick up for himself. He couldn't do anything, and he didn't want to. He tried to put himself in their spot, when the last thing they remembered the Night Furies doing was attacking them themselves. He couldn't attack them, he couldn't.

"Nightflight!" He roared, swinging himself to the side as he narrowed missed being gutted open. Nightflight flinched where she sat, unmoving as her head swiveled side to side in rampant confusion. She jerked at the sound of her name, and Clearsky ducked yet another swipe of a sword, the flash of a mace entering his eyesight as he jumped quickly to the side of it. "Nightflight, run!" He screamed, River wearing a look of utter terror once more as she was once again put under the threatening aim of a bow. The Night Fury younglings underneath her wailed and cried, not understanding in the slightest what was going on. "Nightflight, run back the way we came! You have to hide!"

Nightflight was shaking from head to toe. Could she really be messing up something like this again? "I-I don't know which way to go!" She shrieked, ears flattening to her head and her head shrinking back in fear as she got up from the ground just enough to turn in small, confused circles, which did not help her sense of direction. The world was a dark, wet, noisy enigma to the dragon, and her throat clenched tightly in on itself as she found herself floundering again. She needed a guide! She couldn't do this! "I'm lost! I have no idea where I am! Where am I!?" She pleaded a little bit desperately.

Clearsky opened his mouth to direct her, but he was cut off as the blunt end of a sword mashed against his nose. He let out a squawk, eyes wide and watering at the mild discomfort. Thanking his lucky stars that it was nothing more, the male ducked and weaving in an intricate dance once more, but freezing. The two Vikings across the clearing from them had taken an interest in Nightflight. An interest that made Clearsky's stomach clench. "Nightflight!" He screamed suddenly, the panic and fear in his voice causing the female to snap to attention. "Nightflight! Run!" He begged, in hysterics. "They're going to attack you! They're-" He winced as he was narrowly sliced, barely a touch and yet it snapped him to attention to realize that his movements were slowing down. He sped them up as quickly as he could, cursing repeatedly underneath his breath as he tried to consider flying in the storm anyway.

Nightflight stilled at the words that came from Clearsky. She fell silent in a certain kind of fright, and she felt her blood run cold as she made the connection. A small voice, barely audible over the pattering of the raindrops around them managed to reach Nightflight's ears. "Stoick? What are you…?" Stoick. Stoick, oh gods, Stoick. The dragon stiffened considerably, whirling around as she recognized the small sucking noise of feet in mud heading her direction. They were slow and calculated underneath the noise of the fight Clearsky had found himself thrown into, and Nightflight crouched low to the ground, finding herself taking small steps backwards.

"Stoick, don't." She said, making Clearsky's own mistake as she struggled to communicate. Humans couldn't understand dragons, but what else could she do once she realized that her life was on the line? "Stoick, please, don't do anything you'll regret." She squeaked, voice uneven as her breathing started to get away from her. She could do it. She'd done it before. Even if it hadn't been working recently, shouldn't she be able to find it inside of herself now that she truly needed it? She took in a shaking breath, wincing in sheer desperation as she pressed as hard as she could, her voice rising in tone and volume. "Stoick, stop! Think of what Hiccup would say! Think about Hiccup, Stoick, please!"

_Please work, please work, please work, why aren__'__t you working!?_

"Stoick, maybe you shouldn't-"

"Quiet, Gobber!" Stoick roared in response. Nightflight cringed deep into the ground, ears flattening to her head and heart ramming painfully against her ribcage. She didn't know which way to go. One wrong step could throw her into a much worse situation. And yet if she backed up enough, she knew she wouldn't be able to make it up the hill fast enough without them giving chase. She had enough difficulty coming down."Everything ends right now." The Chief snarled, and Nightflight froze at the very words, feeling them seep through her scales like ice water.

"**Please stop, Stoick**!" She screamed, ducking her head low as she raised her voice for all it was worth.

Stoick raised his arm, Clearsky's heart freezing over completely as the man readied his sword to strike. Nightflight wasn't running away, she wouldn't have been able to pull off the feat if she wanted to. She could only sit and wait for her death to be served to her on a plate, and the male finally lost control as he all but shoved each of the Vikings attacking him as hard as he could manage. The violent one, who had screeched in the first place, hit a tree and slid down to the ground, dazed for the moment. The other was flung to the side, hitting his head and falling still as he fell unconscious. Worry and remorse could be showed later. Right now the dragon was struggling to make his rooted feet move. He had to get to the Nightflight.

But he was too late. The sword was already making its way down to where she crouched.

The male snapped his eyes closed and could only wait as he let out a choking cry.

After a few seconds of mere silence, there was a thud. A dull thud that singled the sound of a body hitting the ground. Letting out another frenzied cry, Clearsky forced his eyes to open, to see the dragon he had just began to build a friendship with sprawled unmoving on the ground. He was just starting to get on her good side. She was just starting to realize that her entire goal would be met. She'd suffered so much, for so long…surely all of this couldn't be to waste? Sure enough, as he looked at the sight in front of him, there was indeed a body on the ground.

But it wasn't Nightflight's.

Nightflight was still crouched on the ground, not realizing herself what had happened as she had her eyes shut as tightly as she could manage. Stoick was on his back in the mud, a little vacant, but completely unharmed. He'd been knocked backwards a few feet, just like the Vikings that had ahold on Clearsky had been, though much more gently as he was already starting to recover. He slowly sat up, groggy and one hand against his temple as he looked up. The man behind him, with the blonde hair and long mustache, looked shocked and surprised at the sight that was in front of them.

Mistyeyes was crouched in front of Nightflight, having come out of seemingly nowhere. Her wings were shooting back down to her sides, clamping there rather firmly as she narrowed her eyes against the rain. The pale dragoness' eyes were alive with every kind of light, and her breathing was fast and punctured where she stood. Off to the side, Talon stood, looking just as confused and scared at the scene that they had walked into. His breathing was irregular as well, and his eyes trained on his daughter as she stood over her friend with a set look.

"Mistyeyes!" Clearsky croaked, relief and confusion mingling together now as he stood. "H-How did you get here? Are the others with you?" Frankly, he would give all of his teeth and claws for Hiccup to be there. To be with the pair of dragons and able to set everything straight once more. But Mistyeyes looked over to him, and her blue eyes were bright with pain. No. They didn't have the human in tow with them. His breathing quickened himself at the idea, and he realized that they weren't out of the water yet. "What's going on!" He yelled, almost sounding angry. And he was, kind of. He bore a scratch on his side already, and he could only imagine more to come later.

Mistyeyes staggered a bit, pressing her wings tighter to her sides as she looked down at Nightflight. She didn't answer at first. Then she turned, looking at Stoick, at Spitelout, at Mulch, at the things that were happening around her. She thought back to the younglings who had been crying by the time she and Talon had gotten back to them, and she thought back to the dragons who returned her soft greeting with almost a blank look just a while ago. The Vikings were starting to regain ground now. Spitelout turned, picking up his weapon again, getting to his feet as his eyes narrowed into furious slits. Then she looked back at Clearsky, at his almost accusing look, and she felt a wave of despair. "…I'm sorry." She managed weakly after a moment.

Clearsky looked at her open-mouthed after a moment. Then he shook his head. "I have to get Nightflight out of here." He said, rushing forward for the dragoness, who had started to recover slowly from her shock as she started to sit up. "It's too dangerous for her to be here— I promised that I would protect her, and I can't do that right here! We have to get out of here, we have to do something! We have to think of something better to do! We- We- We need Hiccup!" Clearsky blustered, feeling pathetic as he resorted to this.

Mistyeyes' gaze hardened. She jerked forward, blue eyes narrowed as she met Clearsky's words with a blazing look. He backtracked quickly, surprised at her sudden ferocity. It caught him completely off-guard, and he instantly realized that he had let his heart control his words for that moment as he challenged the leader. "There's no point in fleeing." Mistyeyes said, her voice unnaturally cold now as she said this. "We heard the commotion from the other side of the island every Viking in earshot will be here quicker than you could even fathom so we have to act now, if we're going to do anything at all." Her words were quick, and they meshed together in their efforts to get out of her mouth in one piece.

Clearsky blinked rapidly in the effort to separate one word from the other coherently. "What do you mean?" He asked, looking over at Talon questioningly. The older dragon didn't respond to his look, only keeping his eyes weighted firmly on his daughter, who was on-edge. It was true. They'd heard this commotion all the way past Raven's Point. Besides the fact that the Night Furies were already starting to lose ground in their plan to keep hidden from the Vikings, every able-bodied person would now be sprinting in their direction. Though Talon and Mistyeyes had been able to run faster and harder than ten humans combined, it still made little difference. They would arrive soon enough. And the humans here would recover quicker than that. And the dragons already needed their help desperately as it was.

Mistyeyes turned, her heart throbbing in her ears as she snapped the female to attention. "Nightflight!" She gasped, the dragoness jerking at her name. "You have to do it." Mistyeyes said flatly, wincing, as if the plea hurt her enough to ask of the dragon. Nightflight shrank backwards at this, but Mistyeyes couldn't stop at this point. She shook her head quickly and pressed in a panicked tone. "We don't have a choice, now, Nightflight! Toothless still isn't back with Hiccup, and the Vikings will be flocking over here after you made all of this noise!" River curled herself even tighter around the hatchlings at the warning. "We had a choice before but it's gone, now, Nightflight. You have to do it!"

"Why can't we just run?" It was Clearsky who demanded this, not Nightflight. "We can hide and-"

"And have these Vikings come after you and eventually find where everyone else is hiding?" Mistyeyes replied in a furious shriek. Clearsky's eyes rounded even more. He'd never seen the female lose her temper like this; usually she was very calm and collected, even with these sorts of situations. But now she was shaking from ears to tail tip. "The dragons can't hide forever, and I haven't heard back from Toothless!" Stoick had gotten back up to his feet now, looking a little weary at the sight of Mistyeyes, who had always lingered loyally beside his son. He paused, as if weighing his decision. But the inner debate would not last much longer, she knew. "We have no choice now! The plan is falling apart! But we have to do something now at least!" She snapped.

"Mistyeyes, what if they hurt us?" Clearsky demanded, voice spike with fear.

Mistyeyes replied with a sharp yell. "They won't!" She shouted, flinching again as her voice rose. But there wasn't any kind of time for apologies. "Nightflight! You have to get him to understand you! You have to get all of them to!" She ordered, whirling on her friend now as she slipped in the mud. Nightflight froze, and when she didn't do anything immediately, Mistyeyes' sudden temper flared again. "Now, Nightflight!" She screamed. "Now!"

"Mistyeyes, I can't!" Nightflight shrieked, backing up with a fearful glint in her eye.

Spitelout was starting to push himself up now, and Stoick's eyes were slowly losing their confused glint. Instead, they were narrowing into a grim look of determination, and Mistyeyes looked from the advancing Viking to Nightflight. Gobber started forward, reaching over to grab at Stoick's shoulder, but he was too confused by what was going on. The dragons were roaring back and forth, incomprehensible to himself. But it sounded loud, angry, and hostile. He didn't have a clue on what was taking place, but he didn't want to get in the middle of it. "Stoick, maybe you shouldn't…" Was all he got out. A pretty lame try if anyone else was listening. Mulch and Speedifist were still unconscious, but there was no telling how long that would last.

"You don't have much of a choice now!" Mistyeyes pressed instantly, speaking almost before Nightflight could finish her own words. Nightflight grew almost angry at the sudden change in mood. Before she had smiled kindly and assured the female that she didn't have to try anything that she didn't want. Now, in the whirlwind of everything else that was happening to the confused dragoness, she was expected to do _this_. Again. Mistyeyes shook her head, for the millionth time. "You don't have a choice, Nightflight!" She repeated again. "Go! Do it! Now!"

"I-I-I-I can't!" Nightflight repeated. "I can't Mistyeyes, I really can't!"

"Now!" Mistyeyes yelled relentlessly.

Clearsky and Talon started to edge forward, seeing with synchronized alarm that Stoick was getting too close. And Spitelout was starting to attack again. "Mistyeyes!" Nightflight wailed, ears slicked against her head. "Don't push all of this onto me! Please! I can't do it! You know that!" Footsteps sounded overhead, from the way that Nightflight and Clearsky had come. Human footsteps that plowed through the mud and could be heard even over the thunder and rain. Getting closer. Panic wedged itself in her throat. "Why are you suddenly so-"

"Nightflight! Now!"

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

They had just been getting out of Berk when they heard it. A sudden shriek that ripped over the island. A dragon's roar, not a human's. Hiccup, who had found himself leaning heavily down onto Toothless, jerked upwards at the sudden noise, a little bit too quickly. But he paid no mind to the rush that served him in response. His green eyes widened, and any color that was still left on his cheeks drained themselves in that very instant. He couldn't pick out the words, and he couldn't tell who it was. It was too far away. But its volume, from wherever it was coming from, was loud enough to ring in his ears, almost as an afterthought. It was enough to lock his limbs together and cause his heart to ice over in a shockingly-cold sensation.

Toothless crouched low to the ground at this, his green eyes flickering up to Hiccup worriedly as he let out a small coo. He didn't offer to speak, and Hiccup's mind was going too haywire to try and piece together a coherent sentence to get out. So Astrid spoke up first, the blonde's grip around the boy's midsection, gentle before, tightened to be a little bit more than uncomfortable. "What was that?" She whispered softly, leaning off to the side so that she could see the boy's face.

Hiccup didn't reply at first, his fever-bright eyes boring holes into the woods beyond. Then he shook his head. "I have no idea." He said in a small mumble, looking lost and obscenely frightened at this point. He looked down at the thing that was clamped around his stomach still, at the wound that had been bandaged by Astrid back in the Ring. And then he looked back up, shoulders tensing.

"But it can't be anything good." He rasped.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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	24. Chapter 24

It was chaos. The silence that had hung over Berk was long gone, having disappeared long ago. Now the air was alive with the scent of fear, the sound of Night Fury roars, human screeches, and even the sound of weapons, though the last one was much quieter. It was almost swallowed up by the torrent of rain that pounded down around them. The island was alive with panic now, confusion, terror, and horror thrilling in the air. Their plan was falling apart at the seams. It had been falling apart at the seams the second that Hiccup had been taken away from them, and by now there was no telling whether or not they would be able to fix it. And it was blatantly obvious that the Night Furies were at a loss of what to do from here on out.

They couldn't fly away; not in this kind of storm. Only the strongest could manage the feat, and there was no way that the Pack could just leave behind those unable to make the trip. Or at least he hoped not. They couldn't attack the humans, either. Not with what they were trying to do. Fighting was what had gotten them into this mess after all— increasing the conflict would be the fastest way for them to all get killed or worse. Mistyeyes, Toothless, Nightflight, and Hiccup…all of the ringleaders of this operation were gone. Splitting up had been the only logical solution to their plan, but now it was the worst thing that they could have come up with. Because now they were left to fend for themselves in this situation. Which wouldn't be so bad except for the fact that one wrong move could be the end.

The thoughts brewing in Shadowclaw's mind did nothing to ease the young Night Fury's nerves, which were frayed down to their very ends now. And for the dragon that had always been so carefree and optimistic, he was left without any sort of hope for this situation. He hoped it didn't show too much on his face to Leafdapple, who was sitting tensely at his side. The pair had crawled out from their hiding spot minutes ago, sitting out in the open now as they tried to desperately think of something that they could do. The dragoness was already so upset— there was no missing the frantic way in which her wings fluttered every so often, or the fear that alive in her bright green eyes. For Shadowclaw, showing any more of his emotions right now wasn't a good idea; it would only upset Leafdapple further, and that was the last thing that he wanted to accomplish.

Finally Leafdapple stood quickly, a sharp movement compared to her twitches and shifts of recent as she caused Shadowclaw to jerk with surprise. The female lashed her tail, her claws shooting out to root themselves into the mud. "We can't just sit here." She spat finally, closing her eyes tightly as she said this. Shadowclaw frowned with worry himself, looking unsure not only of their situation but how to react to her as she spoke. But she wasn't finished trying to take a stand for her point. She started to knit herself around Shadowclaw in tight circles, the male's head turning uncomfortably in the attempt to keep his gaze on her. "We can't sit here and just listen to what's going on and not know. We can't. We-"

"But we can't just go out there!" He replied instantly, trying to keep his voice level and not yell. Though there really wasn't an option to be heard over the rain. Not to mention that he had to speak over the female before she could continue. He couldn't let her. "Mistyeyes told us to stay where we were at all costs! Specifically she told us that no matter what kind of things that we heard that staying hidden and out of the way was the only thing that we had to focus on! Going out there— we just have no idea what will be waiting for us, Leafdapple! We could get hurt!" His eyes rounded out with worry as he took a step closer, cutting off the female from her panic-ridden pacing as she stopped short. "You could get hurt!"

"But _they _might be getting hurt!" Leafdapple objected with worry, not comforted by her friend's words as she shook her head. "They're our friends too, Shadowclaw, the whole lot of them! If we let members of the Pack die, that's like letting family die— no matter the kind of trouble that we've gone through with them." Shadowclaw shut his mouth, sighing softly through his nose as he listened with a slightly guilty expression. "It doesn't matter that we can't tell who that is." As if to accentuate her point, there was another shriek of a Night Fury. The rain made it impossible to tell who exactly it was, not to mention that it was far away. Not on the other side of the island, but it sounded close to it at least. Leafdapple grimaced away from the noise, as if it caused her physical pain.

"Leafdapple, I know. I do." Shadowclaw agreed, ducking his head in the form of something akin to a nod. "But…that was the last order that we got, and it came from Mistyeyes. Right before we split up ages ago, she told us that we needed to keep ourselves safe at all costs. That includes staying put." Leafdapple locked her jaw backwards, ears flattening in defiance as she stiffened. So Shadowclaw shook his head and went on. "We have no idea where any of them are now. Not Hiccup, not Toothless, not Nightflight, and not Mistyeyes. Everyone who was in charge is gone now and the only thing we have left of them at this moment are those orders. If we disregard that, it means disregarding them. And we can't-"

"We're in charge too!" Leafdapple snapped, lashing her tail for a second time now. Shadowclaw winced slightly at the yell, though he restrained himself from cutting her off again. "Maybe we're not as old as Toothless or as special as Nightflight or as wise as Mistyeyes. But we were the ones who brought the Night Furies back to Berk during the last Raid! And we were the ones who helped to bring this whole thing together too! We did a lot of things for the Pack— things that couldn't have been done _without _us. So we have just as much right as the others to change the plan. We're leaders too. Just as much as they are too."

Shadowclaw tried to find a logical argument against this, struggling to pin down enough reason to do so. His heart was heavy as he looked at Leafdapple's determined glare, and he knew in the back of his mind that arguing against her was probably a pointless venture. Once the female got an idea rooted into her head, there was no killing it as much as he tried. Or at least that was the case nine times out of ten. But the thought of racing into danger for the umpteenth time, into something as unplanned and unsure as this, was the last thing that he wanted. If he was by himself, he would certainly do it, without much thought either.

But Leafdapple….he didn't want to put her into danger. He didn't want to risk anything when it came to having the female at his side. The thought of dashing into whatever sort of fray was going on at the other end of the island and having something bad happen to her was enough to churn his stomach. He could track down when the feeling had changed. From reluctantly agreeing to follow a stranger back to the Night Fury island in order to bring back the others, to watching as a supposed friend left him behind, to being unnaturally excited to rejoin with her, to now finding the idea of bringing her into dangerous conflict enough to choke his windpipe, it had changed drastically.

"But I just…." Shadowclaw tried, face falling as his voice seemed to escape him. "You can't…"

"Shadowclaw." Leafdapple repeated, her eyes narrowing into determined slits. Though there was a sense of urgency and desperation in her tone as her eyes remained clashing against Shadowclaw's own. "They _need _us." Her words were slow and accented as she spoke, and Shadowclaw tried not to hear the hurt that was in her voice as he refused her over and over again. "You were right when you said that the rest are gone and we don't know where they are. But that just means that we're needed out there even more. Even if we're not the best out the lot— we're all that they've got now. Don't you understand that?" Shadowclaw didn't reply, keeping silent as his mouth remained shut. But his shoulders did loosen, drooping in a sense of slow defeat as Leafdapple's expression and words started to win him over. She shook her head and pressed even more. "We _promised _them, Shadowclaw. We promised that they wouldn't get hurt and that everything would be okay. We have a responsibility to them."

Shadowclaw ducked his head, closing his eyes as his tail curled around his body snugly. He let out a slow sigh from his nose and gradually he nodded his head. It was a little begrudgingly and hesitant, but he did it nevertheless. Leafdapple had a point. Despite the fact that taking her into such dangerous situations was worrying, and that the potential for her getting hurt in a moment like this was far too great, he knew that there was no other option. Not now. "Okay." He said, his words coming out in a small puff of air. "Okay, sure." He looked up, opening his eyes and realizing that the dragon's face had broken out into a relived smile as her point was won. "You're right— we have a job to do. Nothing else can change that."

She brightened significantly, dashing forward and pressing her nose briefly against Shadowclaw's cheek before drawing away. She looked as if she were about to say something more, but another Night Fury roar echoed faintly over the harsh wind, and all thought seemed to vanish from her mind. Instead she gave a quick nod, beckoning to Shadowclaw with her tail as she turned towards the shout. "Here!" She yelled, looking as if she had been shot full with energy in those sparse few seconds. "Come on!" Shadowclaw jerked as the female immediately took off with speed fit for a catapult. She threw herself forward, tearing off without any more sort of warning for the other.

Shadowclaw shook his head quickly, having to sprint in order to catch up with his friend as he raced after her. The raindrops flew back into his face with the feeling of little needles. He winced against the sensation, shivering as he realized that it was freezing cold outside. Sure enough the feeling would eventually leave, or be replaced with something of more importance. But he could tell that being out here in such weather was suicide enough. For dragons as well as humans. With this whole mess it was just a million times worse; but then again that wasn't all that surprising as of right now. The realization of that fact had sunken in quite a long time ago.

He shook his head free of the meaningless thoughts, instead focusing on Leafdapple, who was running by his side now that he had managed to catch up to her. He had to protect her, he knew. Whether or not the feeling was warranted between them, he knew that there was no doubt in his mind that if Leafdapple were to get seriously hurt, he could never forgive himself. Injuries were probably a given considering what was going on now. And any sort of protection that Shadowclaw might offer, Leafdapple would most likely refuse in the first place. But there wasn't much wriggle room when it came to things like this. Not anymore. And with each roar that ripped over the dense forest and with each muffled yell of humans, Shadowclaw grew more and more tense. This was all supposed to end nicely. A happy ending with peace and tranquility. That was what he'd had in mind when he gave the idea in the first place to Hiccup of joining the two groups. Was he wrong? Was all of this going to be his fault?

They had run for minutes upon minutes, slipping in the mud and not offering any more conversation between the pair of them. It was too tense, too close to do anything more of the sort. But with narrowed eyes and determination from the both of them, though somewhat more melancholy on Shadowclaw's side, there wasn't much more that needed to be said in the first place. They were getting closer he knew; the roars of the dragons were growing a tad louder against the drumming noise of rain. His ears pricked forward, trying to hear the calls better to assign names to the voices. But as soon as he started to strain in order to pick apart the sounds, Leafdapple screeched to a sudden halt.

Not paying enough attention and stumbling over his feet a little bit, Shadowclaw's eyes widened as he too came to a rather ungraceful halt, nearly falling forward over himself in the process of spinning around to look back at the female. She was standing stock-still now, her snout raised into the air as her pupils dilated in alarm. Shadowclaw tried to see what had gotten her so riled, but eventually panic and fear worked as impatience, and he demanded instead: "What's wrong?" When Leafdapple didn't reply, he pressed again a bit more sharply: "Leafdapple, what's wrong?"

She started to speak, looking unsure. "…I think-"

Before she could finish something exploded from the undergrowth directly towards Shadowclaw. The dragon grimaced, bracing himself against the shape as it beelined straight for him. Was it a human? Another dragon? Was another dragon going to attack him? He started to open his mouth to reason through things, when all of a sudden the shape collided with him head-on. The first thing that registered was that the thing was soaking wet from the rain, which wasn't surprising at all. The surprising factor was that, despite it being thickened with water, it was still…soft. Really soft. Confusion riddled over his features and he snapped his eyes open, looking down at the thing that was now latched onto his shoulder just as Leafdapple let out a yelp of joy.

Shadowclaw's face broke out into a smile as well— the first genuine smile he'd had in a long time, actually. "Ludi!" He cried, grinning at the sight of the cat who was comically sliding down his side as she lost her grip on the dragon. He lifted up his leg to be at an angle to ensure that the little thing wouldn't fall off, his eyes sparking up at the notion that where Ludi was, others had the tendency to follow. "Is anyone else with you?" He asked uselessly, sinking back into old habits as he asked the cat directly. Though the question was more aimed for Leafdapple, who perked as well at the idea. He frowned, remembering the last time he had seen the cat was when she was being carried away in Astrid's arms. His face lit up and he started to look around eagerly. "Is Astrid with you?" The chance was probably a million to one.

And yet that million seemed to be in their favor.

Just as the question started to hang in the air between the couple, there was a rumbling of footsteps, Shadowclaw standing up quickly and nearly causing Ludi to fly off of her perch on his leg. He righted himself at the last moment so that she could stay where she was, on three legs with one extended forward almost awkwardly as the cat sat atop of it. From the bushes that were surrounding them, another shape exploded forward, though this one was much more substantial. But this time there was no fright in the unexpected arrival— instead, it was quite the opposite. Both Shadowclaw and Leafdapple cheered and brightened at the newcomers, shock and relief storming inside both of the pair simultaneously as they leaned forward.

Leafdapple was first to cry out. "Hiccup!" She shrieked, her voice nearly hysterical from the relief that was derived from the sight of the boy. Sure enough, on top of Toothless' back was not only Astrid, but also Hiccup as well. They both looked frazzled and worried, confused with their jumping into this situation nearly blind. But there was a hint of relief in them as well as their eyes met Shadowclaw and Leafdapple's, Astrid smiling a little bit wider than she had in what seemed like a long time. The wide-set smile came not only as a surprise, but also puzzlement as well. The unexpected warmth from her end was indeed really unexpected— Shadowclaw hadn't even considered that he would see her again in the first place. Not when she had left from the group ages ago to return to Berk herself. Was she….was she recovered now? Like Toothless had recovered years ago?

His attention was drawn over to Hiccup as the boy started to speak. His face fell a little as he did so, a frown crawling over his face at the mere sight of the teenager. He looked paler than normal, something that looked like bindings wrapped tightly around his good leg. Or…what used to be his good leg. There was a worn way in which the boy held himself, wincing a little bit as he straightened up on Toothless' back. Shadowclaw half-expected him to keel over, but Hiccup did quite the opposite. The boy moved on quickly, not even trying to bring to attention what had happened to him while he had been taken away from the Night Furies. Or the fact that he looked ready to collapse from a simple touch on the back. Quite the contrary, he completely skipped over himself as he smiled at the pair of Night Furies.

"Boy, am I glad to see you." He said, sounding beyond pleased as he took them in. "Ludi jumped off of Toothless and started tearing over here. We were going to keep going but I didn't want to let her be running around at a time like this. But it seems like she was just trying to get the gang back together." Ludi kneaded Shadowclaw's leg as Hiccup said this, and the young dragon looked down, gingerly lowering her to the ground with a soft plop instead of keeping her in midair. Gradually, Hiccup's smile pinched itself away once Ludi started scurrying back over to Toothless. And he frowned slightly as he glanced over his shoulder. "I take it you were heading towards that too?" He asked. Now that the relief of familiar faces had passed, Shadowclaw could tell that Hiccup didn't want to linger any more than Leafdapple had previously.

"Yes." Leafdapple was the one to respond before Shadowclaw could even attempt it. "We have to hurry— it's been going on for too long. Someone's going to get hurt or worse." Her eyes clouded over as she looked around quickly. "The other Night Furies are going to start running towards it too, there's no question about it. Pretty soon we'll have the whole Pack charging for it. And with the humans acting the way they are that can only send them the wrong kind of message."

"It sounds like they're already getting the wrong idea." Shadowclaw interjected.

"Then we have to go and make it right. Now." Hiccup growled. Ludi hopped up, nestling herself in between the boy and Toothless' head, looking troubled as she ducked down low. Her tolerance for rain was already at its threshold— with the sharp noises all around them, it was only furthering the issue. "The others in Berk are already running for it; they'll likely be there any minute. The place was a ghost town when we left it." Astrid nodded gravely, and Toothless was already starting to turn, obviously anxious to be off. "We have to get there before them, otherwise…" He broke off, not bothering to finish the sentence himself. That, or he just didn't want to.

"What are we going to do?" Shadowclaw asked suddenly. Toothless stopped short, looking frustrated as he turned back to look at the younger. But his ears merely flattened, a sense of desolation overcoming the normally upbeat dragon as he glanced past the group in front of him, farther down towards the noises. He ducked his head and shook it back and forth, feeling hopeless. "This was a bad idea." He said, Hiccup sobering at the sudden change in tone. Astrid frowned, looking from the boy to the dragon, seeming a little lost. So she still didn't understand dragons, then. "And it was mine." He looked up, green eyes wide with misery and guilt. "I'm sorry, Hiccup. To have given you the idea. I really did think that it would work." He hung his head again, closing his eyes. "I really did."

For a moment there was no reply from anyone. Toothless looked away, Shadowclaw remembering that the adult had voiced something along the lines of the exact same train of thought earlier to Mistyeyes and the rest of the group. It hadn't done anything for morale back then, and before now Shadowclaw hadn't realized how the dragon could have brought himself to give up in such a fashion as to voice his worries. But now…the longer that this went on…he could see. It _was _getting too hard. And he didn't want to see anyone else hurt either. He glanced at Leafdapple as the thought crossed his mind. He didn't want to have this threat hanging over them constantly like it has.

Hiccup spoke up where he sat, and when Shadowclaw looked up, he was almost surprised to see that the boy almost looked angry. His tired eyes were bright with the emotion as they narrowed, and his grip on Toothless increased as his knuckles turned slightly white. "Stop." He said shortly, Shadowclaw straightening at the words that almost came across as some kind of order. Hiccup shook his head. "There's no use in doing that." He said. "There's no use in regretting anything because we're in too deep now. There's no going back; so there's no wishing to go back. We've led them here and we've promised them a life with Berk. That means that we are going to get that for them, no matter what. No questions or anything." Leafdapple nodded tensely where she sat, looking as if she agreed fully with what the teenager was saying.

"…Right." Shadowclaw mumbled softly.

Hiccup's expression cleared slightly, as if he realized that his tone might have been a bit too harsh. "Shadowclaw." He said, capturing the other's attention with the call of his name. "I know that it's hard. And I know that you're not the only one to be thinking this." Toothless' eyes flashed with the hint. "But I made a promise. And I'll die before I give up on trying to fulfill it. Do you understand?" Despite the fact that the teenager looked weak and tired, there was no trying to doubt the way that his voice hardened with grim determination. "We're not giving up now. Or at least I'm not."

Silence reigned in between everyone in the clearing, the only sound being the splashing of rain or the howling of the wind around them. Astrid leaned over, wrapping her arms around Hiccup's thin frame and burying her nose into the crook of the teenager's neck in response to his words. Leafdapple didn't make a move to say anything, though she kept casting fervent looks over Shadowclaw's way, who was just as silent. And after about five seconds, Hiccup nodded tensely. "Then let's go." He said steadily. "We have to get to them before anyone else does."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

"Mistyeyes you can't put all of this onto her! This isn't fair!" Clearsky screamed, breaking off from his usual support and admiration of the gray dragoness as he yelled this. Mistyeyes grimaced at the yowl that came from the dragon, her teeth gnashed together as she glared his way. The expression of irritation and anger bright in her eyes was almost vexing to the male, and he jerked backwards, shrinking from the mere stare. He started to speak, maybe to ask her why she had taken such a shift in her stance on making sure that Nightflight didn't feel pressured or pushed. But just then Spitelout had gotten back onto his feet, Clearsky stumbling backwards as he tried to figure out how he could keep the Viking from charging and actually inflicting damage. Without inflicting any harm _himself. _

Quickly, Clearsky snaked forward, tripping up the Viking with his tail and watching as the man went face-down into the mud again. But as these attacks caused no harm, they _did _increase the amount of anger that was brewing inside of the opponent. And as anger increased, logic and reason flew out the window. Before Spitelout could recover and get back up —for if he got back up, Clearsky could tell that he would most likely do something he had the potential to regret later— the dragon dashed forward to pin him rooted against the spot. Spitelout immediately started growling and yelling, lashing out with his weapon to badger at Clearsky's legs, which caused the dragon to wince and flinch with pain. But this tactic was bad in itself just because he was rendered useless to stop any other advancement.

Nothing he was doing seemed to work!

"I'm not giving you a choice anymore, Nightflight, do it now!" Mistyeyes hollered, her wings tight against her sides as she stood. Talon had dashed forward to try and help Clearsky with the others, baring his teeth at Mulch and Speedifist as they started to advance, having recovered from the blows dealt their way now. The gray dragoness' eyes were bright as she bared her own teeth, and Nightflight shrank away from the snaps and yells. She knew that Mistyeyes had a point. Despite the anger and indigence that brewed in her stomach as her friend turned on her so suddenly, she knew that there wasn't a question anymore. If they were to run, they would be followed, and they would put everyone else in danger. They couldn't fly, or at least Nightflight wouldn't be able to manage that feat. They couldn't attack either— that was the last thing that any Night Fury wanted.

So there was no other alternative.

But that didn't change the fact that she still didn't know how to do it. She had tried, time and time again. But the last time she had attempted the spell of sorts, everything had gone haywire. She had ruined Astrid's life. The guilt that clawed its way inside of her was still very much alive with the idea, and she grimaced deeply at the idea of doing it again. Something worse could go wrong this time. Of course she hadn't meant for anything to go wrong the first time. Despite how hard that she had worked before, nothing had happened until she hadn't been paying attention— her simple shout of frustration causing the effect that she hadn't meant to even touch. She remembered Toothless as he had interrupted her concentration. _Why are you trying so hard? _

How else was she supposed to do it? She had no idea how these powers had worked. Coming to terms with the idea, she had used them in a wildly different fashion than she was now: for her own personal and greedy benefit. She had used the powers with everything that she did, not giving mind the idea of it even if it was something important. She remembered sickeningly the way that she had manipulated Toothless, then Hiccup. Both times it had come so easy; she had been under the impression that what she was doing was right and that it would come to her just because she was deserving of the supposed reward. How could she have been so stupid? So spoiled as to take the powers then for fruitless reasons, when she really did need them now?

She remembered the words she'd spoken not an hour ago. _I used to be the most idiotic thing in the world; so cocky, as if no matter what I did I was doing it perfectly._ She hadn't left room for mistakes because she believed that, to her, there was no room in the first place. She had been the epitome of perfection and her powers had been provided just as a way to ensure that she would stay that way— and that she would get what she wanted with no excuse. She wasn't like that way anymore. Not at all. She was a different dragon, and she had learned her mistakes. Did that mean that she was rendered entirely powerless? Because she had grown and learned better?

Mistyeyes let out a loud roar, stepping forward in between Stoick and Nightflight as the chief started forward again. Gobber had started over as well, the dragoness' heart tearing at the idea of him caving enough to attack as well. Then again…she looked over at Clearsky, who was still managing to hold Spitelout down despite the way that his legs were being attacked and clubbing repeatedly. She looked at Talon, who was taking on Speedifist and Mulch at the same time, pushing them backwards when they got too close and giving them warning bites as well. The Night Furies were definitely taking more of the beating than the humans were, but to someone like Gobber who was watching the scene and his village mates being attacked, there could only be one logical conclusion to draw. "Nightflight!" She barked, ears flattening as Stoick and Gobber got closer, both drawing their weapons. She stumbled as she slipped in the mud, gasping loudly as she was forced to right herself with a grimace. "We don't have time!"

"I can't do it!" Nightflight gasped. "Mistyeyes, I'm not the same dragon as I was before-"

"What does that matter?!" She demanded hotly. "Nightflight you obviously have the ability to do _something_! You just have to do it again! You've done it enough before!" She cut herself off, letting out a harsh roar to the approaching Vikings, trying to send at least with her expression that the last thing she wanted was to attack and be on offense. But the pair didn't seem to realize this. Stoick lashed out with his sword, and Mistyeyes just barely staggered backwards enough to avoid the swing. Panic rooted in her heart and she screamed out her name again: "Nightflight!"

Nightflight winced, ducking her head and shutting her eyes tightly. How was she expected to react? She couldn't do it again, she didn't want to. She wasn't like she was— knowing that everything would be fine and that she was the best thing underneath the sun. She knew that this was her fault. She knew that everything was on her shoulders. And she knew that if she were to try anything more, she would mess up. She would disappoint Hiccup, and Toothless, and Mistyeyes. But…she was going to let them down now if she couldn't manage getting the Vikings to listen to her! She whined low in her throat, at a complete and utter loss on what she was supposed to do.

Mistyeyes suddenly straightened, her wings trembling with their efforts as her eyes widened suddenly to be a million times their normal size. Her pupils dilated, and her heart froze over as her ears went straight upright. "Oh no…" She rasped low in the back of her throat. "Please gods, no…" Off to the side, Clearsky and Talon looked up as well, Nightflight only shrinking with further confusion at her inability to see what was going on. Even the humans stopped at the dragon's third shift in tone, turning and looking up the ridge where her eyes were trained. Footsteps. A lot of them. Too many of them. And they weren't belonging to those of Night Furies or any other kind of dragon.

Sure enough, the other dragons' eyes widened with horror at the sight that was slowly making its appearance known. Mistyeyes had been right. The rest of Berk _had _been alerted by all this noise. And they were coming. It looked like twenty people rushing down the ridge towards them, the glinting of metal and bronze displaying weapons quite plainly even through all the rain and clouds. War cries were erupting through the group, and suddenly the Night Furies grew severely outnumbered. And severely at their limit. Mistyeyes let out a yowl of something almost akin to grief at the sight, which only increased as the crowd started to pour down the hillside, barreling straight towards the scene down below.

"Nightflight please!" Mistyeyes wailed. Talon even echoed his daughter's plead this time. Clearsky only felt a wave of despair, not only for himself as he looked over to Nightflight, who looked completely and utterly at her wit's end. He could picture this as the end— the final straw that would tear the plan apart into pieces as they were rushed on all sides. Vikings tore for the younger that was holding down Spitelout, Clearsky giving out yelps and warning snaps as weapons were drawn against him, still struggling to keep down the man underneath him. Others rushed Talon, who batted away every person that came near him, keeping his claws sheathed at the moment though knowing in the back of his mind that he was only delaying the inevitable. And Mistyeyes started to be swallowed by the rest of throng, those who still supported Stoick taking up stand with him against the gray Night Fury.

Nightflight remained out of the mob's vision as she kept to the far end of the clearing, curled so tightly into herself and so quiet that the violence-blinded villagers hardly noticed her. The luck was on her side at the moment though it certainly was going to run out quicker than she would have liked. The sounds of the dragons' screeches, the sounds of yelling humans, the sound of battle, was making the female sick to her stomach. She couldn't tell up from down before but now the world was entirely messed up. She was entirely messed up. How was she going to do this? Was she even going to do it? What was she supposed to do? She was as useful trying to do this as she was dashing in to fight as well without the ability to see.

She hadn't allowed herself any room for doubt back then. She hadn't left any room for failure. She knew that she wouldn't fail, she had had confidence in herself, she had performed the task adhering to the notion that it was expected and would indeed be delivered. But she couldn't do it anymore. It didn't come naturally to her like it had before. Like Toothless had said, she was trying too hard. But how could she let herself not try in a situation like this? Where it was so vital for her to pull it off and how one mistake could cause her and everything else to come crumbling down? She didn't think she could do it. There was just too much chance for her to make a mistake or to fail.

But…she couldn't. The dragon grimaced deeply, remembering how Hiccup had been so persistent in his befriending of her, even after everything she had done to him personally. And how much he helped her in flying and getting around afterwards. He had tried so hard and he had lost so much in the duration of that time. She couldn't fail him— not at all. She couldn't let herself give up on Hiccup, who had never once given up on her. And Toothless, who had forgiven her for all her flaws, and Mistyeyes, who she had even considered herself being a close friend with after all of this. Shadowclaw, Leafdapple… all of them. She couldn't let them down. Or fail them. Not after all of this.

She might have been a horrible dragon in the past, and she might have been arrogant, but at least she had known then that she couldn't give up. She had persisted even when it was obvious that Toothless wanted nothing to do with her. Sure it had been in a bad light, and there wasn't any sort of way that she was justifying the things that she'd done, but… She shook her head quickly to clear it, wincing as she tried to muster up her resolve. She couldn't just give up— not when Hiccup was counting on her to do all of this. Not when there was no other possible way to ensure that things could be better without it.

By now dragons had started to enter the fray as well, from Berk as Zipplebacks and Gronckles and Monstrous Nightmares splashed through the mud. Mistyeyes gasped at the sight, feeling a heavy weight settle in her chest at the idea of even more people arriving to battle against them. Nearly every single person and dragon was here that was left to populate Berk, and with the three meager offerings of Night Furies to fight against them — because River was frantic in her efforts to keep the wailing younglings safe from the others — it wasn't a fair fight in the slightest.

Off to the side, Mistyeyes' name was called, the Night Fury's head whipping in the direction of the call as she briefly let her attention slide away from the woman that had been advancing her way. It was Stormfly, the Nadder's eyes wide with confusion and alarm as her tail spiked up with the emotions. "Mistyeyes!" She called out again, looking just as lost and occupied as the one she was addressing. "Mistyeyes, what's going on!?" It was obvious in the way that she said this that she thought the Night Fury to be senseless. And the idea wasn't too far from the truth of it really, she couldn't help but think. "There are younglings here?" Her eyes were round with panic and concern.

"We're all here!" Mistyeyes snapped, her voice grating on the edge of exhaustion as she was forced to quickly throw off yet another person that flew at her. An arrow whizzed by, nearly nicking her ear as she flinched down from the projectile. A sword flashed by her leg, leaving behind a gash that caused her to seethe through her teeth in pain. It wasn't a deep cut at all— shallow and barely there. But open to the wind and the rain, the feeling of pain seemed to triple in magnitude. "Stormfly you've got to help us— we can't do anything but-"

Her words are cut off as she was slammed into from the side, the female's words cutting off into a shriek of surprise as one of the Vikings suddenly slammed into her side full-force, the wind being knocked out of the Night Fury as she staggered and tripped, falling over her feet and crashing down against the mud with a breathless huff. She struggled to get up, feeling the weight of the human on her back and knowing that the simple weight could evolve into something much more lethal if she hesitated any more. But before she could do just that, more and more weight was piled onto her, the dragon letting out a yowl of alarm and panic as she was gradually pinned against the ground. She clawed against the wet grass frantically in the attempt to get up, but her efforts were wasted as she felt the beginnings of metal against her skin. She was going to be killed if it went on like this for much longer!

"Nightflight! Help!" Mistyeyes screeched into the ground, floundering in the attempt to get the humans off of her.

Nightflight tensed, her ears flicking up at the call of her name. Time was running out, she knew. The female didn't have to possess sight to see that the clearing was alive and writhing in fighting bodies by now. And that the commotion was little compromised of the Night Furies. They were losing. They were losing and after a while she knew that whatever kind of leverage or ground they were managing to just barely hold up would certainly start to slip if it hadn't already. She had to get this to work— she had no other choice. She had to do it for Hiccup, Hiccup and everyone else.

Mistyeyes looked up, flinching as Stoick started to rush forward again. His sword started to draw itself again, and this time Mistyeyes knew that she would have little to no chance of avoiding this one. Talon was sinking himself underneath all of the villagers that were holding their own against him, Clearsky doing his best to help cover the little younglings along with River as the two Night Furies stood guard. The younglings behind them had long since fallen into shock, their shouts and yells of fright leaving now for them to be subdued— their eyes merely rounded in shock as they watched the scene with muted stares of terror.

Mistyeyes let out a roar, knowing that any attempt at communication would be wasted. Spending all her efforts on trying to throw off the others that were holding her down, the dragon was too busy thrashing and wriggling to try and get out a coherent sentence. Each twist and turn caused the dragon's body to spasm slightly in pain, and her breath was coming in harsh, uneven gasps as she let out frenzied roars as often as she could. Stoick raised his sword, readying himself to bring it down with crushing force onto Mistyeyes, who screeched loudly, ducking her head and squeezing her eyes shut.

"I've got you!" Mistyeyes stiffened at the sound of another dragon's voice, the gray dragoness looking up in shock as she recognized Brightsky. The other female slammed into Stoick's side, knocking him out of the way and clear off of his feet as the man was thrown to the left. Mistyeyes went rigid as the weight was suddenly ripped off of her back as well, the female forcing herself to sit up quickly, her head ringing as she turned in puzzlement. Her breath caught in her throat at the sight of Asher, another Night Fury who was gripping a man's sleeve in between his teeth, his eyes narrowed as he fought to keep the other rooted in spot. And another Night Fury, Leap, was herding away the other humans, yipping and snapping as she helped to get them off of Mistyeyes.

"What's-… What're you-" Mistyeyes struggled to form a coherent sentence as she looked around, realizing that there were more and more Night Furies filtering into the clearing now. A female was charging for Talon, knocking aside those who were suffocating the older Night Fury and letting loose a loud roar in response as the others reacted to her sudden arrival. Sorrel, a younger Night Fury around Shadowclaw and Leafdapple's age, was making for the younglings, butting through the Vikings that stood in between her and them, roaring fiercely at those who were trying to get to the weaker three. Claws glinted even in the rain, and Mistyeyes' heart froze over. They may be slowly growing in numbers as the Pack started to congregate again…but they couldn't resort to violence!

"Stop!" Mistyeyes yelled. "Stop! You can't hurt them!"

"Stand down!" Talon yelled.

Brightsky yelped, jumping backwards and narrowly missing a blow from Stoick, who lashed his sword yet again. "But they're attacking!" She gasped, looking confused. "They were going to kill you, Mistyeyes!" There wasn't anger or resentment in her voice as she yelled— just confusion. Mistyeyes gasped unevenly for air, struggling to get her breathing under control again as she pressed her wings tightly against her sides. She looked around quickly, realizing that there wasn't as much hostility as there could have been in the eyes of the Night Furies who had gone against her orders and fled here in response to the yells and shouts. There was mostly confusion. That, and strained effort to knock aside the humans or work against them without hurting the villagers. But still— their attacks, as small or held-back as they were, could only prove against their motive.

"Get back!" Mistyeyes shouted. "We have to try and-"Again, she was cut off as an arrow shot itself forward, grazing her shoulder as she let out a pained howl. The other Night Furies jerked to attention at the blow, eyes widening and a few outraged roars ripping through the dragons at the idea of their leader being attacked in such a way. Stoick started giving orders rapidly at the sound of angered growls, Spitelout rivaling the commands with his own. The group of Vikings was split down the middle; it was obvious that they were torn in what to do as the attacks were uneven and haphazard. Mistyeyes forced herself to recover quickly. "We have to-"

Leap squeaked in pain, being cut with a sword as the female butted her head a little too roughly into the stomach of her attacker in response. The human flew backwards, knocking down others as the Night Fury straightened, her eyes widening with something close to guilt. "I'm sorry!" She yelped, rushing over to the fallen villagers as if she were trying to help them back up to their feet. "I can-" But her efforts of trying to make up for what she'd done on accident were misinterpreted— others of Berk, Gobber included, reacted instantly as they raised their weapons against the 'charging' dragon. She slipped, stumbling backwards with a sharp gasp, drawing forward her wrings in the attempt to shield herself.

Brightsky looked up quickly, eyes dilating at the sight of her friend being cornered. "Leap!" She yelled, trying to get closer to the other as her eyes widened. She was stopped short, a rope flying over her back and tightening down quickly, forcing the Night Fury down on the ground as her stomach was pressed forcibly into the mud. She let out a shout of alarm, looking down at herself as she started to crawl out of the binds, other Vikings taking hint as they too started to try and tie down the female. Unable to get to her friend who was being attacked, and unable to protect herself or even move for that matter, Brightsky let out a scream of dread. Others flew forward, snarling at the offenders and lashing out at not only the ropes tying the dragoness down, but at the people who were controlling the binds.

Clearsky had been forced to retreat backwards, standing directly over the younglings now as he bared his teeth warningly, River helping to claw away those who tried to get near. But now the Vikings were readying arrows instead, as they found that any attempts to get close to the cluster was proving impossible. Arrows were nearly impossible to dodge or deflect with the way that Clearsky was hovering over the children. And as Rivers efforts to hold back the Vikings grew more desperate, it was obvious that the fact was obvious to her as well.

Mistyeyes gasped sharply in and out at the sight of the chaos around her. She was rooted in place, her blue eyes wide and distraught as she surveyed the fighting and carnage. The clearing was so thick with brawling dragons and humans alike that she could hardly see the ground itself anymore. And as shrieks and screams ripped through the air as loud as the thunder overhead, the dragoness couldn't help but fall victim to hyperventilating. This couldn't be happening. This couldn't be happening! Not now! In the distance, towards the other side of the clearing, Mistyeyes was not mistaken when she heard a voice from one of the Night Furies raised in alarm, splitting through the air as they called out: "Hiccup!"

Feeling her frustration and panic bubble at her throat, Mistyeyes shut her eyes tightly, ducking her head low and echoing her own kind of call, to the only person that she knew for a fact could save them at the moment. "Nightflight!"

Nightflight locked her jaw backwards, the screams and shouts around her acting as a filter in the background now as she sunk her claws deep into the ground, as if to root herself. She was needed. _She was needed. _She had promised herself, sworn as soon as she realized what a mess she had created in using these same powers, that she wouldn't use her gift anymore; as much as she could help. She hadn't been able to use them either— not in the recent past. There had been too much room for error. Or at least she had allowed herself to have too much room for error. She had let herself become too fearful of herself, too ashamed and too much of a wreck to even come close to managing the feat that she was trying to accomplish.

But there was no room for error anymore. No, she wasn't going to fail. She had to do this. Before she had shied away in the face of her powers and the capability that they had. They could ruin everything. Lives, friendships, futures, hope. But that had been before. She remembered the way that she had caused Astrid and the others to see what her and Hiccup had gone through— a scene that felt like ages ago. She had done it without thinking, only having the primal urge and need to have the others understand what was going on. That should have made her realize what this really had the capability of doing. Sure— it had the power to cause great destruction. But she had used her powers to bring them all together in the first place, hadn't she? Mistyeyes, Toothless, Shadowclaw, Astrid… they wouldn't be together on this without Nightflight's powers.

The villagers of Berk…the Night Fury Pack…they wouldn't be together at all.

Unless it came with the help of Nightflight's powers.

The dragoness was rigid, panic tightening around her throat now at the idea of what she was going to have to do. But there was no other way. And if she was the answer to all of this— to ending all of the fighting and the screaming and the violence…. then she _would _be the answer. She was a better dragon than she had been before, and she was going to use her powers for a better purpose. There couldn't be any more shying away, or doubting herself, or wincing from the idea of her gift. Whether she liked it or not, they were a part of her. She was deciding who she was going to be; she wouldn't let either her past or her abilities define her. She was going to decide. Not only what she would be, but how her powers would work.

And they _would _work.

She wouldn't give them any other option.

"Stop." She growled lowly in her throat. Slowly, she looked up, narrowing her eyes and digging her claws deeper in the ground to still the trembling that was starting to take hold in her body. Raising her voice into a shout, she yelled out loudly: "Stop!" The Night Furies closest to her froze at her sudden interjection, turning and looking her way with eyes rounded out with not only surprise but bemusement. They probably hadn't even realized that she was there in the first place. Mistyeyes whipped her head around to stare fixedly at the Night Fury, her blue eyes burning at once at the sight of the female sitting up straighter now. Her breath stilled in her throat and she found herself locking her joints together in tense sort of stance.

Nightflight bared her teeth, tail shaking as she stood up. But still, she took in a calming breath, repeating her inner mantra inside her head to retain her courage. She had to do this. There was no other alternative. But she needed the humans looking at her, not the other Night Furies. Flinging her head back, the dragon sucked in a sharp breath, releasing the inhale in the loudest roar she could manage, the howl ripping itself out of her throat and striking itself through the rain and sounds of fighting with a clean slice. As it rang out over the clearing, Nightflight could tell that the entire place went completely still, her trained ears picking up nothing but the drumming of rain on against the island as she lowered her head again.

Knowing she had no time before violence ensued again, the dragon growled out firmly, leaving no space for question. "Listen to me!" She ordered, the command coming out in a stoic bark as she kept where she was. Mistyeyes staggered where she stood, waiting with bated breath for result. Off to the side, a relieved smile seemed to crawl over Brightsky's face, Leap keeping close around the younglings but craning her neck in order to see the female as she spoke. Clearsky was doing the same, though there was concern in his eyes as he stared a hole through Nightflight. Her muscles were taut, and he kept glancing around quickly at the humans in case they attacked. But at the moment, all eyes — though rounded out with fear and surprise — were on Nightflight. Just the way she had needed them to be.

The female narrowed her own eyes, putting forth everything that she could into her voice as she spoke as clearly as she could. She was going to do this. And it was going to work. There was no other alternative. "You will listen to me!" She declared firmly, ears flattening against her head at the idea of every bodied entity in the vicinity looking her way. But she pushed forth. "You will stop your fighting and you'll listen to what I have to say!"

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

Toothless had stopped running once they came over the rise, the entire group confused as to what they had walked into. Charging closer and closer, the sound of violence had caused them to rush and hurry. But once the noise of fighting suddenly came to an abrupt halt, their panic had resorted to more of confusion, Shadowclaw and Leafdapple still exchanging befuddled looks every once and a while as they trailed behind Toothless now. Astrid had tightened her hold on Hiccup, a hint of worry crawling into her blue eyes as she naturally assumed any of the worst ideas to bring upon such a silence. But Hiccup's look only showed slow concentration.

He had been the one to tell Toothless to slow, and though the Night Fury shot him a rather confused look from the corner of his eye, he complied easily with his friend. And as they got closer to the crest of the hill, they could hear clearly a single voice rose out among the silence. Toothless frowned, looking confused as he stiffened visibly. "Is that…?" He didn't finish his words. He didn't need to as Hiccup sat erect as well. Hopping forward the last few steps, Toothless stopped at the top of the ride, looking down the slope to the clearing that lay enclosed below. The Night Fury's eyes went wide at the sight that met him— everyone that populated Berk it seemed was down there, along with most of the Pack. Those who had had enough courage —and stupidity— to go against the orders of staying hidden at least. None of them were moving though. They were all still, and they were staring in the same direction that the humans were. At the head of the clearing. At-

"Nightflight." Hiccup breathed out, putting two and two together before anyone else as his voice became hushed.

Toothless gritted his teeth, looking more concerned than angry. "She's crazy. I thought she said that this was the last thing she wanted to do!"

Leafdapple paced forward as well; her face was grim at the sight below. At the Night Furies who were against the Vikings, some of them cornered, some of them tied down… "It didn't look as if she had much of a choice." She murmured softly, her voice rasping in the back of her throat. "And by the looks of things down there, it looks more dangerous than we could have predicted." Her tail lashed, and it was obvious by the way that she stood that she was anxious to throw herself down into the already crowded clearing.

Astrid was coming to terms with things, her process slowed thanks to the inability of being able to listen in on the dragons around them. "You mean she's….?" Hiccup gave a nod, not bothering to give her time to finish her question. The blonde sat up straighter, her blue eyes flashing. "We've got to go down there and help her!" She said in a whispered shout. Below, Nightflight continued to speak, words that Hiccup couldn't make out fully thanks to the rain and the talking that was going on around him simultaneously.

He nodded. "Let's go." He snapped softly.

"Why is she trying this _now_?" Shadowclaw asked where he stood, green eyes wide as he stayed close to Toothless and the others. "She said herself that she didn't want to try it again— we formulated a whole other plan just on the terms that she didn't ever want to use her powers again! Why is she trying now?"

Hiccup narrowed his eyes, looking at the dragon closely. He couldn't hope— not as much as he would have liked. Hope was the worst type of thing to have in a situation as dire as this one. But still…there wasn't stopping the slow spark that formulated in the back of the boy's mind, causing determination to settle itself in his green eyes, as well as the small tilt of a smile to tug up one corner of his lips wearily. And when he spoke, his voice was as assured as if he had been expecting the question from the young Night Fury. "She's not _trying _anything." He said, his eyes boring firmly into the dragon below them. "…This time she knows exactly what she's doing."
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(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

The reaction was acute and instantaneous. Humans, who had previously been shouting in the whirlwind of chaos and slight confusion, were halted mid-swing with their swords, eyes widening to grow three times their normal size. Dragons alike jerked to a sudden halt, looking just as startled and confused as they whipped around to face in the general direction of the noise that had ripped itself through the rain-beaten air. The mighty howl sounded as if it had come from either a ragingly-furious Night Fury, or one in an immense amount of pain to which the only outlet was the harsh scream. However, neither of the two stood in the place of where the yowl had come from.

Rather, it was the form of a slim, rather small Night Fury. A dragon that, though they stood erect and forward, betrayed their inner caution as their tail was found shaking with a slight nervous tremor. Her ears were slicked back against her head, and not just in protection against the rain as all sounds suddenly died from the forest around her. And though the dragon couldn't see the things that were around her, she was left feeling unnaturally hot and warm under the freezing rain with all the stares boring into her scales.

But the dragon was steeled against it all— she had forced herself to become as such. Her blinded eyes, scarred and left foggy long ago, were narrowed against it all, and she took in a quick breath, finding that, on the inside, it did not seem to fill up her lungs properly. On the inside, Nightflight was shaking head to tail, cursing her blindness in the newfound light that she was left helpless in her surroundings. She could not gauge the reactions to her outburst— she could not even be sure whether or not her efforts were successful, or whether the Vikings had just been caught off-guard by the seemingly-random actions of a random dragon. How was she to know if what she was doing was correct or effective? She couldn't.

This pause, in which the female allowed her inner self to fret and worry as all actions were switched off and all eyes went to her, seemed much longer that it really was. A century in the timespan of a few mere seconds. Such a small amount of time was all that she could spare, really. Anything more and the surprise would wear off as well as the attention that was now focused solely on her, and so Nightflight sucked in another deep breath, quick and sharp as it scraped against her throat only to be shot out quickly once more in another yell. "You have to stop this!" She ordered, her voice vibrating with a sense of authority that she had not used since the last Raid that she had led against this very island she was standing upon. It was an odd feeling to be using it again— though this time the motive was far different than it had been before. Opposite now, and she was fighting not for the destruction of the island, but for something that could quite literally serve as its saving grace. "You all have to stop before things get any worse!" She continued, digging her claws deep into the spongy mud that her feet were sinking down into.

In the light of her sharpened hearing, Nightflight was aware of the reaction that arose. She stiffened with every gasp that met her ears, every sharp yell of surprise, and every shout of anger that rose from the humans. Her chest constricted tightly, and breathing suddenly became difficult, yet she remained collected on the outside, appearing only gravely satisfied to the others that were around her. Was it working, then? The sounds that met her ears…it could only be the product of some horrified kind of realization. And so she struggled on, desperately wishing she could see— such a gift, though impossible, would help her greatly. "Please; you have to listen to me and hear the words that I'm saying!" She yelled. "We come in peace! We've come to try and—"

Her words were drowned out immediately, the dragoness being forced to cut herself off as her voice became lost in the chorus of many others. Shouts came up from all around, many emotions making themselves known, ranging from anger, to surprise, to confusion, to panic. And Nightflight cringed back slightly at the yells that rose up above the drumming of the rain. "What's going on!?" "Is that dragon…!?" "It's another one of its tricks!" "Kill it!" "Somebody do something!" "Don't give it the chance to take us too!" Momentarily caught off-guard by the foul comments, those barbed with such hatred and vehemence, Nightflight took a small step backwards, her blinded eyes widening just slightly under the sudden wave.

Mistyeyes, who had straightened just slightly under the slow realization that whatever Nightflight had done this time had worked, was slowly losing her minimally-gained hope. The gray Night Fury had stood by and watched, gauging the way that the humans conducted themselves under the efforts of Nightflight. And sure enough, the Vikings had stilled, their eyes had flashed, and there seemed to have been a connection made between them and the Night Fury in question. Since all eyes had turned to the dragon in the first place, and since she had been situated near the back corner of the dense clearing, Mistyeyes could only assume that it meant everyone would be able to react to Nightflight and what she said.

For the briefest of moments, movements had ground to a halt, silence had reigned, and weapons had been all but lowered. The female had started to allow herself just the smallest hint of hope, one that managed to blossom inside of her chest as she wondered if such an accomplishment of making contact could be established, and whether or not it would be warranted. However it didn't seem to be that easy. Mistyeyes lowered her head slightly as the violence started to take over once more, though the dragoness quickly shook off everything— putting every detail off from her mind as she forced herself to focus.

Now that the events had unfolded the way they had, there wasn't an alternative. The Night Furies had been forbidden to attack the humans, and it was clear that such a promise was starting to cause conflicts as Mistyeyes could see several of the dragons around her growing tenser underneath the weight of the violence that was starting to make itself known. They had bided their time for as long as they could — ducking and weaving and spinning out of the way of any attacks centered towards them — but it would not be able to hold up for much longer at all. Especially taking into consideration that the younglings were now involved. River had taken liberty of sneaking most of them away during the fighting— Mistyeyes figured that they were probably hiding within earshot of the clearing and the scene that was going on. But Night Furies couldn't stay hidden forever; that much had been proven in the events of tonight if nothing else.

Now the main focus — _her_ main focus — was to keep Nightflight safe and out of danger. If she could do that, they might have a chance. Because until Toothless got back with Hiccup, and until Nightflight managed to make the humans see sense, the Night Furies would be rendered useless. They couldn't take off in this ongoing storm— it was still considered too strong for any kind of take-off. And they couldn't fight back against the humans, not even enough to subdue them. They could not resort to violence, under any means, or they could wipe out any chance at all of making peace. Mistyeyes growled deep in her throat, locking back her jaw and setting firmly into determination, letting out a ragged breath of air as she got back up to her feet, her eyes fixated on Nightflight.

The female had recovered as best she could. Stumbling briefly, the dragoness took in a quick breath, shaking her head to the side derisively as she struggled to move on. Turning, Mistyeyes tried to find where Stoick had gone, her vision wavering slightly as she tried to sort out the crowd that she was surrounded by. Brightsky had been the last dragon that was facing against Stoick, having leapt forward in the effort to help Mistyeyes, who had been buckling underneath everything. But she was gone as was the Chief, it seemed. Panic gripping her heart, Mistyeyes forced herself back into motion, looking every which way for the man.

Nightflight was struggling to regain attention. A few of the other humans had only seemed to grow more angry at this, lashing out at the nearest dragons, most of them being able to jerk out of the way just in time, but others letting out sharp growls of pain as a weapon slammed into their side. But though there was a sense of indignation or shock in the faces of the dragons around her, Mistyeyes could see similar hope there as well now that Nightflight seemed to have finally figured out how to make a connection with the Vikings. And it was clear that, even as the dragons started to turn slightly in order to keep track of the humans against them, their attention was mainly fixed on Nightflight as they waited for what the female would do next with this installment.

"Stop!" Nightflight shrieked, seeming to grow a little desperate with this plea as the humans started to fall under the realization of what seemed to be happening. "Everyone stop attacking! Don't you see what you're doing!? Do you see what you're doing to _yourselves_!? This has to stop; all of it does!" Her breathing had picked up slightly, and she forced her voice forward once more, trembling with the effort to make herself heard and understood. "This is no way for Vikings to live; don't you realize that? You have to remember how you were before! You can still—"

Nightflight was cut off suddenly, her words breaking away into a sharp gasp of shock as something was slammed into her. Mistyeyes immediately whipped around at the sound, her blue eyes widening in panic as she realized that while she was so busy looking for Stoick, she forgot to factor in the other headaches of the Village. Spitelout had rushed for Nightflight, looking positively emerged as he raised his weapon against the unsuspecting dragon. Mistyeyes let out a loud shout, throwing herself forward and letting out a cry of pain that the action introduced as she forced herself into the path of the fighter.

Saying a small —but begrudging — apology underneath her breath, Mistyeyes charged into the man before he could inflict damage onto Nightflight, tackling him to the ground and making sure that her claws remained sheathed. The man landed awkwardly, Mistyeyes seeing by the way that he remained on the ground that she had successfully knocked the wind out of him. Such a detail was crucial— she could be able to disarm him for a little while as he had to take time to recover. She staggered slightly as she too recovered from the action, wincing slightly as she backed up to stand closer to Nightflight. She had to pay more attention to what was going on, she told herself firmly. That was too close.

Nightflight looked shaken by the effort of attack, her eyes wide and her wings drooping slightly as she looked something akin to confused. Mistyeyes, gasping unevenly now, was looking around the entire clearing, heart sinking as she saw that others were starting to get the idea that Spitelout had as they started to make their way towards the female Night Fury. It was more than obvious that Nightflight was the dragon from before— she was the only blind dragon here and now she was asserting herself in speaking outright and doing her best to make the humans understand. And now that it worked, the evidence was only clearer. And now grudges and hatred were starting to be resurrected with the angry scowls and hate that caused the people around her to seethe. Mistyeyes winced slightly, and braced herself as best she could.

Clearsky seemed to realize this as well, his eyes widening as he jerked to attention. The male drew under himself, rushing forward as if to dash to Nightflight's side. But he was sidetracked, jerking backwards and standing firmly against the mud as he rounded on one of the approaching humans. He bared his teeth in a weak sort of snarl, and he narrowed his eyes in warning as his wings started to unfold against the sight of the sword that the Viking was holding in his right hand. His claws shot out against the squelching mess underneath him as the human slowed in their tracks, and he did his best to bar harm away from Nightflight, who had stiffened behind him. However, keeping his eyes fixed firmly on the Viking who was now drawing the sword up against him, he let out a sharp yell, throwing it behind towards the female without looking back over his shoulder. "You're doing good, Nightflight!" He encouraged, gritting his teeth briefly in the vain desperation that he could help. "Keep it up!"

"They're not listening!" Nightflight yelled. "They won't listen to reason!"

Mistyeyes kept up her best, struggling to keep Spitelout pinned against the ground. But the task was tougher than she had first anticipated as the man wormed and thrashed out underneath her. She didn't want to use too much force or shoot out her claws on accident— that would only make things worse. So, grimacing with the effort that was being put into it all, she struggled to keep the man down as best she could. "You just have to keep trying, Nightflight!" She yelled, gasping and flinching between her words. "It's the only chance that we have right now! Just keep on talking! We'll—" She tried to finish her words, but she wasn't able to do so while also concentrating on what she was doing. Panic was pressing down firmly on her chest as she struggled, and she tried to focus her vision down on the singular matter at hand as best she could.

Nightflight inhaled sharply. Yet again she was left wishing that Mistyeyes could retain her patience and kindness that she had showed before ever since they had first started back for Berk. Now, in the middle of all this chaos, and in the face of everything starting to crumble apart, the gray dragoness was more than pushing. But it wasn't just her, Nightflight knew. The other dragons were just the same— just like she was. But what amount of frustration would help matters in any way? She struggled to take in a controlled breath, to keep her voice collected and strong once more as she raised it into a yell once again. And though it was a hard and seemingly-impossible feat, she knew that she couldn't allow herself any other alternative.

"Look around you!" Nightflight yelled. "Look at what you've been reduced to! Look at what you've become! I did this for the sole reason of trying to open your eyes and make you see! I'm not trying to cause any harm— none of us are! If you could listen to me, you could be able to know the errors of your ways just as I have seen mine! But if you don't listen to me, and if you don't see any sense, then all you have left is—"

"Demon!"

"Get her!"

"Kill her before she kills us all!"

"She's taking control of us, just like she did to Toothless!"

Her words died off, inability to finish her efforts coming as a response to the yells and shouts rising up around her. She weakened slightly, a noise of distress worming up softly underneath her breath as it was wrenched from her throat. A tremor crawled down her spine, and fora moment, distress and failure started to drown her, as thick and suffocating as water. She had made the humans hear her words, but she could not seem to make them understand. She couldn't communicate through the barrier that was standing in between the Night Furies and the humans— the barrier that, consciously or not, she had built a long, long time ago. And, like it always seemed to do, it was coming back now to haunt her.

Other dragons were struggling to try and help her. Leap, who had followed Mistyeyes' lead to help shield Nightflight from the humans, was now crouched in front of Mulch, her ears flat as she too tried to speak. "What are you doing?" She roared, more frightened than angry as she ducked and weaved around him, only pushing far enough as to swat him away, causing him to backtrack and ultimately keeping him rooted away from the female dragon who was still struggling to make contact. Others were starting to realize the new battle plan— that or at least they were trying to adopt something similar to it. The Night Furies had started to fall back to be closer to her, claws and teeth shown more as warnings than anything as the others tried to take up contact as well. However, continued contact just seemed to confuse the humans more. It was a confusing situation on both of their ends, and it was clear that each side was struggling to find a way through to the other. Both for different reasons and motives of course, but they were mirror in the way that they were trying to function.

Mistyeyes was still holding the thrashing Spitelout down against the ground, leaning back in order to steer clear away from his weapon or within reaching distance of it at least. The difficulty was much like trying to hold down a fish against the ground, and gradually she was losing her patience. However, as she stole a glance up to Nightflight to try and see what was going on, she froze immediately, her blood freezing in her veins as her dilated into panicked slits. From behind Nightflight, in the sparse space that was left behind her, was Stoick. Mistyeyes had been looking for him before in the crowd, though with the sudden appearance of Spitelout, she had been sidetracked and had left the man slip from her mind. However now she realized what a tragic mistake that was as the man started towards Nightflight, the dragoness' back to the man as the blind dragon was painfully unaware of what was going on.

Mistyeyes looked from one man to the other, her eyes wide and fretful as she antagonized inwardly between the two options she was left with. Dealing with Stoick would leave Spitelout open to attack as well; and vice versa if she went with her other way out. Quickly, she turned and barked over to Clearsky without much explanation at all, causing the dragon to look over from where he was squaring off with another —lesser— opponent. "Take him!" She snapped, not leaving the male much time to reply before she dashed away, racing over and narrowing her eyes against the rain as it slammed back into her as she broke into a sprint.

Nightflight was struggling to retain whatever ground she had gained recently. Taking in a deep breath, the female tried again, obviously growing short of her efforts by the tone of her voice. "Please!" She roared, ducking her head slightly. From behind her, Stoick started to raise his sword, and Mistyeyes pushed herself faster. "I'm trying to make amends for everything that's happened before, but there's no point if you won't even—" Stoick started to bring the weapon down, his eyes slits of anger and hate as he aimed for the dragon.

Mistyeyes let out a sharp cry that ripped out from her throat. "Nightflight!" She screamed. The other immediately stiffened, her eyes winding as she turned in the direction that the voice had come from. However Mistyeyes was already charging forward, and by the time that Nightflight turned, she had already reached her. And quickly, rash in her movements thanks to the alarm that was thrilling through her, she knocked Stoick out of the way, crashing into his side and immediately causing the Chief to be launched to the right, effectively away from Nightflight as his sword clattered out of his hands as well. Nightflight let out a startled noise at the realization of what had almost happened, but Mistyeyes was unable to reply, her face creasing over with the pain that was invoked by the sharp movements as she found herself crumbling down against the mud, a strangled noise coming out from the back of her throat as she collapsed.

Nightflight perked, her eyes rounding out in confusion as she stumbled, unsure where to look exactly as she stared in her blank yet intent fashion. "Mistyeyes?" She demanded, sounding frightened at the noise that reached her ears. "Mistyeyes, are you hurt? What happened? What's going on?" Mistyeyes cringed, attempting to force herself up, yet wincing as the effort only caused fire to course along her side. Nightflight repeated her incessant questions of concern, lapsed in what was at hand for a moment over the sudden change in her friend. "Mistyeyes, are you okay?"

The gray dragon winced, craning her neck to the side a little awkwardly as she looked down, unfolding her wings which had been tucked close to her body previously in such a manner as to hold herself together. Now that she allowed herself to uncurl though, Mistyeyes' stomach clenched uncomfortably as she realized how bad the wound had actually gotten. Blood was sticky along her side, thick around the deep gash that had etched itself into her flank, and as it had clotted against the side of her wing, the removal of the pressure caused enough pain for her to flinch deeply. The rain the was pelting down from the sky was like needles on the injury, and quickly, hissing quickly through gritted teeth, Mistyeyes quickly shot her wings back down to her side, trying to add pressure on the deep tear and suppress its bleeding. Already, blood was coating down her side— she couldn't leave any more room lest she find herself weakened even more.

"Mistyeyes?" Nightflight asked again, realization seeming to settle over her from the noises that Mistyeyes was making as the dragon attempted repeatedly push herself up to her feet once more. Her eyes rounded out yet again, and when she spoke, her voice had lowered significantly. "Are you hurt?" When Mistyeyes didn't reply, only getting into an upright position and regaining her balance, Nightflight only pressed further. "Did you get hurt just now? What happened?"

"No." She said quickly, shaking her head and struggling to narrow down her shaking vision to try and see where Stoick was. If he had already gotten back up to his feet, then they were in a large amount of trouble. "No, it—it was from before. When I first found you. Stoick was going to hit you, there was no other way to try and—" She grimaced, her voice growing thick for a moment as a sting of pain dug claws into her side. "It was either I jump in front of you, or you got impaled, and I couldn't let that happened. You're our last chance in getting this all sorted out…" Once again, her face crossed over with agony, and she tried to shake it off again. But it was getting harder and harder the more that Mistyeyes was forcing herself to undertake, and by now it was getting near the impossible region.

"Mistyeyes!" Nightflight's voice was choked and shocked. "How could you have done that? How could you have put yourself at risk for—"

She didn't get to finish; she couldn't. A sudden weight against her side was enough to knock the breath out of her, and she was sent sprawling against the ground, skidding in the slick mud nearly three feet. Head spinning and lungs squeezing in on themselves, Nightflight struggled to sit up, her eyes wide at the sudden change. She tried to recollect herself as best she could— the pitch-black world around her was truly weighing down on her, rendering her as useful as a youngling trying to fly in the means of sorting things out.

Mistyeyes saw the problem very clearly despite the way that her eyesight was shaking back and forth unevenly by now. The gray dragoness gave a shout of distress as her friend was shot to the side, and she called out frantically as she tried to follow the dragoness. But as soon as she started to lift her foot in order to walk, a heavy weight came into contact with her as well, however she found herself pressed instead deep into the thick muddy ground. Her attacker was unknown as they pinned her from the backside, but the identity was unneeded— all she knew was that she was unable to reach Nightflight and help her. And if something happened to Nightflight, they would have no chance— after all, they barely had one in the first place to begin with. It was why she had thrown herself in between Stoick's sword and Nightflight to earn herself this injury that was boring into her scales. If they didn't have Nightflight, they had nothing.

Nightflight scrambled up quickly, reeling from shock as she blinked rapidly. She perked her ears, struggling to find out what was going on. Around her she could hear millions of other voices raised back and forth— some in anger some in almost-piteous desperation. The sound of swinging weapons and warning growls were like background noise to what was going on, and though the dragons were pushing with phrases such as: 'Please listen' or 'Stop doing this' it was just useless. What were they missing? What piece were they missing from this? They had done everything right, everything required of them. And yet it still wasn't working.

So what were they missing?

"Devil." Nightflight stiffened at the new voice, not mistaking the deep tone as her blood ran cold. She looked quickly towards the voice, basely managing to hold back her gasp as she heard Stoick's voice against her eardrums. Her claws sunk into the ground, her ears flattening as she crouched lower to the ground, the mud sticking to her belly and only increasing her discomfort. But the fact was trivial and meaningless; every single fiber of her attention was fixed firmly onto what was in front of her now, and, for the millionth time, she begged for sight. Stoick was approaching her now, she could tell by the weighted sound of his voice, and the way that his voice got louder, however minuscule the change was. "You won't win again." Came the growl again, and she swallowed thickly.

"…Stoick." She whispered softly, her voice lower and subdued now as she edged backwards slightly. There was a long pause, and Nightflight quickly drew in another sharp intake of breath, forcing herself to straighten. She had to remain calm. She had to try and sort it all out. It was all she had left to do, and she couldn't accomplish anything like that if she was stricken with fright. Yet bravery was a hard thing to come by and accomplish in the light of her situation, and her voice betrayed her straightened stature as she continued on, distantly hearing the weighted footsteps of Stoick as the chief edged closer. She pictured the curve of a sword— the same sword that had dug deep into Mistyeyes' side to invoke the sharp noises of pain that the dragon had heard. "You have to listen to me." She pressed thinly, speaking through clenched teeth to ensure that they wouldn't chatter in fear. "This…this won't fix anything. You know that." She murmured.

Stoick only laughed slightly in the back of his throat, a deep, grave kind of laugh that caused another lump to swell in the back of Nightflight's throat. "You won't do it to me." He growled, Nightflight wincing just slightly as her feet shuffled slightly in the mass of wet dirt. "You could do it to Hiccup's dragon…and you could do it to the rest of 'em too." There was a small pause before the man went on, and when he did, his voice was much lower than before, more menacing. There was a hateful sting to the back of his tone that was enough to slap Nightflight across the face. "You even did it to my son." He snarled, Nightflight's heart freezing over. "…But you won't do it to me. Or anybody else. I'll make sure of that."

"You don't understand." Nightflight pressed, looking directly at him now as she could almost picture the man perfectly. His narrowed eyes, burning in a smoldering fire of hatred. She could picture the way that he held tight to his sword, his knuckles white with the force that it took. She could hear the pain in his voice that vibrated in in every syllable, and for a moment she was simply lost in how she could possibly reply. However she shook her head quickly, ducking down slightly as she struggled to retain her composure. "You have it all wrong; I'm only acting for what—"

"Enough!" Stoick roared, cutting off the dragon as she winced, clamping her jaws shut. "You won't have the chance to do anything else; I'll make sure of it." She shook her head quickly, straightening as she tried to speak again. But the dragon couldn't get out a single sound before Stoick was speaking again. "You've ruined everything. You and the whole lot of the Night Furies. And this time we're not going to let any of you escape." His words dripped with fury and pent-up anger, and Nightflight's stomach fell down to the ground.

Stoick locked his jaw backwards, every inch of the man radiating white-hot anger and loathing. From his side, he began to draw his sword, and from where she was prostrate on the ground, Mistyeyes let out a yowl of anguish the ripped from the very bottom of her soul. Nightflight ducked her head down so that her chin was pressed against her chest, her wings folding forward and wrapping around her in the attempt to create a sort of shield.

Inevitably, her thoughts went to Stormfly as she did this. Sure, such an act such as this would leave her wings to be shredded beyond repair. But if that was all that would happen to her, that was okay. She could handle such a consequence. And perhaps she deserved it. To have a consequence that would weigh out at least some of what she had inflicted onto others. Because she certainly wasn't going to attack in response. She was blind and lost and confused— if she tried to attack it would only be a rather obvious death wish on her part. But not only that, she refused to cause any more damage at all in any way. No, she wouldn't attack. And she had certainly done all she could so far. And maybe they could figure it out, she realized. Even if something were to happen to her, it didn't change the fact that the dragons could be understood now. Even if she didn't survive thanks to the weight of prejudice over her shoulders, they could still stand a chance. She told herself this firmly; after what she had finally managed…was it enough?

"Nightflight!"

The dragon stiffened, eyes wide as her neck snapped up in shock. She knew that voice. She would be able to identify that voice even if she were to lose her hearing along with her eyesight. "Toothless?" She screeched, surprised and shocked as she momentarily lost track of what was going on. And sure enough, Toothless was streaking forward. Managing to gain a few feet of altitude off of the ground, the Night Fury flew directly over the heads of the others, barreling through the rain as if he had been launched out of a catapult. The dragons looked up and around Nightflight there grew a large chorus of cheers and relief, nearly earth-shattering in the effect that it held.

That could only mean one single thing.

Hiccup.

Hiccup was leaning forward, his eyes narrowed into slits and his expression wrought with precise thought. He barely reacted to the cheers and yells that came from below; but he did drink up every single detail of the scene that he had walked into. It wasn't a sight to behold. Although the dragons outnumbered the humans quite plainly, they were refraining from as much contact as they could. That meant that they were losing a lot of ground in the way that they were struggling to appear friendly while also trying not to be stabbed through. Granted, such a thing was difficult to do in the first place, so they were doing well for the task they had in front of them.

But dry humor aside.

Hiccup glanced back briefly to Astrid, who wrapped one hand around his waist to hold on, and used the other to hold Ludi snugly against her side. The blonde caught his gaze, and after a small beat of silence in between them, she gave a simple nod of unspoken affirmation. And against himself and what was going on around them, the boy couldn't help but feel a rushing hot wave of affection and relief in the face that the old Astrid was back. The one that could pick up on the littlest things— the one that he could hold a conversation with just by staring into her eyes. And once the thought was confirmed, he looked back down at Toothless, whose green eyes were obviously elsewhere. "You got get Mistyeyes!" Hiccup ordered, though the words would have probably been heeded even without the suggestion in the first place.

No sooner had he said that, did Hiccup turn, Astrid following suit as the two of them slid off of the gliding Night Fury. They landed in sync, twin splashes on the ground as they landed squarely beside Nightflight, who was still stunned by the sudden appearance. Astrid landed gracefully, with barely a thud to betray her. However Hiccup was far from similar, the teenager staggering at once with a choking cry of pain that he did his best to hold back, the firing pain wrapping around his ankle like a chokehold. However Astrid immediately shifted, pressing her side against his and helping to support him and assist him in recovering as best she could. Hiccup grimaced a little as he forced weight onto the injury, but he pushed it away. Instead he narrowed his eyes, forcing his chin up to lock eyes with his father.

It felt like ages since he'd done it. Looked at Stoick. The last time he had, it was in the course of being thrown into his room and locked inside. He hadn't known what to expect upon arrival— something at least a little different maybe. But not this. He hadn't expected to see his father so strung— he almost looked something like a novice. Someone who was unsure of what they were doing; and such a detail was usually never applied to someone as great as Stoick the Vast. However the man in front of him hardly fit the title. His eyes were rimmed with darkened circles, and they seemed confused and slightly lost as they stared over to the younger. He looked…smaller. That was the idea that came to Hiccup's mind as he clashed gazes.

But then again, he was quite a sight too. And a bloody one at that.

Silence filled the clearing. Not just in between Stoick and Hiccup, but everyone else as well. A hush settled over at the sight of the new arrival, though the angry stares and tension hanging in the air was not in the slightest removed. In fact, maybe it was a little elevated by their appearance. Hiccup tried to search for something to say— in retrospect he probably should have planned his speech out a bit more on the way over. But surprisingly, the first one to speak was Stoick, and when he did, his voice was left almost as a hoarse whisper. "…Hiccup." He murmured softly, barely audible in the depths of the rain around them.

Hiccup paused a moment, glancing around briefly. At the crowd of battle-drawn Vikings, at the confused and desperate gazes of the dragons, and then even at the ground for the briefest of seconds. But then he responded, his voice just as subdued. He wished that he could have returned the greeting. Said something that could try and communicate the emotions that he had been overwrought with recently. There was a lot that he wished he could say…but he couldn't. All he could manage was a weak: "…Dad…what are you doing?" He whispered softly. His forehead creased over, and he tried to wrap his arm around his stomach in the attempt to try and hold himself together. "…What is anyone doing? Do you even know anymore?"

The questions seemed to snap his father out of whatever reverie he was in. His eyes steeled over in an odd sort of way, and Hiccup felt an awful sense of disappointment at the —probably inevitable— metamorphosis. His father seemed to grow almost angry again, and his voice was flat again as he said in a short, staccato style: "Hiccup. Move out of the way."

Yet Hiccup's reply was just as instantaneous. "No." He stated firmly, actually taking a step to the side and planting himself directly in front of Nightflight now. His father scowled deeply at this, and Hiccup struggled not to bend underneath the hot stare. "I won't." He growled as he went on. Forced to stand up on his own now, the boy swayed slightly from side to side. But if his stance was shaking, his voice was anything but as he spoke. "This has to stop. She just wants to make peace— they all do. That's why we've come all this way. You could just at least listen to what we have to say— you can't just keep killing. It won't fix anything."

"She's got you too." Stoick rasped, a hint of his extreme fury underlying his tone as he looked at his son as if he were some foreign thing he had never experienced before. "She's got you under her spell."

"No she doesn't Dad, can't you hear yourself?" Hiccup protested, struggling to add power to his voice, which was inherently weak by now. "Don't you hear how stupid you sound?" He demanded, taking a small step backwards to be closer to Nightflight. "She didn't make me forgive her; I chose to do that for myself. And you can do that same thing if you just open your eyes to see what's past your nose. She needs to—"

"I don't want to hear anything from her." He snarled, slicing Hiccup's words in half as the boy winced from the sheer anger that vibrated in every syllable.

"Then will you listen to me?" Hiccup resorted, his eyes rounding out slightly as he looked up almost pleadingly at his father. "…Will you listen to your son?" He pressed weakly.

Stoick didn't reply.

"…Please?" Hiccup murmured softly, looking at him searchingly.

"Why should we listen to you?" A new voice spat. Hiccup turned and looked in its direction, his heart falling at the sight of Spitelout as his uncle paced forward towards them. Hiccup drew back a little farther at the new approach, and he had to control himself in order not to show the extreme distaste that rose up in the back of his throat at the sight of the man, especially in light of recent events. "You're just as much a traitor as that _thing _is." He spat in the direction of Nightflight. "You brought her here— three times now. Her and the rest of them. You're a filthy traitor to the island of Berk!"

Hiccup's reply was quick and sharp. "I'm anything but!" He snapped. "I'm here to help you—"

"Help us be picked off one by one? Burned by a bunch of these blasted dragons?" Spitelout demanded. "You don't realize that we don't want these things here! You keep pushing and now it's gone too far! _You__'__ve _gone _too _far, Hiccup! Step down, or you'll find yourself regretting stepping a single foot back on this island." His words were thick with anger as he added this last part, and in spite of what the boy figured was really wise, the emotion caused some of Hiccup's own anger to be stirred in the back of his throat.

"You didn't listen to me about the dragons before." He growled, his hands fisting at his sides as his dug his nails deep into his palms. "What makes you think this is anything different? What makes you think that I'm not right about this time around?"

Spitelout's only reply was to spit out two words, separated and detached as he growled lowly through his teeth. "Step. Down."

Astrid's eyes narrowed, and she stepped to the side as well to join Hiccup, her shoulders lining up squarely with his as she took up a stance close beside the boy, close enough to help support him once again. The other dragons took this symbol, a new kind of hope starting to leak into their eyes at the sight of their leader back at the head of the Pack. Nightflight, situated behind the two teenagers, shifted forward ever so slightly so that she was close behind them, the blind dragon getting back up to her feet now and struggling to recollect herself as she tilted her chin up slightly. Off to the side, Toothless had managed to shove aside the Viking that had been holding down Mistyeyes, shooing them away with a derisive snort and a couple of warning jabs and nips. And now the male was hunkered over the female, nosing her worriedly and only stopping every so often to look over at Hiccup, torn between his two concerns.

Hiccup's eyes only slitted further. He was not deterred by the words, and despite the way that his knees were threatening to buckle in on themselves, he leaned into the pain. He steeled himself against it and refused to let it overtake him. This was bigger than him now— he couldn't stop because of this. "You'll listen to what we have to say." He ordered, actual authority in his voice as he sized up the much older man. Spitelout's look in reaction to the supposed order was fit to kill. As was the weapon that was clasped tightly in his hands. But it didn't stop Hiccup. "You _will_ listen to what we came here for." He repeated, even firmer than before.

Astrid was looking between Hiccup and Spitelout. As she looked over at the boy, and as her eyes met his, there was an undeniable sense of happiness harbored underneath the worry and fretting that served as the primary levels. She was proud of him, he could tell. Proud and admiring, but mostly happy to be able to be back with him after all of this. Catching the proud gleam in her eye, and being able to see the sense of hope that was starting to settle over the Night Furies in the clearing…it was just another weight. Another thing to have pressing down on his burdened shoulders. He had to make sure that he lived up to all that could— he had to try and make things right. Not just for himself and the dragons, but for everyone as well. He had a large mess to clean up, and he knew that failure wasn't an option anymore. But he also knew that this was the final chance— he was on his last rope. And now he was faced with two sides— one full of hope with cautious smiles and expectant looks, and the other filled with stares of hostility and blame, expectant only in the idea that they were waiting for his demise.

All of this accumulated at once, and he had some kind of death wish on himself.

But at least…if worst came to worst…he would have died for a cause. For a purpose.

…And that was better than nothing.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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The tension in the air was thick enough to cut with a an axe, and as Hiccup stood stiffly in between Spitelout and Nightflight, he could feel every gaze around him, dragon and human alike, burning holes through his very being. The boy's face was pulled into an indignant frown, and his hands were balled into tight fists at his sides. At Spitelout's order, the thick yell to step aside, he only seemed to grow more stoic in the way that he stood, his jaw locked backwards as he met the man's acidic stare head-on. "No." He said thinly through his clenched teeth. "I won't let you harm her. I won't let you harm any of them. This violence has to stop— it's gone on for long enough."

Nightflight, the dragoness having straightened slowly once she got over the initial shock of being attacked, stepped forward so that she was at Hiccup's shoulder, the boy feeling a small twinge of discomfort as she grew a little bit more vulnerable in the sense that she could be attacked easier this way. However he knew in the back of his mind that if she were to stay cowering behind him, they would get nowhere. In order to finish this they had to do it the way they started: together. "You don't understand." The female said, her voice managing to stay calm and collected even now. "We wouldn't have come here for any other reason than to make peace. We mean you no harm at all and we're only here to ask that—"

She was cut off as Hiccup suddenly lashed out, using his elbow and pushing Nightflight backwards. The dragon was cut off, not knocked aside by the boy –because when it came to strength between them there was no match—but immediately taking the warning as she leapt backwards. And as she stumbled back, she narrowly missed as Spitelout reared forward, his weapon swinging down through the empty air where she had stood previously. "Hey!" Hiccup yelled at once, his eyes narrowed at the unwarranted advance. Astrid stiffened where she stood at the teenager's side, immediately backtracking in order to be closer to Nightflight. Ludi, cradled in the blonde's arms, immediately spat with fury, thrashing in her grip as if to say: 'Let me at 'em! Let me at 'em!'

"That was uncalled for!" Hiccup yelled. "She was just trying to—"

"She's a demon!" Spitelout roared. "How else could she possibly have done what she has!?" Nightflight straightened, digging her claws into the mud as she gnashed her teeth together tightly. Hiccup held the man's gaze, and Spitelout grew even angrier, pacing forward as if he was preparing to go nose-to-nose with the younger of the two. "And you're a traitor. You're a traitor to Berk and you're a traitor to your family!" His words got quicker as he went on, the accusations and shouts blurring and fusing together in his rush. Hiccup's hands began to shake as the man shouted, and he bit down on his lower lip, struggling to withhold himself as long as he could. "You betrayed everyone here on this island and you deserve any and all punishment that—"

"Stop!" Hiccup yelled, cutting the man off before he could go on. Bitterness like bile squeezed his neck, and his chest constricted as he wondered whether or not the Viking could be right, as awful and sordid as he was. He told himself that he wasn't. Hiccup was just trying his best to finish what had all been started so that every side could win. All he was trying to do was accomplish something great like he had before; his allegiance wasn't with one singular side, it was with both. How could he be disloyal to one when he was just as conscious on what the other one needed as well?

But, standing here in the pouring rain and looking at the scene around him, he could not help but hesitate. The Night Furies that he had brought here were now fighting defensively, struggling to prevent harm from being inflicted on them, but also struggling not to hurt the Vikings advancing against them in turn. Hiccup had no idea where the younglings had gone— if the other dragons had adopted any kind of planning from him, he could only hope that they had had the foresight to take the little ones and found a way to flee.

And he could see the Vikings that he had left as well— polar opposite to the ones that he had known prior to all of this happening. The people he had grown up with were now reduced to half the warriors that they used to be. True, that they were still thick-headed; though now they were almost more so. And this blind sense of anger that was ultimately pointed outward at mostly everything, came from the sense of outright fear and paranoia that the Night Furies were now associated with. After everything that had happened, after Nightflight's initial visit, and after the many countless Raids that were performed against the island, it was like a flame that could not be kindled appropriately. And after it had been ignited by Hiccup's sudden return with the dragons in tow, it was now raging wildly and spreading faster than Hiccup could even try and smother it back down.

"I'm not a traitor!" He yelled, unable to keep his own voice in control, unfortunately. One of the first rules about confrontations in general was that you should always be the last person to yell— yelling just made you come across as worse, and it didn't help the attempt to calm the situation. But the rule slipped the teenager's mind in the heat of the moment, and he raised a hand up quickly to press against the side of his temple. "I'm the opposite! I'm just trying to do what's best for everyone! Can you not understand that?" He turned, addressing everyone now as he spun tightly. "Look around! Just look at yourselves!" He ordered, his voice edging over with the implication that he brought with the demand.

The majority of the crowd around him glared in response to the boy's efforts. However, to the boy's slight relief, he saw that a few of them actually followed the call, turning their heads from side to side as they looked from one side of the clearing to the other. At the drawn swords, at the warring figures. It was a sight to shudder at for Hiccup, and he could only pray that it would correlate as well to the others that were actually taking his word. "Can't you see what you all have been reduced to?" He asked, the rhetorical question ringing out through the rain-battered forest. "You guys used to be some of the greatest Vikings this is side of…well, anywhere!" He yelled, stuttering slightly on his words as he paused briefly. But then he shook his head, clearing his throat to prevent it from breaking before going on as best he could, his voice grating out a little unhealthily. "And now? You're all taking part in a losing battle! You're fighting against yourselves! It's right in front of your noses! What you all need to do is—"

"How would you know what was best for us!?" One of the women behind him yelled. He spun around, looking stricken at the sudden call. However once his eyes met the person who had shouted, a tall woman with slightly graying hair tied back in a tight bun, he swallowed uncomfortably. Her eyes were smoldering with pent-up anger as their gazes clashed, and when she spoke, her voice was just as drawn back as her expression was. "You left a long time ago— you didn't stay to see the ruins that these beasts left behind!" The dragons shifted at this, most of them looking abashed as they wilted. However the woman did not seem to notice, too busy spitting out the anger and hurt that must have festered for ages underneath her skin. "You didn't attend the funerals of all those who had died! You didn't see the damage! You didn't stay long at all; and certainly not long enough to absorb what these things did to us! Of course you would try to make it seem less than it was— you didn't even see it!"

Hiccup too in a deeper breath this time, pausing for a time in the effort to ensure the when he replied, his voice would be level and even. After counting to ten and waiting for as long as he could without being patronized again, he gave a slow nod. "You're right; I did leave. But I knew the wreckage that was left after what had happened, that much is for sure. This isn't me just trying to erase everything that the dragons have done, because I know that that isn't possible. I'm well aware of the hurt that they've caused you, but you can't just—" He broke off, his voice cutting off shortly as his throat closed prematurely. He grimaced in pain, trying to cough clear the stubborn thing. But as he ducked his head, it caused a swooning sensation to overtake him and he stumbled slightly, a small noise of complaint and frustration wriggling out from him almost inaudibly.

Catching the stumble with expertise that was slightly unexpected, Astrid leaned over, shifting down so that her shoulder could lock onto the boy's as she straightened in order to help him right himself. Hiccup took the comforting gesture, leaning on her and reaching up to draw his hands through his hair in the effort to try and shake off the sensations that were dragging him down. Taking over for him without even hesitating, Astrid did her best to juggle the cat in her arms while also aiding Hiccup to balance. "You're forgetting that Hiccup isn't the only one here!" She said, her voice raising as she hoped that she could be heard clearly enough. She could hardly hear herself think over the roar of this rain, not to mention the way that every so often thunder would rip itself over the sky, nearly deafening her with its clap. "I didn't leave after that last Raid. I was there for the funerals and I was there to experience fully what had happened in the wake of the attack. My own dragon Stormfly was left crippled after all of this— her wings were ripped, and now she can't fly anymore. But I'm still here. I still listened to Hiccup when he told me about these dragons and I've stayed with them personally for these past few weeks. He isn't lying and he isn't trying to slip anything past you at all. He's telling the truth."

"Very convenient that his girlfriend is the only other one to 'know' this." Spitelout growled.

Astrid stiffened, twisting back to stare the man down with a furious gaze. "Listen here, you piece of—"

She didn't have the chance to finish her insult before the older Viking was already sweeping on, not even attempting to try and listen to anything more from her. Hiccup was blinking rapidly, shaking his head every so often as if he were trying to clear it of something. "I say that we should drive them out." Spitelout growled thickly, Hiccup's head snapping back up at this as his green eyes widened significantly. "It doesn't matter what they think anymore. After everything they've done, I think they've just made a bad mistake by coming back here." There as a rumbling of agreement from those assembled, and the dragons lining near the edge of the clearing drew cautiously into themselves as they eyed the Vikings with weary expressions.

"No, you just have to listen." Hiccup pressed, struggling to persist as he forced himself to straighten back up once again. The movement caused pain to wrap around his joints, however he pushed aside the sensation as best he could manage. He couldn't focus on that now. Despite all of his greatest efforts…was he still destined to watch all of this slip away through his fingers? He was trying to hold on as tightly as he could, and yet nothing seemed to be working. Crumbling slightly underneath the pressure that was building up on his shoulders, he turned to look over almost desperately towards his father.

Stoick had been silent the entire time so far. Ever since Hiccup had first arrived, and ever since that initial shock had settled in, the Chief had been silent, staring in almost a blank fashion at the odd trio in front of him. His son, beaten and staggering, Astrid, trying to juggle that cat he had gotten for Hiccup so long ago while also providing support to the boy. And the black dragoness that stood behind them, the source of all of these problems. But as Hiccup yelled, over the sounds of the rousing crowd around them, the man blinked rapidly, as if jarred from some train of thought. "Dad!" Hiccup shouted, the intensity back into his injured voice at the realization of what was beginning to pick up again. "Dad, you of all people should see what's happened to the village! To _our _village! This wasn't the way that you taught me we should handle things! Do you not remember what you told me all these days?"

Stoick blinked, looked confused for a moment, as if what his son was saying passed right over his head. Hiccup turned, watching as some of the Vikings started to realign their stances, the sound of rain against metal growing sharper as blades were raised and clubs were drawn. Some other Vikings however merely stood, looking confused and torn as they looked to one another for some kind of help or alternative. The Night Furies started to rattle with apprehension and concern, a few calls going out to Hiccup in pleas of help or shouts to 'please hurry.' Hiccup's chest tightened with the anxiety that was threatening to bubble over on him, and his voice grew in an octave almost, his words blurring together in their desperation to get out properly to his father.

"You taught me, ever since I was a little kid, that you have to _work with _the people of this island! You can't just go and boss them around like they don't even have a brain for themselves! You can't suppress them like you are! And you most certainly cannot let people like _him_," With this, Hiccup turned and jabbed his finger over towards Spitelout, who seemed to increase in anger and fury tenfold with the signal. "take everything away from you! You were given the authority to watch over these people for better or for worse, and Dad, you've gotten so far off-track!" Hiccup's voice cracked slightly at this, and Astrid grimaced in sympathetic sorrow. "And now that I'm back I'm just trying to get you back to where you should be! Back to where _we _should be! Back where Berk should be!" He was rambling but he couldn't even attempt to try and withhold himself. "You still have a chance to help yourself, but you just have to—"

"Save it, Hiccup!" Spitelout snapped, the boy's jaw immediately slamming up to close shut. "There's no point in going on any longer! Nobody is going to listen to someone who abandoned their island right when their island needed them the most!" Hiccup stared a moment more at his father, a million more things that he could say running through his mind in the beat of a single second. But then he turned, scowling deeply by now as he faced the man that was speaking. Sure enough, he was met with that same ugly sneer that he had endured from Spitelout's son throughout the duration of his entire childhood. And, for probably the first time in his life, Hiccup wished he could have the younger of the family instead. _At least I could convince Snotlout. _He thought as he narrowed his eyes slightly. _Now it seems like convincing his father is pretty close to impossible._

Even with Nightflight managing to make contact through to the humans, it wasn't working. They just seemed to get angrier with the unfamiliar idea. Granted that such a thing would scare them— especially with the memory of that the dragoness had done to Toothless. But Hiccup had thought that that detail would only cause a small issue, not grow in size and entirely obscure the entire situation and make things even worse. He struggled to swallow back the thickness that was sticking in the middle of his throat and tried to remember how to be calm. How to stand upright and how to breathe through the pain that was burning inside of his ankle and slowly spreading up his entire leg.

Breathing slowly became harder and harder to do. But not just from the pain— slowly, against himself, Hiccup could feel his emotions start to get away from him. He trembled from head to toe with the pent-up sensations, and Astrid began to look concerned as she glanced over to him with a small frown. She opened her mouth, as if to try and say something lowly to him, such as a warning or a cautionary phrase. The girl could pick up the slightest bit of change in the man, and in the back of her mind, watching the boy leaning against her start to stiffen and change, she shifted slightly in worry. "Hiccup…" She whispered out of the corner of her mouth.

But he wasn't listening anymore. His eyes were narrowed down into sits, and when he spoke, his voice leaked out through gritted teeth, escaping thickly as his glare smoldered into Spitelout's own. "Listen. To me." He snarled, hands shaking where they fisted at his sides. "You are not in charge here. No matter how much you think otherwise, you have as much power over this island as Bucket does, do you understand me?" More out of habit than anything, after leading the Night Furies for so long, authority, which before he had issues with drawing up in the first place, came easily into his voice. Spitelout jerked backwards, as if slapped across the face with the suddenly-scathing tone. But Hiccup only pushed further at this. "My father is the rightful Chief of Berk, and I don't care what you have to say about any of it; he's the one that makes the choices, not you. And there's a reason for that. I have more authority over these proceedings than you, even."

"You'd better watch yourself." Spitelout growled. By now the Night Furies, in the attempt to try and curb the violence of the humans, had taken to either rushing away or holding them back as best they could. Brightsky, bleeding from the tip of ear, was barring Mulch away from her with her tail, the Viking spitting with anger as he tried to wriggle out from her grip. Clearsky was still obviously sticking close to Nightflight, glancing her way every so often as he held down his own attacker against the ground, carefully keeping his claws sheathed and not putting too much excess pressure on top of them. Toothless was still hunched over Mistyeyes, shielding her from the violence as best he could in between his frantic attempts to try and level with her. "Know your place." The Viking added dangerously.

"Funny." Hiccup laughed dryly. "I was just about to say the same thing to you."

"Hiccup!" Astrid hissed, trying to warn him to stop, but finding it difficult to hold back the sense of admiration for her brunet.

Spitelout gave out a sharp yell, raising his weapon and bringing it down quickly towards Hiccup. The boy quickly turned to push Astrid out of the way of danger, the girl stumbling backwards into Nightflight as she gave out a sharp cry of alarm. Ludi was knocked out from the girl's cradled arms, giving a sharp mewl of disgust as she was immediately coated over with thick mud. Struggling to focus down his vision, Hiccup stepped quickly to the side as the man's club swung through the now-empty air. And immediately, as soon as the end of the staff touched the sticky mud, Hiccup threw himself down onto the ground, his hands flying out to grasp tightly around the piece of sturdy wood. Spitelout immediately gave a yowl of fury, using two hands to try and jerk the thing out of the boy's grasp, Hiccup only responding by curling inward around the thing, struggling to keep hold of the item which was suddenly as slippery as a newly-caught fish. "Let go you idiot!" Spitelout screeched, Astrid scrambling up to her feet, slipping in the mud in her rush to run for Hiccup. "You've lost, can't you see that!?"

"I refuse to see it!" Hiccup yelled, his voice clenched in tight pain as, in the process of Spitelout trying to wrench his weapon away from him, he was jarred back and forth, his wounded ankle knocking back and forth during the violent tussle. "Just like you refuse to see sense!" He let out a cry of agony as he was tugged forward, but he still refused to let go of the thing. Sensing the reaction, Spitelout repeated the sharp motion over and over, Hiccup beginning to scrabble and grasp uselessly at the wood as he began to lose grip, the thing sliding out from his fingers. Hopelessness started to choke at his heart as he realized that he couldn't even do this simple thing anymore— he couldn't even manage to get something as simple as a club away from the enemy.

But suddenly, his hopelessness was answered. Ludi, rearing and angered from her splash in the mud, leapt up to her feet, bawling furiously for a moment or two before rushing forward, racing forward over the sploshy ground to fly wildly at Spitelout's legs. Claws unsheathed and teeth drawn forward, the cat latched onto one of the man's ankles, digging deep into the skin as she hissed and squalled enough for fourteen cats. Astrid stopped, her foot halfway raised to walk as she blinked rapidly, caught off-guard at the change in events considering that he had been on her way to help the boy as well and had been beaten by a runt of cat.

Hiccup immediately snatched away the club and brought it close to his chest, forcing himself up to his feet and ignoring his seizing head as he turned instead to look back at Astrid imploringly, as if asking what they should do next. Because, if he was being truthful with himself, he had no idea where to go from here. He had taken inventory of the situation during his many sleepless nights, and it wasn't like he never considered a plan of action if things had gone wrong. But maybe some part of him, the weaker part, had hoped that it would never come to this. He couldn't even bear to think of what would happen if it turned to this, and yet here he was now, in the freezing rain, blackness edging his vision, ankle throbbing, and surrounded by fighting Vikings and distressed dragons.

It was a mess.

"I'm going to try and help Mistyeyes!" Astrid yelled over the rain, looking pained as met Hiccup's strained gaze with her own. There was a beat of silence between them, and she asked hesitantly, her voice barely a whisper. "Do you think he's right?" She murmured. Normally, Hiccup would be forced to lean closer in order to even hear her in the first place over all this excess noise around them. But this time he knew exactly what she was saying. She was merely voicing his own thoughts. "…Do you think we still have a chance?" She asked, her blue eyes round as they bored into Hiccup's green ones as the ocean met with deep forest.

Hiccup held her gaze for as long as he could, but after the briefest of seconds, he ducked his head slightly, wilting under the pressure once more. He remembered the girl's vacant, clueless look from before, and suddenly he wondered whether it would have been better for her to have remained ignorant. It would not have been better for Hiccup; that was obvious. But for Astrid to not know a single thing…to be unaware of what was going on and what her part had been….maybe that was easier for her. After all, then she wouldn't be forced to realize the failure that was coming for them. And she would be spared of whatever outcome would be waiting for them if indeed their efforts…all of their efforts…turned out to be for absolutely nothing.

And then he looked back up, looking guilt-ridden and stricken. "…I'm sorry." He offered weakly.

The reply was instant. "Don't be." Astrid said firmly, almost before he could even finish the apology. Her eyes became hard, and she took a few steps forward to place her hand on Hiccup's chest, over his heart, which beat against her hand like a hummingbird's. Nightflight was fixated on them firmly, her blinded eyes filled with such intensity that it seemed as if the dragon was actually able to see them and was hanging on every one of their movements. "Don't be sorry. For anything that you've ever done, you idiot." Astrid reinstated. She shook her head and smiled a pained grimace. "I love you so much. Not only for you, but for all you've done. So don't go apologizing for any bit of it." Looking hesitant, as if the last thing she wanted to do was leave him, she swooped forward quickly to press her lips against Hiccup's own, a quick little peck that was nonetheless urgent and heated. And when she drew back, she nodded again, not giving the fuzzy boy time to think of something to say before: "I'm going to help Mistyeyes. You stay fighting, Hiccup Haddock. Don't you even think about giving up." And with that, the smallest hint of water building up in her eyes, Astrid turned and sprinted back into the fray, out of sight from the boy in less than a moment as she raced for Toothless.

Ludi had flown backwards, landing on her feet with the expertise of a feline as she skidded her way back to Hiccup. The boy leaned down to pat the thing's wet head, mumbling out a small word or two or gratitude before straightening, turning and readjusting his grip on Spitelout's weapon as he crouched down slightly. The position caused pain to sink burning claws into the boy's leg, but he paid no attention, only grimacing deeply against the fire as he focused on Spitelout, who was now advancing slowly, a hidden threat in every step. "It doesn't have to be this way." Hiccup rasped, swaying on his feet a little bit as he fought the urge to cough into his elbow. "Spitelout, it really doesn't. You can still do the right thing here."

"Give me back my staff." The man's response came in a venomous snarl.

Hiccup ducked his head briefly, closing his eyes and sending up a small prayer to Thor to _Please try and cut me some slack for once, for the love of all that is good._ And then he straightened, gritting his teeth painfully as he gave a single, short, shake of the head. "No." He spat. "I'm not giving you the chance to hurt anybody else." But as the words left his mouth, and as the man stalked his way, Hiccup's heart fell down to his shaking knees. And he realized in the back of his mind, that just by doing this now, he was already giving Spitelout the opportunity to hurt someone— mainly him.

Nightflight felt like a struggling piece of prey that was doing its best to run from the enemy only to realize that it was cornered. That struggle was pointless and any attempts at trying to evade harm would end up being in vain. And as the thought crossed her mind, the dragon flinched deeply, rocketing up to her feet and managing not to slip in the process. Struggle might be vain, but that also meant one other thing. It didn't matter what she did from this point on— so she might as well try her best to pull out all of the stops. Spinning around and following the direction in which she had heard Astrid go, she sucked in a deep breath, calling out above the conflict as best she could. "Toothless!" She shouted, voice frantic as she searched for her friend. "Toothless! Toothless, where are you!"

"Nightflight?" Toothless' voice hit her eardrum, and immediately the dragoness spun around, ears erect as she followed the sound. And eventually, skirting around most of the thicket, she found herself closer to the dragon that she had been searching for. The male was standing protectively near Mistyeyes, who was struggling to get back up and regain her footing now, much to the protests of Astrid, who was trying to get her to be as still as she could. All three looked up upon the arrival of Nightflight, who skidded to an unsteady halt, puffing for air. "Nightflight, what are you—?"

She cut Toothless off abruptly. "Take me to Stoick." She demanded hotly.

Immediately the male reacted in the way that she had predicted. "What!?" He blustered, sounding incredulous at the sudden demand. "What do you mean!? Have you lost your mind entirely!? He'll kill you Nightflight! N-No, we need to do something else. This isn't working, what we're doing right now, don't you understand? We need to…we need to…I don't know, we need to do something else, something different, something that will work!" His voice was nearly hysterical as he yelled this, and suddenly Nightflight realized another problem with her blindness. She turned, looking over in the direction that she could only suppose that Mistyeyes was.

"How is she?" She asked. "Is she okay? Is she going to live?"

There was an angered snort, but a weak one, from down closer to the ground. Mistyeyes was crouched awkwardly on the ground, blood wetting her entire left flank as she narrowed her eyes into irritated slits. "I'm fine." She rasped, trying to get up yet again only to have Astrid push her down gently, the girl wringing her hands together in nervousness as she was trying her best to see whether or not she could fix the wound in a quick kind of bind. But there was nothing around her, and she couldn't dash out and look for something while there was fighting, she might be needed and missed if she left. Besides, the rain would wash away whatever she stuck onto the gash. So the teenager was left rather useless, hovering near Mistyeyes' side and watching anxiously to point out any nearing Vikings. And, rather sickeningly, Astrid thanked the lucky stars that, as an effect of the Raids, the Vikings were outnumbered by the dragons. At least it offered a little bit of comfort to know that they were on the side with the biggest numbers.

"Don't worry about me." Mistyeyes puffed, wincing, though the expression of pain was lost to Nightflight. Toothless looked down at her, his green eyes wide and hollow as he stared down desperately at the female, looking as if it had been him cut open rather than her. The gray dragoness ducked her head for the smallest of moments before forcing it back up into a snap, looking up at Toothless. "Take her to Stoick." She wheezed, blue eyes bright with pain. "We don't have a lot of chances left, Toothless. We need to take whatever we can get. No matter how dangerous." Then she blinked slowly, coughing in the back of her throat before adding: "And I trust Nightflight."

The female in question stiffened at this. And Toothless looked even more agonized with this. "I don't want to leave you." He murmured, his words soft but nevertheless holding severe amounts of hurt and indecision.

But a solution landed in their laps before there could be an argument. "What's the problem?" Clearsky asked, bolting forward from seemingly out of nowhere. Nightflight jumped at the sudden appearance of another voice, looking startled, and immediately the newcomer was overrun with guilt, trying to apologize. "Oh— oh, Nightflight. I-I'm sorry, I didn't mean to— I didn't mean to sneak up on you; I should have known better." The male was bleeding from a scratch in his side, but it must have been a simple scrape— he wasn't even wincing at the feel of it.

"Clearsky!" Toothless ordered, the other snapping to attention immediately at the call of his name. "You need to take Nightflight and find Stoick with her! I would, but I don't want to leave Mistyeyes!" Mistyeyes, to her credit, threw a rather sour look over to Toothless at this, but the dragon didn't even glance her way. But, seeming to rethink it for a moment, Toothless looked over at Nightflight with a questionable gaze. "Wait a minute." He said, freezing the female in her tracks as she had started to back up slightly. "What are you going to do?" He asked, sounding puzzled as he eyed the dragon closely.

Nightflight flexed her claws. "I don't know." She answered hollowly. "Anything I can, really." Pausing for a moment and reconsidering, she shook her head. "And if that isn't good enough…" The blind dragon glanced over the way where Mistyeyes lay. "Nobody else deserves to be punished for my actions. I will make sure that if there is any more violence it is directed to me." Clearsky immediately bristled, opening his mouth to object. But Nightflight swept on. "If anybody dies for the sins that I have committed against Berk, I will not be able to rest easy for the rest of my life." She sucked in a sharp breath. "And if Mistyeyes dies, I won't be able to live with myself."

"She won't die." Toothless objected a little harshly as his tone spiked in something close to anger. But there was no bitterness in response from Nightflight, only sadness as the dragoness wilted even more. Astrid looked troubled, not speaking or replying as she just studied the deep gash in the dragoness' side, concern and deep worry etching a frown into her features. The male, sinking his claws deep into the earth below him, repeated his words with strained conviction, his eyes smoldering with the effort that it took to get out the few words. "Mistyeyes isn't going to die. I won't let her."

Nightflight was sorrowful. And when she spoke up again, she looked down at Mistyeyes with a desolate expression. "…Why?" She asked softly. "…You already saved my life once…you didn't have to do it again." She barely had to do it the first time back in the depths of the cave after her fight with Toothless. Now here she was again, having taking a blow that should have sliced through Nightflight's scales rather than her. It should be her bleeding out onto the sodden grass; not Mistyeyes. Mistyeyes should be leading this whole thing.

Mistyeyes offered a pinched smile that was too painful for Toothless to look at. "I told you already." She murmured, eyes gentle as she repeated her conviction from before. "I knew that you had a lot more to give…I couldn't let Stoick run you through because you still had a lot to do. And you did it— you got the humans to understand us, didn't you?" She sounded almost proud of the female, and Nightflight closed her eyes tightly, her wings trembling at her sides as she was shaking her head. Seeing the pain that the other was showing, Mistyeyes went on with a bracing voice. "You've done all that we've asked of you and more Nightflight. Don't feel bad for one moment." She rasped. "You fought with Hiccup against Frost. You flew with Astrid. You tried your best to have Astrid understand us even when you didn't want to, and you kept Hiccup safe for so long. You've done all this and more, so don't—"

"You shouldn't have jumped in front of me, though!" Nightflight objected a little shrilly, cutting her off. "That wasn't a good enough reason! …What's the use in having them understand if they don't listen?" She asked weakly, her ears flat against her head. Astrid deflated at this, looking agonized as she stared at the dragoness with a frown. Nightflight shook her head, as if answering her own hopeless question. "...They don't listen." She repeated. "This is all we had to go off of because we thought as soon as I managed it things would fall into place. But that's not how it is at all. They don't listen."

Mistyeyes was persistent though. "Maybe you just haven't said the right thing yet." She answered bracingly.

Nightflight stiffened at this, looking shocked at the words. Mistyeyes had stopped trying to get up to her feet now, slouched against the ground in a curled position as she flinched. Astrid leaned over and drew a comforting hand across the female's scales, and Clearsky shuffled his feet in a nervous pattern. Toothless sat down beside the gray dragoness, leaning down and nosing the top of her head every so often with soft whines in the back of his throat. He only paused every so often to look up and scan that area around them for incoming Vikings or attackers.

A sense of urgency wrapped around Nightflight's windpipe, and an expression akin to a scowl crossed over her face as she turned around quickly. Clearsky jerked at the sudden spin, but the female was already talking quickly. "Get me to Stoick." She ordered, leaving absolutely no room for question as the male went rigid. Mistyeyes looked up where she lay, the smallest hint of a smile crossing over her face at the change in the female. And it was true that her eyes, though clouded and fogged over, were burning with intensity, her chin tilted up just slightly as she drew herself together. She had to pull it together. Hiccup was facing Spitelout, already wounded and ill himself. Mistyeyes was bleeding out on the ground and Toothless and Astrid were struggling to help her.

Nightflight was all that the Pack had left.

She could not let them down now.

"Get me to Stoick." She said. "Now."

She was already starting to walk. Clearsky, searching through the crowd with a trained eye, spotted the Chief near the right edge, and he slung his tail over Nightflight's shoulders, herding her in the direction as he tried to match her suddenly-swift pace. "What are you going to do, Nightflight?" He asked hesitantly, looking somewhat nervous as he looked at the female with open concern. It was almost a good thing that she was blind to the expression that he wore. She didn't answer and he pressed further once he was met with silence. "…Do you have a plan?"

"Does anybody anymore?" She snapped. "We just have to make it through this. And even so, if it doesn't matter anymore, then it doesn't matter _what _I do. Right?"

His ears flattened slightly as they drew nearer. "What if he attacks you?"

"You'll protect me." The answer was immediate and strong, and Clearsky perked at the obvious trust that was being shown, slightly surprised. Taking the silence as something else, Nightflight asked: "You will protect me, right?"

"Of course I will." Clearsky murmured softly. "With my last breath."

"Then I will be more than okay. I trust you."

He blinked, still unsure. "But…what are you going to do?" Clearsky persisted, still worried.

Nightflight closed her eyes for the briefest of moments. She was all the Pack had left at the moment. She was the last lifeline that could be used. She had to pull through this— if not her, and if not now, then when? "My best." She said, her words softer than sheep down as she was barely heard over the clap of thunder that ripped apart the sky. "I'm going to do my best."

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: **Merrily we fall out of line, out of line. I'd fall anywhere with you, I'm by your side.**

**Swinging in the rain, humming melodies. We're not going anywhere until we freeze.**

**I'm not afraid…anymore. I'm not afraid.**

I Wouldn't Mind – He is We

Sorry if there are any issues. I got a new laptop for Christmas and I'm still getting used to it. But it's exactly one in the morning now and if you all will excuse me I am very tired and nearly falling asleep. So leave a review! Once I get enough feedback I'll post the next chapter! Tell me what ya think~!
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A/N: I know, I know. I sincerely apologize for all the waiting that I've put you all through. I feel very guilty which is why I've geared myself into cranking out this next chapter before I do anything else. I've just got a lot on my plate at the moment, and while I know it isn't the most stellar excuse, I hope that you could forgive me. If there are even any people still lingering over this story! There's only a few more chapters until the end, so I will do my best to finish as soon as possible! Once again, I truly do apologize! You've got no idea how busy I've been lately.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

There was no time left for…well, anything. There wasn't time left for hesitation, or reluctance, or cowardice, or anything else that could fall under such a category. Time had been swallowed and eaten and lost, and all that was left was simply to try and hope that what you were about to do could be the thing to finally solve the problem. Though it wasn't the most simplest of ideas. Nothing really was by this point. Tangled and barbed, the state of their circumstances at this point resembled a patch of briar— it was twisted and confusing, and no matter which way you ran, you seemed to get scratched by a thorn regardless. And as time stretched on and the situation only closed further in on you, it seemed to appear, in a sense, completely impossible. You were stuck in the patch of thorns, and you could not get out.

But there just wasn't time for anything other than effort anymore.

The old saying was passed that a captain must always go down with a sinking ship. And in a way, Nightflight supposed that that was all that was happening by this point. It seemed like ages since hope had last been sprouted in the hearts of those that were wise to the real situation. It felt like a faraway dream of the time when Shadowclaw had come up with the opportunity of bringing the dragons back to Berk, and to have a sense of triumph or motivation towards their goal. A goal that, so long ago, seemed attainable. But now it flapped and trembled like a leaf in the breeze— it was fragile and unstable. Unsure.

But if this was as far as they could come— if this was where all of their effort was ground to a halt, then she would not allow any further damage to be done. Nightflight would make a hundred percent certain that her fellow dragons were to go free, and she was to be pinned down with the weight of the blame. She was a captain that was prepared to go down with the ship, and to watch all of the others flee to safety, such a mercy was to be granted to her. Because, really, she _was _what lay at the root of all this trouble. She had been the cause of this from the very start.

It was stupid. _She _was stupid. To have dragged things out as long as she did, and to apply such vicious actions as she had, for the sole reason of pure jealousy and shrewd desire. All of this trouble had been made and she hadn't even a good excuse for dragging it all up. But at least she was able to look back on things and reflect— to realize that yes, she was stupid, and no, she would never dare to make the same mistake again. That although it was truly an awful thing to do as it was, she had most certainly backtracked far enough to right her character and ensure that her efforts were motivated into something else. Something that could fix the sins she had committed against far too many people to count.

Now she only pleaded and wished that others could do the same upon looking at her. But frustration was alive and livid under her scales as her hopes seemed only to crash back down to the ground. The Vikings seemed blind with rage and fear and anger and sorrow. They couldn't listen to reason— at least not fully. It was like she was speaking to someone with cotton stuffed in their ears, and she was unable to get her message through clearly without it being too muffled by the fluff. So what was she to do? Scream? She had tried that. Get angry? She wouldn't dare such a thing. So what, then? What could she do?

Mistyeyes' words rang in her ears, and the Night Fury's ears slicked back to her head. 'Maybe you just haven't said the right thing, yet.' Maybe the other had a point— maybe she had yet to land on what to say. But the problem was picking out what could possibly work when everything else had failed. Nervousness showed in the slight trembling of her feet as she rushed closely after Clearsky, but she struggled to wipe the emotion away and stuff it down instead. No— she didn't have time for this. None of them had time to be scared anymore. There just wasn't a choice.

Clearsky's tail had been wrapped around her neck, tight enough to guide her along while running, yet obviously loose enough not to choke her silly. The other was racing along, searching for Stoick, as Nightflight had requested, and as Mistyeyes had reinstated. Stoick was the link that they needed to mend by now. If they could get Stoick to realize what had happened, and what was going on, then they could spread such an influence across to the others gathered around them as well. The message still had the chance to be received, yet it all laid on the very thin hope that they could get someone in power to listen. And somehow Nightflight knew that getting Spitelout to see reason wasn't really in their time quota in the moment at hand. They didn't have two years to dispose of.

Nightflight stumbled and staggered every so often as she ran, getting caught up by roots and brambles, or accidentally brushing past a fight that was taking place. The clearing was crowded— she didn't have to have a sense of sight to realize such a blatantly obvious fact. She got tripped up every third step, yet each time she staggered, she righted herself stubbornly, refusing to reply to Clearsky's worried question of whether or not she was okay as she pushed on. Exhaustion dragged her down, and right now the only thing she wanted to do was dry off from all this rain and sleep for a few months. She swore to herself that if they somehow got through this, then she was staying away from water for as long as she could.

All of a sudden, Clearsky skidded to a stop. Nightflight let out a squeak as she found herself ramming right into the back of the male, falling over and landing on the ground with a huff of air. Mud immediately caked itself over her, and she gave a furious snort as she picked herself up, scowling deeply. She unsheathed her claws and flicked away the grime coating her as best she could, though cleanliness was far from her main priority at the moment. Instead, she turned towards Clearsky, her stare intent despite its lack of vision. "Do you see him?" she demanded, her voice immediately sparked in concern.

Clearsky hesitated before he replied. Nightflight pictured the dragon looking dubious and worried— she could feel the way his tail seemed to tremble from side to side. He was worried about her, and the fact wasn't too hard to a leap to guess on. After all, his first reaction upon hearing that she was going to go and find the Viking Chief was a form of rampant disbelief. But, again, there was no time for anything like that. And she could not have been more relieved when the other did bring himself to reply, his voice slightly cautious. "Y-Yeah." he reported, sounding thoughtful. "He's over there!"

He turned and reached back, pressing against Nightflight's shoulder and steering her to where the Chief supposedly was. Not for the first time did Nightflight wish that she could actually see what was going on around her— such a thing might make this a little bit easier to handle. She felt like she was stumbling around in the dark, and her voice was laced in a hint of bitterness as she said: "You need to steer me over there! I need to get his attention!"

Predictably, Clearsky hesitated. "Nightflight, are you sure?" he asked, openly reluctant now as he shuffled his feet against the ground. They gave out sharp squeaking sounds against the mud. Nightflight could feel his gaze burning a hole through her scales, though she tried to ignore it as best she could. Just as she was trying to stave off the rising feeling of impatience she was getting the longer she stood still like this. They just couldn't afford to lounge around anywhere! "We don't have to do this! We can just take the dragons and go! We can leave before any of this has to—"

Nightflight cut him off before he could even finish. "No!" she snapped, her voice hot as well as her expression as she frowned. "We've come too far, don't you understand that?" She turned on the dragon, though she knew that such a fired response came only because she was under too much stress and pressure to watch her tone. She would feel bad for being so abrasive later, but in the moment, she could probably care less. "We need to get this done! And if we can't do that, then I need to make sure that no more harm is brought against the Night Furies!"

Clearsky made a noise of complaint in the back of his throat. "I don't want to see you get hurt." he said, his voice softer now as he pressed this point. Nightflight's ears flicked from side to side, and she tried to search for something she could say in response. But there wasn't really much she could choose from, if she was being honest. This outcome had no guarantee. It could go one way and work out wonderfully, or it could go the other way and bring the absolute opposite effect along with it. There was no telling which would happen, and she was certainly not about to make any promises on what it could be. She had made too many of those before, and look where it had gotten her.

"Take me to Stoick." Her words and resolute and firm. There was no denying the request, as it came across more of a demand than anything else. She felt bad resorting to bossing the male around, but really she had no choice. And it got the job done as Clearsky only hesitated a second longer before ducking forward and wrapping his tail around the female's neck again, turning and guiding her closer to the Chief. Nightflight's scarred eyes narrowed with each step she was brought closer, and she tried to ignore the way that her heart was thudding painfully fast against her ribcage. This had to be done. There wasn't any other way to do this.

Clearsky walked until they were only a few mere yards away from the Viking Chief. Stoick was busy trying to match up against another Night Fury, but it was clear that his mind wasn't focused. Clearsky watched as the man doled out attacks that seemed to be the skill level of a teenager practicing on their first sword. There was a distance look in his eyes, and Clearsky felt a strange sense of sorrow in looking at the man. His head tilted to the side, and for a moment he was distracted by sheer confusion. When Hiccup had spoken of his father, he had said such wonderful things. Things that were frightening as well, yes, but they had been wonderful all the same. How strong he was, how formidable. How he had done many great things before the age of thirteen.

This didn't really seem like the same person. It was a polar body, or a shell, or something along those lines. Because it certainly wasn't the Stoick that Hiccup had talked about. He seemed tired and worn— there were dark rings underneath his eyes, as if he hadn't slept for weeks. By the way he swung his arm, it was as if weights were tied to his wrists. And his footing was off as he stepped awkwardly from side to side. Clearsky's eyes narrowed, and he glanced over his shoulder, trying to remember where Hiccup had gone. Had he seen the sight that his father was? Was there an explanation?

Yet before he could land on the smaller Viking, he was cut off as Nightflight shifted by his side. Hurriedly, he snapped back into himself, wrenching his tail back from the dragoness and taking a quick step to the side. Nightflight thankfully seemed to realize that this meant they had reached their final stopping point, for she wasted little to no time at all before raising her voice into a shout. "Stoick!" It wasn't nearly as loud as it had been the first time— with this call, the female was purposefully not calling attention to the entire crowd. Rather, she was focused only on her one target. "Stoick! Stoick, please, let me talk to you!" Her ears slicked back to her head, and she took a small step forward. "I need to speak with you!"

Clearsky shifted with nervousness as Stoick immediately whipped around to face the dragon. The male swallowed, apprehension grating his nerves as he watched Stoick register who he was looking at. Not just a few moments ago it seemed, Stoick had been trying to run Nightflight through, effectively slicing Mistyeyes with what had looked to be a nasty wound. And as the Chief would find himself staring at the dragon yet again, who knew what could happen? Self-consciously, the dragon took a step closer to Nightflight, lingering by her side with a rather worried expression as his eyes darted quickly to scan the area every now and then.

Stoick didn't reply audibly, but Nightflight didn't seem to need an outright response. She took in a quick gasp of air before launching forward, her sightless eyes pained as she seemed to stare right at the man she was addressing. Sometimes Clearsky found himself forgetting that the dragoness was blind— though he was always remembered by the scars that marred her complexion. "Stoick! This has to stop!" Nightflight's voice was clear and rigid as it seemed to ring out and over to the man. "As Chief of Berk, you have to see how much harm is coming to your island! And to your people! You must understand that this cannot go on for any longer! Who knows what could happen if such a thing continued!"

Clearsky's eyes were trained intently on the man, watching the scene as it began to fold out in front of him with bated breath. Stoick did not reply, though he had turned fully now to look at Nightflight, his stare impossible to read. Was he angry? Or was that confusion? Or was it sadness? Clearsky was struggling to pick out what Nightflight could not— if Stoick's stare began to crowd itself with anger, he would immediately throw himself forward to protect the female. As smart as she was, Nightflight could not monitor such a thing with her wounded eyesight. Acting as her eyes, Clearsky stayed stubbornly fixed at the dragoness' side.

Stoick did not reply, and Nightflight forced herself to keep pressing. "Look— I made a mistake! I will be the very first to admit such a thing! I was selfish, and cruel, and awful; yet now I am here to beg your forgiveness! I've made up for everything I've done in all areas besides Berk, when I've hurt Berk the most in more ways than one! I'm just trying to make things right! We all are!" With this, she turned and raised her tail to gesture at the mass of dragons behind her. "Don't you understand that? I sincerely regret all that's happened! And I take full responsibility for it!"

Stoick's stare was just as ambiguous as it had been before. And when he spoke, his voice was low and rasping— you could hardly hear it over the thundering storm still taking place around them. "Hiccup." he said lowly. Nightflight perked at this, blinking as she stiffened in a visible fashion. And once again, Clearsky looked back to try and see where the teenager had gone. But again he came up empty-handed. He didn't seem to be anywhere at all. Stoick's eyes seemed to spark with just the smallest hint of anger, though it was enough to cause Clearsky to panic as he too went rigid along with Nightflight. But even as he did so, Stoick didn't make an actual move to advance forward. "You— you—"

Nightflight took in a slow breath, and to Clearsky's surprise, her voice was completely calm and collected as she replied. "I've wronged Hiccup, very deeply." She acknowledged the fact with no bitterness at all— only open reflection. "And truly I regret nothing more in this world than that fact alone. But Stoick, you must understand that Hiccup has forgiven me. Just like he had forgiven all of the other species of dragons that now live on Berk in the past. The person that I had wronged most was able to forgive me as well as the whole of the Night Furies— and we're just asking you to do the same as well. So we can put our two shattered groups together to create one singular whole once more."

Stoick gritted his teeth. At his side, his hand clenched around the hilt of his sword. Yet there was that bone-aching sadness in his eyes still as well. A tragic offset to the sign of anger. "You've done too much." he growled, his voice still quiet and hard to hear. "A beast like you…like all of you…you've done too much against this island. You need to leave." Clearsky tensed at this and began to take a step forward as if to plant himself in between Stoick and Nightflight as a barrier. But Nightflight stopped him with a flick of her ear, the male wilting just slightly as he looked anxiously between her and human.

Nightflight dipped her head in the smallest of nods. "What you say is true." she said, Clearsky looking at her incredulously over the acknowledgement. This wasn't really helping their case! But if the female noticed his stare she gave no heed. Instead she swept on quickly, her voice remaining steady and smooth like the surface of an unruffled pond. "We've done so much. Acts of injustice and brutality are on our side without much doubt." She paused, and shifted for a moment or two before pressing with a small jerk of the head. "But can the same not be said about you?"

Clearsky hissed. "Nightflight." The singular word was murmured out underneath his breath— a word of warning before she could say anything that she could end up regretting.

But it was like she was deaf as she just swept on. She was either very stupid or very stubborn to get to her point, but either way, she was causing Clearsky's nerves to unravel and unwind faster than he could hold them together. Nightflight stared fixedly over at Stoick, and with this she blinked slowly. "Stoick, if we are speaking about harms against the village of Berk, you have heard me say repeatedly that not only I, but us as a whole, experience very real feelings of anguish in the face of what crimes we have committed. And even now, you can see that my dragons are doing nothing against the people that were under your command." At least she hoped that that was what they were doing— she couldn't very well turn around and see. But as Clearsky seemed to remain collected beside her, and not stiffen up at all, she figured that such an assumption would be correct. And she allowed a small sense of relief to touch her as well. That meant the dragons were actually listening to their orders. "Even as we are under attack, we are trying to show to you and your people that we mean absolutely no harm."

She paused once again, deliberating over her next words. And she took in yet another breath, tilting her head to the side as her voice grew a tad softer. Almost a touch gentler than it had been before. "And if most of your grievances are for Hiccup," The Chief went absolutely rigid with this. "then we are almost one in the same, you and I." Clearsky winced, wishing that he could follow the dragoness' train of thought before she spoke. Maybe then he wouldn't be so worried or confused with where she was going with things. But at the moment he was just left jumping over every little thing she uttered, hoping that the female was right and that she was doing all she could with what she had left to work with.

The female pressed on, though her words did hold a cautious air to them as they fell in between her and the Chief of Berk. "I've committed many wrongs against Hiccup; but you have done such a thing as well, Stoick. In the past you haven't been the kindest. And while I know for a fact that your wrongs are far smaller than the ones I have committed, they had gone on for much longer." Clearsky watched with a nervous expression, trying to probe the Chief's face for any signs of shifting mood. Nightflight was on thin ice with this one, and she wasn't really on the thickest of sections up until this point. "Yet Hiccup forgave you for all you had done against him. Just as he did me, once I proved to him that I was just as willing to change.

"And that's what you had to do for him, wasn't it? After the Red Death was defeated, you had to change— and through that change, Hiccup was able to fully see how willing you were to work. And how you were striving for a better outcome than the one you had before." Nightflight let the words register, hoping with all her heart that they made at least the smallest bit of sense. "You and I are more alike than you would probably like to think, but maybe that doesn't have to be a bad thing. I know that I'm not your favorite dragon in a mile's radius at the moment, but…maybe it doesn't have to be that way?" There was a questioning lilt to the last few words, and Nightflight's ears flattened down to her head once more.

Stoick did not respond to her though. And as silence stretched on between them, Nightflight could hear the snaps of dragons and the crying shouts of Vikings as well. She could hear weapons swinging through the air and she could hear raindrops pelt hollowly against meal swords and shields. They didn't have time. Feeling a sense of clawing dread, Nightflight closed her eyes tightly, moving her head in the smallest of shakes. "At least don't blame the others." she blurted out before she could stop herself. Clearsky looked at her wildly with this, yet she did not react as she felt him turn. Rather she took in a sharp gasp before moving on.

"I'm the one that caused all of this— not my Pack. It was wrong of me on so many levels to do what I did, but most importantly of all of them, I should not have dragged the other Night Furies down with me with all of this. And I cannot sit by while others are harmed for my wrongdoings." She ducked her head in a solemn gesture, and as she moved down, her face was creased over with a deep cringe. "If you hurt anyone, I ask that the harm is only directed to me. And that I suffer for what I have done solely, rather than anybody else. Let the other dragons go free, and I will not raise a claw against any of you."

Before he could stop himself, Clearsky was objecting, skittering to the side as he leaned out to look at Nightflight in the face. His eyes were wide with shock, and for a moment he could do nothing but stare at her. Though after a second he did manage to get out a stuttering cry. "Nightflight! What are you— you didn't tell me you would do this! No! I'm not going to let you serve yourself on some kind of platter like that! We all get out of here, or none of us do, do you understand?" He searched her gaze with a frantic kind of need, though she did not raise her head up from where it was hung towards the ground. Shaking his head quickly, Clearsky pressed on, his voice almost harsh. "Nightflight you can't just do something like that and expect to—"

The female's head whipped up suddenly, and her eyes, though clouded, were blazing at once. Her voice was a thin growl when she replied, and for the moment Clearsky forgot that Stoick was still staring openly at the pair of them. "I will not let others die for what I have done." Nightflight hissed through clenched teeth. "I will protect them as much as I possibly can, and if it means doing something like this, then I'm perfectly fine with it. There are innocents here, Clearsky— dragons like you, who never went to the Raids in the first place. I got them here by telling them that they would have a better life in Berk. And if my promise goes unfulfilled, I might as well be dead anyway."

Clearsky hissed. "We can find another way."

Nightflight only stared at him steadily. "There's no time." she said.

The male only seemed to grow more desperate. "Then I'll make more." he blustered weakly.

Nightflight opened her mouth to reply, but she never got the chance to. Her ears sharper thanks to her lack of ability to see, Nightflight stiffened as a sudden screech caused her to whip her head to the side. Clearsky, alarmed by her sudden change, turned to follow her gaze as well, horror rounding out his eyes as they landed on what had caught her attention. The scream of a singular name echoed its way off from somewhere in the distance. And despite the fact the owner of the voice was unable to be seen in the throng of people around them, there was no mistaking who it was. And why they were so stricken. "Hiccup!" Astrid screamed, her voice taut with panic and fear. "Hiccup! Look out!"

"What's happening?" Nightflight rasped, immediately tense as she staggered forward. When Clearsky didn't reply, only staring open-mouthed, she only grew more apprehensive. "Clearsky, tell me what's happening— I can't see." Stoick seemed torn on who to look at first, looking wildly from what was going on, to Nightflight, who, as seconds slipped by, only grew worse in her wracked nerves. "Clearsky!" she snapped quickly, the male jerking as he was finally roused from the reverie he had been put into. "What's happening? Is Hiccup okay?"

"He's—" Clearsky blinked rapidly. Hiccup had been trying to make his way over to them, it looked like. How the teenager had gotten away from Spitelout was a mystery, considering that they had left before they could try and see how their scene unfolded. But the teenager had been rushing over to where Clearsky and Nightflight stood across from Stoick, when he was suddenly cut off. As soon as Astrid's cry had forced its way out over the sound of the pelting rain, another Viking had suddenly broken apart from the crowd to rush at the younger boy.

It wasn't Spitelout, yet the man's face was just as twisted in anger. Hiccup had been caught off-guard, apparently not having heard Astrid's warning as clearly as the dragons had as he was knocked down to the ground with a swift blow to the back of his head from a club. The boy grunted in harsh pain as he was sent sprawling, and the Viking immediately rushed to stand over him in a threatening manner. Clearsky reeled, nearly walking in place in the effort to try and curb the well of emotions blossoming inside of him. He waited for Hiccup to get up, but the teenager seemed to have been effectively paralyzed by the sudden swipe. He was prostrate on the ground, unmoving even when the other Viking stooped low over hm.

"Hiccup!" the dragon stuttered, his eyes gleaming with alarm. "He— he got attacked. He'll get up in a second though— he'll get up." His eyes were round with desperation as he tilted his neck awkwardly in order to try and keep an eye on what was going on. But as seconds ticked by, Hiccup still did not move, and his stomach fell in a heavy swing. His ears flattened quickly, and he watched with a sense of terror as the Viking raised his club again to swing. "Nightflight, he isn't getting up." he mumbled, his words hollow and defeated. Why wasn't he getting up? Was this the end?

"Where is he?" Nightflight demanded hotly, her voice already dripping in anger.

"Nightflight, you can't go over there!" Clearsky hissed, turning to look at her in disbelief. "You have to stay here! You were just getting through to Stoick!" Mistyeyes had said that maybe things weren't going to plan just because Nightflight might not have said the right thing. But, to Clearsky at least, she was just beginning to get through to the man with what route she was taking now. If she left now to attack one of the other humans, she would entirely ruin everything. Things were falling apart enough as it is, they didn't need this kind of trouble on top of it too.

But Nightflight was adamant. She turned and fixed the dragon with a look of irritation and unbridled fury. "Tell me where he is." she repeated firmly. "I'm not just going to stand here while he's—"

"We won't get anywhere if you go off and do that!" Clearsky stammered.

"And we won't get anywhere else if Hiccup gets beaten to a pulp!" She paused for a moment, fuming, before going on with a scathing tone: "Look— everything else is falling apart. But be that as it may, I'm not going to just let my friend get injured any more than he already has. I'm going to protect Hiccup, and if you don't tell me where he is in two seconds, then you will have a clawed ear on your left side, do you understand me?" Once again, she would feel bad later for being so sharp and irritated. But right now that was the last thing on her mind. She just knew that she had to get to Hiccup and she had to get to him fast.

Clearsky turned, grabbing her neck with his tail like he had done before as he looped away. Nightflight staggered for a moment, caught off-guard by the sudden guidance. Though she recovered quickly and got her feet back under herself, picking up the pace as she galloped closely behind the male in front of her. Part of her was screaming at herself in frustration— she was leaving Stoick, and with how much time they were losing and at how quick of a rate they were doing such, it was pretty much over. Disappointment wallowed in the pit of her stomach but she tried her best to shove it aside. She had to focus on the moment at hand anyway.

Clearsky skidded to a halt, letting out an earsplitting roar as he saw that the Viking was still attacking. "Let him go!" he screeched, unfurling his wings so that he looked three times his normal size. The Viking's eyes widened, and he let out a cry something along the lines of how the 'beast' was attacking. But Clearsky was far from listening at this point. He could see that Hiccup was bleeding, and he bared his teeth in a sign of anger. "Get off of him!" he screeched. Nightflight shook her head as if to clear it, slinking forward and feeling along the ground for Hiccup.

And when she reached the boy, she immediately hunched forward, hovering over him with her blinded eyes as wide as two twin moons. "Hiccup?" she asked, leaning down and nudging him with her nose. Hiccup didn't reply outright, though she heard the boy's subtle groan of pain as she must have touched something sore. She curled her tail around her friend with a sorrowful look of concern. "Hiccup, are you okay?" She was unable to see the damage that had been inflicted on him, but she could tell that even before anything had happened, he was injured and weak enough.

She couldn't lose Hiccup. She couldn't lose Hiccup and Mistyeyes at the same time. But was that what was going to end up happening? Hiccup had been so vulnerable before— he had been forced to undergo so much while his health deteriorated; but was this the final straw? Mistyeyes had a ragged hole in her side, and she was so weak now, how was she going to pull through with all this fighting going on around them? She didn't know what she would do if both of them would die. The entire reason she was who she was now was mostly due to the two of them. And she couldn't bear to hurt Toothless in such a way as to watch the two most important people in the world to him lose their lives. No— she couldn't watch anything like that happen.

"Nightflight." Clearsky murmured softly.

Nightflight's head lifted up from where it was pressed gingerly to the boy's forehead, and before she could ask what was wrong, she was given an answer. A short growl made its way over to her, and Nightflight turned with a weary expression to face the newcomer. "It's all come down to this." Spitelout's voice carried its way over to her, and her stomach twisted into itself tightly as she frowned. She could feel Clearsky shuffle his way closer to her and Hiccup. And, pushing down the fear rising in her chest as best she could, Nightflight's chin tilted upwards. Though the gesture of defiance did not seem to slow Spitelout as he continued to advance. Oddly enough, she could plainly hear the man's footsteps crawl closer, despite the sound of rain and fighting around her. And despite the sound of her hammering heart as well.

"Can't you know when to give up?" Spitelout asked, his voice scathing and angry. Nightflight's tail twitched forward as it wrapped tighter around Hiccup, and she found herself gravitating over in order to better shield the child. Yet this only caused the man to chuff with laughter. "Know when to give up, you stupid creature. You've done too much against this island for us to accept you here. Go ahead and leave— it'll save you the trouble." He paused for a second and then added: "But I guess this way you just give us a much better time to spend." Clearsky eyed the man's club with a frightened expression, and he looked quickly over Nightflight's way to see whether or not she understood what the man was implying. Yet by her expression it was rather obvious that she was more than aware.

"Don't take another step closer." Nightflight murmured, her voice low as she narrowed her eyes slightly. She wasn't looking exactly at Spitelout, but she held close to Hiccup, who was still dazed on the ground. "Are you really solving the problem of old violence with renewed violence?" Her tone was as gentle as could be, yet there was hard edge to her voice at the same time. "We all just want this to stop. Look at what you've caused." She was pointing not only to the scene around her, but down to Hiccup as well. Clearsky looked down at the boy's bleeding leg and new gashes and bruises, his gaze pained at the sight. "You're doing more harm at the moment than the Night Furies are. And yet you have the gall to point your finger at us and look down your nose? You're a hypocrite."

"And you're just a walking target." Spitelout snarled. "Don't think just because you can talk means that you're going to get away with anything. None of what you're saying means anything."

Nightflight's eyes narrowed. "And I suppose you're under the impression that your words do?"

He snarled in anger. "Move aside." he growled. "We have a certain way of dealing with traitors on this island. You wanna be a part of this place? Then you'll just have to cooperate, I guess."

Nightflight wavered slightly, but she brought herself to scowl regardless. "You have to stop." she growled. "I'm not letting you harm Hiccup. I've wronged in the past, and I acknowledge that. But just because I messed up something in the past, and just because you haven't the brains to realize what I'm trying to do, that doesn't mean I have an excuse to stand by and watch you hurt my friends." Spitelout didn't seem to be all that interested in what she had to say. He was still approaching, and fast. Digging her feet into the mud, Nightflight drew herself up, bracing herself as she made sure that she was hunched over her listless friend. Clearsky made a noise of complaint, and moved over so that he could try and help as well.

Spitelout did not waste another second. Nightflight was unprepared for the first blow, since she was unable to see what was going on in front of her. The club landed against the side of her head and grimaced, a small gasp of pain wrenching itself out from her mouth as she staggered. But she was resolute as she forced herself to recover again. She righted herself and dug her claws deep in the mud, making sure that Hiccup was protected before another blow landed itself against the same spot of her head, the female's head spinning as it was clouded in stars. She blinked rapidly, feeling her legs start to shake with the effort to hold herself up and over the boy on the ground.

Four more blows came and went, Nightflight growing weaker and weaker with each passing one though ensuring Hiccup was safe. Finally Clearsky could not go on to watch such a sight play itself out, marching forward and throwing himself in between her and Spitelout. "Stop it!" His voice was raised in a thunderous yowl, and he was aware that they were drawing attention back to themselves now gradually. "Stop it! Just stop! You're just doing more harm than good! Nightflight, are you okay!?"

Nightflight was staggering, looking dazed. And when she got ahold of her voice, she asked listlessly: "Is…is Hiccup okay?" She shook her head and tried to clear it as best she could. Her ears flicked rapidly from side to side, and she coughed with a deep grimace. She ducked her head and nosed the boy yet again, who was beginning to rouse now that he was recovering from the blow from before. There was a small, incoherent mumble that wheezed itself out from his mouth. Though his voice was still choked in pain, he didn't appear to be freshly hurt. The fact came along with a fervent sense of relief to the Night Fury.

Clearsky whipped back around to glare down Spitelout. "This stops." he growled. It was pointless to go on— he was starting to adopt Nightflight's mindset. The ship was going down, but by Thor, he was going to go down with it, right at her side. "If you want to hurt them, you'll have to go through me first." He unsheathed his claws and dug them deep down into the ground. Spitelout held his gaze, fury kindling itself like embers in the back of his gaze. And after a small pause, looking from Clearsky to the dragon and the boy – the source of all of this, and the source of all his anger – repeatedly, as if deciding what to do.

The man drew his club and started forward a second time. The other Vikings who shared such a mindset, and who had taken to watching the scene unfold, started forward as well, as if to offer help to the man. Yet before they could walk a few steps, another shape suddenly barreled itself forward. Brightsky planted herself beside Clearsky, having rushed forward from seemingly nowhere. And her eyes were chips of burning flint as she too held the man's raging stare. "Watch yourself." she advised, her voice firm. "Nobody touches Nightflight. Or Hiccup."

Nightflight stiffened, her eyes beginning to clear from being hit as they were flooded instead with surprise and shock.

A chirp sounded itself from the other side of the clearing, and running through the rain, Shadowclaw and Leafdapple barreled forward, their movements almost entirely in sync. Shadowclaw skidded to a stop right in front of Clearsky, while Leafdapple doubled back next to Nightflight and Hiccup, leaning down to give the pair a worried sniff. "You'll have to go through me, you ignorant flea-bag!" Shadowclaw roared— the youth seeming to not have any kind of filter with things like this. Clearsky turned and gave the younger dragon an exasperated look, but he wasn't even sure that he saw in the first place. His eyes were trained on Spitelout and the others, his tail raised in an aggressive stance.

"Shadowclaw." Clearsky sighed, his tone faltering as he winced.

"Clearsky." Shadowclaw mimicked his tone, not even looking back to the other as he snapped back the reply.

One by one, other Night Furies separated, pacing out of the shadows to close ranks together. They wore looks of determination or defiance— they met the stares of the Vikings with blank looks that almost dared the others to call them out on their actions. They were not attacking, yet they were standing for something. Standing in defense for someone. Astrid looped forward as well and stuck herself in between Shadowclaw and Clearsky, an axe clenched tightly inside of her hands as her blue eyes blazed in anger and expectation. The blonde was openly at home as she was crowded around by the other dragons, and the other dragons clustered closer to her as well, to include her in their protective huddle.

Toothless made his way over as well, Mistyeyes leaning severely against his shoulder. She grimaced deeply with every step, and her head was hung down in a sense of exhaustion as her feet dragged. Blood was running down her side thickly— colored a dark shade of black that blended into the night around them. However she was refusing to let up, and when she got near the others, she raised her head, her blue eyes smoldering and as determined as ever. Toothless looked at her worriedly, though he helped her along until they could stand next to the others against the Vikings. "Spitelout." Toothless said, his voice critical as he met the man's stare. "Look at what you've done." His green eyes were weary as he continuously looked from Mistyeyes to Hiccup, seemingly torn in between who he should rush to first. But as she was leaning on him already, he remained where he was next to Mistyeyes. "…isn't this enough? We just want to mend things— not break them further like you all are doing."

Spitelout seemed confused on what to do as all the Night Furies swarmed forward at once, surrounding Hiccup and Astrid and Nightflight entirely. All stares seemed to be narrowed into the same stare of defiance, and all claws were unsheathed as the dragons were prepared to defend the others. Not spread out as they were before, now all efforts were combined. A large group now all aiming towards the same thing at once. A sizeable force, and one that seemed, at least in part, entirely the same.

Hiccup slowly came back to himself, his green eyes clearing little by little as he began to push himself up on trembling arms. Feeling the shift underneath her, Nightflight skittered backwards, letting out a soft, concerned coo as she leaned her head down to place it underneath his arms, helping the boy to at least sit up. She could hear the boy's pained noises as he was pushed up, and gingerly, she struggled to be as gentle as possible. "Are you okay?" she asked worriedly, her face clouded over with severe worry. "Hiccup, are you okay?"

"Your— your head. It's—" Hiccup mumbled, his words slurred and awkward.

Astrid had doubled back to be closer to them, her voice entering the picture as Nightflight's ear twitched. "Hiccup! What are you talking about!? Oh my goodness— the back of your head is covered in blood. Are you okay?" Nightflight was still helping to prop the boy up with her head, though she could feel that Astrid stooped down to help as some of the pressure against her snout was relieved. "I don't have any more bandages— I used them all on your leg." Nightflight heard a soft tapping, as if Astrid was patting her hand lightly against the boy's cheek or hand. "Can you hear me? Hiccup? Hiccup— can you hear me?"

"M'fine." Hiccup mumbled, his voice still low and befuddled. "M'fine, I just…what's going on? What happened?" As intelligence leaked back into his voice and as she came around slowly but surely, Nightflight could tell that the panic and fear was returning to him as well. She winced, feeling guilty that she had, in a sense, let the boy down with the fact that she was not able to sway Stoick. But at least he was safe. Had she not taken the attacks for the boy, he could be in an even more dangerous state. At least she had managed to protect him.

"I think it's over." Astrid rasped softly, and if Nightflight didn't know her any better, she could have sworn that she could hear a certain level of thickness to her tone, as if the girl was swallowing back tears or a strong sense of disappointment. The girl turned and seemed to hold Hiccup a little bit tighter, for Nightflight was able to back away fully now and straighten. "I think that we lost…" Astrid murmured. Hiccup started to object, Nightflight's heart ripping in half at the attempt to try and salvage what they were doing. But Astrid seemed steeled against it as she went on gently: "Hiccup…I think we have to go. I think…I think we're finished here."

"That's not…" Hiccup broke off, flinching deeply. "We still have a chance…"

"No, Hiccup." Astrid pushed gently. She reached over and clasped both of Hiccup's hands tightly inside of her own. "Hiccup, we've tried our best." Hiccup looked over at her, his eyes green pools of misery that caused Astrid's chest to constrict in a terrible way. She shook her head, wishing that she could alleviate the hurt that the boy was experiencing, yet knowing that she couldn't. Not now— not anymore. "And that's all that we could do. And now…we just have to leave. I don't know where we can go, but we can't just stay here. They'll kill them all. And with the way that they're protecting us…I can't put them in such a dangerous position either."

"What?" Hiccup asked, blinking rapidly to try and clear his head. "What are you talking about?"

Astrid looked at him with a worried expression. "Can you stand up?" she asked hesitantly, not wanting to push Hiccup past the point of what he could accomplish. She had been truthful when she pointed out the boy's head. The back of his hair was now matted with blood from the blow he had taken not ten minutes ago, and there was a fuzzy look in his eyes as he stared at her a little dully. But when Hiccup only gave a nod, she leaned over and brought Hiccup's arm around her neck, holding him so that he could put most of if not all of his weight onto her.

And, straining only slightly, Astrid got up to her feet and brought him up with her in the process. Hiccup grimaced and gasped sharply as his head spun, and Astrid mumbled a small apology if she had gone too fast. But when they got up to their feet, Hiccup's focus was taken away from his injuries as his eyes widened in disbelief. Each and every Night Fury that had made the journey to Berk, excluding River and the younglings as they had escaped to find a hiding place, was now surrounding them on all sides. In a large circle, they were closely-knit to keep any other force away. Their ears were flattened, and though they did not attack, it was clear of what they could do if approached. They were defensive. Over him. They were guarding him, as well as Nightflight and Astrid.

Against himself, Hiccup's lips were twitched upwards in a smile. He looked over at Nightflight, whose own head was leaking blood from its own misuse, and his heart was warmed with deep gratitude. Despite the fact that this whole situation was turning out far less stellar than they had first thought it would be, the Night Furies were still sticking with him. They had rushed to his side when he was being attacked and now they faced the entire village of Berk for his sake. The boy turned and looked at them all, and, his expression grew fonder as he staggered. "….Thank you." he murmured, to absolutely no one in particular. It was a general thank-you. For everything.

He began to turn, trying to wrack his brain for what to do next. But as he turned, he was caught short, his gaze getting caught on someone else's. His father was standing on the other side of the circle of Night Furies, two dragons watching him intently in case he decided to attack. Stoick looked stricken, his expression outlined in shock and confusion as he just stared straight at his battered son. Leaning heavily against Astrid, Hiccup offered his father a wry smile, though it did not reach his eyes, and it came out more of a grimace than anything else. "Hey…Dad." Hiccup rasped softly, reaching up to push his wet bangs aside. He was acutely aware of every human gaze in the clearing trained on him in the center of the throng of Night Furies. Yet the only one he focused on was his father's.

Stoick was silent for a long moment. And when he replied, Hiccup could hardly hear over the rain. "…You…" he asked, looking around at the circle of dragons. His tone was skeptical, though his face was still wiped clean of anything but numb shock. "You…did this?" He seemed lost for words.

Nightflight sat up, turning and looking calmly in Stoick's direction. Hiccup turned and glanced at her before looking over at Astrid and untangling himself from the girl. And once he did so, he turned so that he could wrap his arms instead around Nightflight's neck to help him stand, the dragon immediately stooping down so that she could help support him more. As he moved, the Night Furies looked over in his direction with a little worry, bristling with concern for the boy as they shifted a little bit closer. Stoick watched the exchange with the same numb expression.

Hiccup offered his father a small shrug, nodding his head. "…Tried to, anyway." he murmured, his words weighted with a little sadness.

And finally, Stoick asked the vital question. "…Why?" His eyes searched Hiccup's own, and the teenager was stricken to realize that his father seemed expectant for an actual answer this time around. Everyone did. They were shocked with the newest unfolding and with the way that the Night Furies had thrown themselves forward to protect Hiccup. Actions spoke louder than words, and with the demonstration set up, nobody really knew what to do but stand there and listen. What else could they do but charge the entire group of dragons? Which, at once, had the power to easily swat them aside like they were mere bugs.

Hiccup paused, glancing back at the others, who were still tense and prepared to fight for him if need be. And he shrugged again. "I…uhm…." He winced as pain rang throughout his head, though he shoved it aside as best he could. "I brought Nightflight here in the first place. And then…Nightflight brought the others here in the first place." Nightflight stirred, shuffling closer to him as she let out yet another coo, this one a little bit more sorrowful than the first.

He met his father's gaze head-on, blinking once. His father seemed torn and unsure, staring at his son, who he had raised and coached along to the path of a Chief. He seemed so much more mature. Standing tall despite his injuries. His eyes seemed wise far beyond their years. And he seemed to hold himself with more importance, the Night Furies bending under the weight of leadership that now was rested across his shoulders. He was not the same Hiccup. He was something much more.

"I guess we both just…wanted to make up for our mistakes." Hiccup said eventually.

Stoick blinked, looking from his son, to the dragons, to Nightflight, and then to the crowd of Vikings standing silently around them in the pouring rain.

And, following his gaze as best he could, Hiccup offered yet another pained sort of smile. And he pressed on as best he could, holding himself up against the dragon he had once fostered a deep-set loathing towards.

"Wouldn't you?"

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)
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	28. Chapter 28

"…and by this point things had gotten kind of out of hand, I guess I can be the first person to admit that. But you've gotta remember that there was still that one small chance that things could work out. And, going by my history, usually that one chance kind of turns out to be the thing that's going to happen, right? So, keeping this in mind, I remember I stepped over and walked a little bit closer to my father, and thankfully Nightflight got what I was trying to do and walked right along with me. And before anybody could say anything else – because history showed that if that happened, it wouldn't turn out very well – I went on to say—"

"What in the world!?"

The angry shriek shattered right through the man's words, and the person speaking jerked, spasming in surprise as his eyes widened. The audience seated in front of him broke into a fit of rampant giggles at his reaction, and he huffed, tinging red with embarrassment. Shooting the pair a silly look, he turned in his chair to face the door with a roll of his eyes. A mistake if he ever knew one as the person standing in the entryway immediately put her hands on her hips. Blue eyes flashed and she arched her eyebrows in a sense of mock disbelief.

"Well excuse me for intruding." the woman huffed. "I've been looking for you guys for ages!" She turned and fixed the two on the floor with a stern look, walking into the house and closing the door behind her. "I've been looking for _all of you_." she reinstated. Turning over to the man, the woman walked over until she was a mere few feet from him, reaching over and planting an accusing finger in the center of his chest. "Snotlout's been asking for you every six seconds. He needs to know who's going to hunting tonight and who's just doing patrols around the island. Now I haven't the faintest idea, but you know who _should_? Our _wonderful _Chief who has been _missing all day long_!"

"I've been doing nothing but productive things." the man huffed playfully, reaching up and taking both of the woman's hands as he intertwined their fingers. "You know me, Astrid— if I'm not saving the island, I'm simply just bored out of my mind."

"Mhm." Astrid mused, looking him up and down. "Well maybe you can save the island by actually managing to get us something to eat for dinner, then, Hiccup?"

Hiccup coughed. "I think that's more along the lines of what you should put Toothless in charge of." he whispered, giving her a playful wink as he pulled her a little bit closer.

Astrid only raised her eyebrows again. "Do _not _tell me that that's what you've been doing all day long!" she laughed, turning and eyeing the two kids that were peering owlishly up from the floor. The fire was raging in the hearth beside them, and it casted flickering shadows over their small forms. Yet as soon as Astrid looked over at the pair, they sprang into action, tumbling over one another in the effort to beat the other. They began to talk over one another, their voices high-pitched and rambling as words and coherency was lost entirely. The two children, who had been sitting so quietly moments before, were now pushing and shoving like there was no tomorrow. And Astrid turned to look at Hiccup with a sense of exasperation. "You _know_ how telling them that story always riles them up." she chastised.

Hiccup was watching the two intently. He didn't even look over at Astrid as he replied. "You know— not two seconds ago they were perfect little angels." And limply, he pointed at the spectacle taking place. "Therefore, _this _can be nothing but your own fault entirely. You know— if you really stop to think about it."

Astrid threw him a withering look, but it was a thinly veiled one as affection was glimmering right underneath the surface of the expression. She rolled her eyes, and, feeling another burst of affection, Hiccup leaned over and planted a small kiss on the blonde's cheek. "And if you're still upset with me and marvelous storytelling skills," he continued in a cheeky way. "then have I told you in the course of this beautiful day how much I love you?"

"No, you haven't." Astrid said, her tone just as cheekily. "That might be because I haven't seen you all day, though."

Hiccup blew out a short huff of air. "Ah, yes, that's right. You didn't remind me in the span of five seconds so I forgot." He paused, shooting her a large smile. "I told them the full story this time— I guess time gets away from you when you're busy retelling the amazing past. Plus, I did not feel like talking to Fishlegs today. He will not stop trying to get my permission to make a propeller for Meatlug. I don't care how much her 'ankles are hurting her'; if I have to sit through another five-minute long explanation on how her wing balance is thrown off, I'm going to explode. You recreate the wings of one dragon, and suddenly you have all the time in the world to busy yourself with projects. I have a lot of things to do."

"Things?" Astrid repeated skeptically. "Like telling our kids a story for ten hours straight?"

"You know, when I was fixing Stormfly's wings for you, you never ranted about how awful of a Chief I was." Hiccup remarked. Raising his voice to include the others, Hiccup looked down at the two children with an imploring look. "Children, your mother is just using me for my talents. And now that I've told you that, I fully expect the entire village to be swamped in rumors by the time the sun goes down. Do we understand each other?"

"Dad! Dad!" The older of the two piped up, shoving his sister away as the little girl let out a sharp yelp. Hiccup winced a little bit at this, but turned and looked expectantly down at the boy with an expectant expression. The pair of them, though separated by a few sparse years in age, always seemed to be climbing over the other. It was impossible to separate them, for he had tried numerous times. So he held his tongue and only raised his eyebrows as the little boy with blonde hair hopped his way forward. "Dad!" he repeated. "Grandpa Stoick told us that story in a different way!"

Hiccup nodded, crouching down so he was eye-level with the little boy. And gingerly, he reached over and ruffled his son's hair. "Well, Aaric, your grandfather also told you to hit your head against a rock last Tuesday, so I wouldn't really take what he has to say with anything but a grain of salt. What I told you was exactly what happened, hmm? No exaggerations. Although I _did _leave off the time that your mother accidentally—"

"Hiccup." Astrid said warningly, cutting him off.

Aaric giggled and Hiccup offered him a sly wink. "That's for another time." he reassured the little one.

"Daddy! Daddy!" The younger of the two piped up, and Hiccup turned to meet two of the biggest, bluest eyes he could ever see. Taking after her mother, and she was just as precious even at such a young age. His daughter shuffled her feet back and forth, looking at him earnestly as she mumbled. "Uhm…uhm…uh…" Hiccup's eyes shone as he looked at the tiny girl, and he waited patiently for her to land on what she had to say. "Uhm…is…did Mistyeyes get all better?"

Aaric scoffed loudly. "That's a stupid question, Kari!" he yelped.

Hiccup raised an index finger, flashing the older boy a stern look. "Now Aaric, if I've told you once, I've told you a thousand times. There's no such thing a stupid question— all questions are good to say." He turned and reached over to poke Kari's nose affectionately. "Even the sillier ones." he added on. "Though, I think if you use that big brain of yours, sweetie, you'll be able to figure out the answer to it yourself, hmm?" He reached over and scooped up the tinier girl, swinging her up so that she was perched on his left shoulder. "There ya go." he chirped. And then he turned to look presently to Astrid, blinking as he offered her a small grin. "Let's see if I can't get anything done today before the sun goes down, then, I guess."

"Look at me! Look at me!" the toddler chortled, swinging her legs cutely. "I'm just like Ludi!"

"How come Ludi doesn't do anything fun like that anymore?" Aaric complained, trailing after his mother and father as they started out the door.

"What!?" Hiccup chuffed, imitating shock. "Ludi's the best. She's the best cat you could ever have in the entire world!"

"She's lazy." Aaric drawled.

"She is not!" Kari whined, turning and peering down at her older brother with a sour look. "Yesterday she played fetch with me for five whole minutes!" Kari looked down and patted her father's should in an impatient fashion. "Daddy, where's Ludi? I wanna play with her while you go do stuff."

"Hm. I don't really know where she is." Hiccup mused, Astrid holding open the door as Hiccup crouched through it, careful not to knock his daughter against the frame. "She usually wanders around during the day; maybe some of the others know where she's gotten off to. Or maybe you could go out and try to find her with your brother." If they could keep from tussling for that long and knock the other person off a cliff, that was. They didn't need a repeat of last Snoggletog.

It was yet another cloudy day in Berk, but it was a busy one as well. Which was normal too. Hiccup squinted, a small smile playing on the edges of his lips as he surveyed the scenery around him. It was always a sight he stepped back to watch unfurl at least once each and every day. Pride was a vice, yet he could not keep himself back from experiencing just the smallest touch of it. And he could tell in Astrid's face that she was thinking along the same lines.

Snotlout had apparently taken charge when he grew tired of waiting for Hiccup— normally the Chief would get irritated by such a detail, but he had to admit to even himself that he was taking too long in the first place. And if it ended up getting done, then he didn't really care who gave the order in the first place. Snotlout was divvying up the hunting arrangements between humans and dragons, as was customary. From where he stood, Hiccup could see Stormfly wriggle her way forward, going on to chatter something as she busied her wings, making sure that they were fine. Hiccup had set to work shortly after everything had calmed down, assuring her that he would be able to fix her ailment as he had Toothless' years and years ago.

And he had succeeded in the short sense. Stormfly wasn't able to fly nearly as fast as she normally had, and she was to take it slow when gaining high altitudes, but the dragon was able to fly as well as…well, she flew better than Meatlug. He had patched up her wings with expertise and skill. Though most of the work was done with leather and the other hard materials. In effect the wings looked a little awkward— not as smooth or coordinated as the others did when they were folded and tucked away. But skill was taken over beauty it seemed, when Stormfly was nothing but grateful to Hiccup's help. And Astrid had been beside herself with glee when Hiccup surprised her with the outcome— almost as surprised as she had been when he had asked her to be his wife. Though to be fair, through a series of seemingly-unrelated events, he had somehow ended up going from proposing to Astrid to getting knocked into the ocean and almost getting swept out to sea. He would have been pretty surprised too.

Yet that wasn't what caused his heart to swell. No— he was focusing on the hunting party. He could see Ruffnut doubling back to the small band of people, Meatlug and Fireworm already waiting nearer to the trees. They seemed impatient to leave, snapping out quick, snippety calls every once and a while. And from the west, Brightsky and Talon raced up the hill, looking frazzled as they tried to reach the hunting party in a quick enough span of time. Excuses were already spilling out of their mouths, but there wasn't much harm done. From off to the other side, the last of the hunting party was going over to make the group a whole. Amber, much more grown now than the tiny scrap that had fallen into the ocean, was trotting along neatly, keeping up what seemed to be a polite conversation with Spitelout.

Hiccup sighed and rolled his eyes. His father had retired from Chief long ago. You'd think that Gobber, Spitelout, and the others might catch the drift that maybe it was getting to be their time as well. Hiccup had sworn that he'd dropped nearly a million hints to Spitelout that he was getting a little aged to be running around the forest. He was Gothi's new 'Regular', going up to her hut day in and day out when he threw out his back or mistimed a somersault dive. But it was like talking to a brick wall. Which Hiccup didn't understand at all. If he would have been given the chance to drop out and do nothing…well, he'd take it in a heartbeat. Who wants to be busy?

"Dad!" Aaric yelped, Hiccup roused from his thoughts as he looked back down. Aaric was looking in the same direction as Hiccup had, and at first the man was preparing himself to answer another question about the Night Furies. Aaric took after him— he was very interested in them. However his son's inquiry instead caused him to stiffen and go rigid. "How come you let Great Uncle Spitelout stay? How come you didn't banish him?"

"Aaric!" Kari squealed in a high-pitched voice. "Daddy's not mean like that! That's why! Daddy's nice!"

"But—?" Aaric still seemed confused.

Astrid spoke up this time, turning and looking over at Hiccup with a snide look. "Because, sweetie. Great Uncle Spitelout is a very persistent person when it comes to apologizing. And your father can't handle this thing called 'guilt' very well."

"I handle guilt very well, thank you." Hiccup retorted.

"Remember the time that I—?"

"Okay, well, you're my _wife_." Hiccup scoffed, turning and plucking Kari off so that he could hold her in his arms instead. He turned and shot Astrid a soft glare, though amusement played behind his eyes very clearly. "Forgive me if I didn't want to end up alone because I wouldn't forgive the only person that would put up with me." Astrid stuck her tongue out at the man, and he rolled his eyes in response. Turning to glance back at the hunting party, he blinked as Amber turned around and caught his eye from where she stood near the ring of trees. And, lighting up, the Night Fury grinned and raised her tail up in a signal of greeting. She looked bright and cheery— eager to be off on her hunting expedition. Hiccup grinned softly to himself. "Who knew Amber's the same little thing I scooped out of the water." he hummed.

"Who knew any of this would happen?" Astrid sighed in response. Hiccup turned back and smiled at the peaceful look the girl was wearing on her face. Catching the glance, the blonde warmed significantly before sidling over, wrapping her arms around her husband and reaching up to give him a loving peck. Kari giggled at the sign of affection, yet Aaric just turned away with a muffled: 'Blech.' Astrid ignored the kids though, drawing back and patting Hiccup's shoulder warmly. "...You did very good, have I told you that?" she prompted.

Hiccup grinned. "We all did." he answered.

"Yeah, but it was mostly you." Astrid leaned over and planted another kiss on his cheek. "So thank you." And with a flash of her old humor, she added: "Even though you're the worst Chief Berk has ever seen— staying inside and playing with your kids rather than running the island."

"I know." Hiccup sighed airily. "I'm a despicable human being."

"Well I'm glad I walked into a conversation I could agree on." Hiccup and Astrid turned quickly at the arrival of a new voice, and Kari immediately shrieked, wriggling to get out of her father's grasp. Toothless and Mistyeyes were looping their way over, Toothless' eyes bright with mischief as he had been the one to speak. Laughing, Hiccup stooped down and let go of his daughter, watching her flyaway brown curls bounce up and down as she rushed for her father's dragon. Aaric followed, much slower, though his eyes gleamed upon seeing his favorite dragon. "There you are!" Toothless exclaimed, looking over at Hiccup as Kari latched onto his right leg. "Where have you been!?"

"Daddy was telling us the story again!" Kari chirped, trying to climb up onto Toothless' back, though she was much too tiny to accomplish such a feat. Unfortunately, she seemed to take after her father when it came to height. She wasn't the tallest toddler in all of Berk. She was more along the lines of a runt if anything. Yet she didn't seem bothered, or hindered by her lack of progress. She just kept trying to climb up to sit down on his back, little puffs of effort coming out from her every now and then. Toothless looked down at her and grinned, his eyes soft as he leaned down to prod the little girl's head with his nose.

"I see." Toothless nodded. "Well— did you like it? Did you have fun?"

"It was cool!" Aaric chimed in quickly.

Mistyeyes rolled her eyes, looking at the pair with a grin. "You two have heard that story how many times now?" she questioned fairly. Though neither of the kids knew the exact number, it was more than clear that this hadn't been their first time. Really, every child in Berk knew the story of how the Night Furies got here as soon as they were born, almost. Just like they knew the story of how the Red Death was defeated and all of the other dragons got here. Yet Hiccup's two children were always pestering for the story to be retold and retold over and over again. "You think you would get tired of it pretty soon."

"I like the part when Mommy punches Daddy!" Kari piped up, still trying to get up to Toothless' back.

Toothless chuffed. "I think you'll have to be more specific with that one. It happened quite a lot."

This caused Kari to giggle shrilly, and finally Toothless leaned down, flattening himself out so that the little girl could swing her leg over his back and sit down. And in seeing this, Aaric rushed over and climbed up on Toothless as well, his eyes bright as he looked over at his father. "Dad! Can Toothless take us out flying! I promise we won't go too fast!"

Kari clapped her hands together. "I wanna fly on a Night Fury! They're the fastest! They always win when there are dragon races!"

"Maybe in a little bit." Hiccup answered vaguely. Ignoring his kids' slightly-crestfallen looks, he turned, looking around with a slightly concerned look. "Where's Moonflower?" he asked, not seeing hide or scale of the little dragon anywhere. Usually she never wandered far from her parents at all, yet now she was nowhere to be seen. It wasn't like the reserved youngling to take off.

"She went off with Petal." Mistyeyes answered, her eyes glimmering with amusement. "They were trying to fly again. It was mostly Petal's idea. Honestly, that pair will plop straight into the ocean if they keep going at this rate. They can never get two feet into the air every time, but it never stops them. Anyway, the other are watching them I think. Or at least they'd better be." Aware of Kari's wide eyes fixated on her, the dragon turned and looked kindly at the toddler. "Yes, little one?" she cooed, always partial when it came to Hiccup's daughter.

Kari pointed at the Night Fury eagerly. "What happened to your boo-boo?" she asked bluntly.

Mistyeyes' ears flickered back and forth with surprise. Though she reminded herself that with as little as the girl was, she was probably too young to be able to remember the last time that they had told the story. That was back when they had all been together— it was raining too much for them to go out and make themselves useful, and they had all gathered inside of Hiccup's home instead to spin old tales, the memory of the time brought up by the rain storming down outside. That was when Kari had just been a little bit over a year old. Now she was nearing six. Mistyeyes glanced over at Hiccup questioningly. "You didn't finish it?" she questioned.

Hiccup grinned sheepishly. "Hey— I tried to be as in-depth as possible! Last time we kind of just skimmed over things. It took a much longer time than I thought it would." He turned and looked with a comical look over at Astrid. "And if my _lovely_ wife hadn't intruded, maybe I could have actually gotten it finished."

Astrid rolled her eyes, but Mistyeyes only turned pleasantly back to the little girl. She offered her a smile. "Well, honey, I did have a very big boo-boo. But with Nightflight and Hiccup talking to Stoick and Spitelout, and with all the Night Furies being very brave and showing how much they loved your father and mother, I was able to get help before it could get any worse. Gothi made sure to patch me up, and then I got all better one bit at a time. It took quite a while before I could fly again."

"Not as long as it took Hiccup!" Toothless quipped from where he stood. Exaggerating his footsteps to the delight of the children shrieking on his back, the Night Fury plodded over to Hiccup, jumping forward and poking his friend's stomach with his snout. Hiccup threw him a look, stumbling backwards as he was forced to right himself. Despite the fact that he had grown since everything, he was still able to be keeled over with just the slightest tap from his dragon. "Your father was in Gothi's house for ages! He had visitors every day— she had a fit trying to keep out the whole of the Night Furies from squeezing into the house all at once!"

Aaric wriggled where he sat on top of Toothless. He looked up at Hiccup with a pursed look of indignation, and in looking at the expression, Hiccup had to admit that their likeness wasn't too deniable. "Dad, if you could do all that, why did you get mad at me last week for staying out in the rain?"

Hiccup snorted. "If you got into _half _the amount of trouble I got into when I was younger, then I would have a heart attack."

"I guess that means you have a little bit more sympathy for Stoick then?" Astrid teased lightly.

"Let's not be too hasty." Toothless quipped.

Mistyeyes straightened, brightening as a smile spread over her face. "Here they come!"

Kari immediately shrieked, slipping off of Toothless and scrambling down to the ground a little unsteadily. Toothless grimaced, helping her regain her balance as he muttered something about how she was just as graceful as her father. Hiccup ignored the comment, instead watching with a fond look as Kari rushed over to the group of dragons that were making their way over the rise, her hands outstretched as she hollered repeatedly. "Nightflight! Nightflight! Nightflight!" Upon hearing her name, the female in the lead perked, recognition of the voice causing the female to grin widely. And Hiccup's daughter rammed hard into the dragoness, catching her by surprise as she flung her tiny arms as far around her leg as they could go. "Nightflight!" Kari gushed.

"Hello." Nightflight smiled, affectionate as she tried to nudge the little one off as gently as possible.

"How's the prey running out there?" Toothless asked, padding up to meet them.

Nightflight flicked her ears dismissively. "Eh. Fine, I guess. The others are having a little bit harder of time getting catches though. Clearsky and I already brought in some things so we left a little early. We were starting to wonder what Petal was getting up to."

Clearsky sniffed. "You can't let that little scrap out of your sight."

"Hey!" A wail rose up from the ground, and Clearsky looked down with a grin as a small youngling shoved her way forward. A smoky black-and-gray Night Fury, no bigger than the cushion of a chair, bumbled her way forward, her bright green eyes rampant in anger. She blew out her cheeks and huffed, stomping her little legs on the ground as she looked from her mother to her father. "That's no fair! I can totally be let out of your sight! Look— today I flew a whole lap around the well!"

Shadowclaw chuckled where he stood beside Leafdapple, the grown dragon's eyes flashing with mischief. "Well— sort of." Leafdapple looked over at him with a hurt look, leaning over and nudging his shoulder imploringly. And as her green eyes flashed at him warningly, he coughed, sitting straighter as he backtracked. "I mean, she's getting better! I just helped. A lot."

"You're gonna need to get more tactical before you decide to have younglings." Mistyeyes cautioned dryly.

Leafdapple shuffled her feet at this, seeming embarrassed as she looked off to the side. Shadowclaw however just seemed to fluff up in defense. "Alright then; next time your daughters want to take up all of my free time, then I'll just let them do whatever they'd like. Would that be a little bit better for you, then, Mistyeyes?"

This caused the dragoness to sigh shortly, her wings fluttering at her sides as she walked a little bit closer. "Moonflower, come here!" she called gently.

Sure enough, from behind Petal, another small youngling skittered forward, intelligent blue eyes wide and earnest as she bounced along. "Momma! Momma! I walked all the way around the island with Shadowclaw and Leafdapple! They showed me all the places to have fun! I wanna go there with you!" Her small wings fluttered rapidly, and she got a few inches off the ground in her fit of excitement. Blinking, Mistyeyes observed her daughter for a few moments before giving a small nod.

"Maybe some other time." she remarked gently. "But you look tired, honey. Maybe you can just tell us about it. It's almost time for dinner— are you hungry?"

Moonflower gave a hop, turning and looking over to Petal eagerly. "I wanna eat dinner with Petal!"

"You _always _eat dinner with Petal." Toothless chided his daughter gently. He walked over and brushed his tail over the girl's head softly. "I don't see why that should change at all."

Hiccup glanced over his shoulder. "The Great Hall should be ready. If you all want to go together, that is."

Astrid leaned down, beckoning over to her two children. "Kari, Aaric, you'll come with me, okay? Maybe we can find Grandpa Stoick and ask if he can finish the story for you guys— you know how much he loves spending time with you guys." Throwing a look in Hiccup's direction, she added: "And I'll make sure that he's got every fact straight."

"I'll catch up with you." Hiccup offered, watching as Kari bounced into her mother's arms and Aaric slid off of Toothless to plod next to her as well. At the boy's disappointed look, Hiccup added: "Aaric, Toothless will take you out flying after you eat all of your dinner, okay?" This caused him to brighten, and he gave a vigorous nod in response. Astrid grinned and, juggling Kari, leaned over to give her husband another kiss and a mumble of agreement before she turned and started for the Great Hall. Hiccup's gaze was warm as he watched them retreat.

Leafdapple straightened suddenly, her eyes lighting up. "Oh no!" she exclaimed, looking down at Petal, who seemed surprised by the sudden ejaculation. "I forgot that I promised Gobber I would help him with his forging this afternoon! We were so wrapped up in our walk that it slipped my mind!" She turned over to Shadowclaw, who looked concerned, and leaned over to touch her nose briefly to his. "I'll meet you in the Great Hall later, but I've got to run, I guess. I'm sorry!" Pausing, she glanced over at Hiccup and prodded him in the side. "It was good to see you out and about for five seconds today!"

Hiccup laughed. "Always a pleasure, Leafdapple." he returned graciously.

Leafdapple chuckled and looped away quickly, leaving the group behind as she charged down towards the forgery. Mistyeyes blinked, tracking her exit for a heartbeat before looking down at Moonflower, tilting her head to the side. "Are you hungry?" she asked. "You must be after all that flying you did today! I'm very proud of you!"

"I didn't fly very much." Moonflower replied solemnly. "I mostly just walked."

Toothless hummed. "But walking takes a lot of effort too." he pointed out. "So we should go along with Astrid and get some food in your tummy."

"Here— I can take her." Mistyeyes offered, flashing Toothless a look as she spoke. "I could go for something to eat too. I led a patrol out into the woods this morning before the sun came up— some food and a good sleep sounds good right about now. But I think you're scheduled to go out with Bucket, Mulch, and Clearsky once the moon comes out. Or at least that's what Snotlout said when he couldn't find Hiccup." Clearsky and Toothless straightened— the sun was already starting its descent. And by the way that their expressions panned out, it seemed like they were unaware of their assignments.

Hiccup sighed, feeling a touch of guilt that he had neglected his duties to rather stay inside and tell a story. But he shook it off. There was no harm to it when you had someone annoying like Snotlout to cover your back when you weren't paying attention. "That sounds fair enough." Hiccup decided aloud. "I mean— unless you guys are doing something else." Toothless shrugged, and Clearsky looked down at Petal, blinking. It was clear by the expression on the male's face that he had probably been planning on spending some time with his daughter. But he shook it off after a second and mimicked Toothless' sign of indifference.

Hiccup paused for a second, thinking. But then he brightened. "I can go along with you guys." he decided. "I haven't done much else today, I might as well try and salvage my reputation."

"That's the spirit." Toothless chirped.

"Come along, then, sweetie." Mistyeyes encouraged. Moonflower, ever the most willing to spend time with her parents, hopped eagerly and gave a nod. She looked a bit disconcerted as she glanced back at Petal, yet she called a goodbye to her friend all the same. Petal blinked, grinning as she raised her tail in farewell. Mistyeyes leaned down and ushered along her daughter, following the way that Astrid and the others had gone as her small youngling fell into step behind her.

Toothless watched, blinking. And after a moment, a grin crawled over his features. "You know, if you had asked me years ago what life on Berk would have looked like in the future…I would never have said this." he commented, his voice warm as his eyes fixated on Moonflower. "…Heck, if you had asked me that question while we were running around with the Night Furies, I still wouldn't have said this."

Clearsky spoke up where he sat, flashing Nightflight a loving look. "Things turned out better than expected, I suppose."

Shadowclaw snorted. "That's an understatement if I've ever heard one. I thought we were toast."

"I always knew we'd get it eventually." Nightflight remarked comically.

"Well Hiccup likes to live by the motto: 'If it doesn't work at first, then try, try, again.'" Clearsky mused.

"It worked out, didn't it?" Hiccup asked, his voice slightly indignant. He was about to go on, but broke off suddenly, his attention drawn to the side. His gaze immediately softened, and he smiled gently as he leaned down closer to the ground. He reached out and held out his arms, his voice changing significantly to a soft coo. "Hey, there." he greeted, the others turning to see a small, skinny cat loop her way slowly over to where Hiccup was crouched. The brunet grinned, lifting up the feline gently with a smile. "Hey, Ludi." he said sweetly. "You're lively today."

Toothless watched Hiccup handle the older cat with much more care than he had before. He stroked her head gently, his expression fond, yet the cat only gave out an impatient mew. She turned, hoisting herself up to try and wedge herself on the man's shoulder like she had done when she was no bigger than a small parcel. Hiccup sighed through his nose, but didn't try and shove her back down, only tilting his head awkwardly to try and make more room for her.

"You're such a push-over, Hiccup." Shadowclaw teased.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, yet Ludi just gave a loud meow in response. He reached up and patted the cat affectionately. "Hey— you might as well have some respect." he chided the dragon. "Without Ludi, none of this would have happened. So please excuse me if I want to still baby her for a little bit."

"I'd just like to put in the fact that without Ludi, I might be able to actually see two feet in front of my face." Nightflight announced. Ludi, effectively nestled down into Hiccup's shoulder, narrowed her eyes into sits, resting her head down in a position that couldn't have been very comfortable.

Hiccup sighed. "Ludi— Kari was looking for you earlier." he announced.

Ludi didn't reply.

"Aaric called you lazy." he added.

She only replied with a yawn.

Hiccup nodded. "Seems about right." he decided. Turning over to Clearsky and Toothless, he blinked expectantly. "You guys wanna get going? If we leave now, by the time we do a lap around the island, then we could still make it in time for dinner."

Toothless' wings flashed out at his sides. "I only need about five minutes." he bragged.

Clearsky's eyes flashed, and he smirked. "I bet I can go faster than you."

Toothless straightened, lighting up. "You're on!"

Petal giggled shrilly, bouncing up and down. "Show him who's boss, Daddy! Make him eat your dust!" she cheered, turning and weaving around her mother's legs as Nightflight blinked in surprise. The youngling's green eyes were sparkling at the prospect of a challenge, and she turned and rushed at her father in earnest. "Daddy can I come?" she pleaded. "I wanna fly fast with you! Please, oh please, oh please? I promise that I can keep up!"

Clearsky warmed, chuckling. "No sweetie, I'm sorry." he said gently, nosing her back down with a kind expression as he tried to look past her downcast look. "You've just started flying, honey! You've got to wait a little bit before you can fly with us." When Petal deflated, he added quickly as he straightened: "But I promise you that as soon as possible, I'll go out and fly all around with you. Does that sound good?"

Nightflight nodded eagerly, adding her own input. "I'll go out along with you too!" she assured. "It'll be a lot of fun. But you've got to wait a little bit for that, don't you?"

Petal huffed, falling back down with a disgruntled expression.

Hiccup grinned. "It's okay, Petal." he said. "Maybe you can catch up with Moonflower and you can eat together! Or you could try to find Kari; I'm sure she would be more than happy to see how high you could flutter!"

Petal still looked frustrated, but upon being addressed by Hiccup, as sense of respect seemed to dawn over her. Though disappointed, she looked down and shuffled her feet, ducking her head down low. "Yes, Hiccup." she mumbled, wrapping her tail over her feet neatly.

"You know what?" Nightflight asked suddenly, turning and looking over at Shadowclaw imploringly. "Do you think you could watch Petal? I might like to go along with them." She turned to Clearsky with a questioning stare. "If you could guide me along that is."

Clearsky purred, leaning over and nudging her cheek with his nose. "Always." he assured.

Petal looked frustrated, and Nightflight gave her comforting lick, as if sensing the fact. "We'll be back soon. And after you eat I can take you out to try flying, okay? Your father and I can both do that. It'll be fun."

Banding together, Hiccup, Toothless, Clearsky, and Nightflight, along with a hitchhiking cat, turned and started to make for the woods. Hiccup boarded Toothless, and, after Clearsky draped his tail gently around Nightflight's neck, they lifted out into the air and took flight. They were gone in less than an instant— even Nightflight, who had now grown used to trailing closely behind after her mate. Petal watched with a downcast expression, looking forlorn almost as she frowned.

Shadowclaw blinked, realizing somehow they had gotten to be alone. He turned and reaching over to poke the youngling encouragingly. "Don't worry, Petal!" he said gently. "When I was younger they had a tendency to exclude me too— it's just what they do." Waiting for her to smile and seeing that she didn't, Shadowclaw changed tactics. "How about we go out and see where Moonflower got to? I'm sure that she'll be happy to eat with you."

Petal whirled around, her green eyes wide. "Please take me out flying, Shadowclaw!" she begged, bouncing from one foot to another. "Please? I wanna practice my flying!"

Shadowclaw blinked rapidly, caught off-guard. But quickly, he grinned, and shook his head. "Sorry, Petal." he said sincerely. "But I can't really help you. Your mom wanted you to go eat dinner I think. So why don't we just go and try to find where everyone else went? We can just make one big group again; it'll be fine."

"I want to go flying." Petal whined.

"Your mother said no." Shadowclaw sighed.

Petal huffed, rearing up on her hind legs and planting her feet on Shadowclaw's chest as she stood up as tall as she could. Shadowclaw started, looking down at her with a shocked expression. Yet Petal just met his perplexed gaze with her own desperate one. "Pleeeeease?" she whined. "I wanna go flying! You can take me flying! Just for like…a ten minutes!" When Shadowclaw didn't reply, just staring down at her a little blankly, she pressed further, her green eyes blazing. "I wanna go flying! Take me flying!"

Shadowclaw didn't reply, only staring down at her. Petal blew out her cheeks, frustrated as she was given the silent treatment. Pushing off of the older dragon, she plopped back down on the ground, her ears flattened as she fumed for a moment. But before she could get up and finally relent – to start walking back down the path that led to the Great Hall – the older of the two spoke up. "Okay." he said, blinking as he tilted his head to the side.

Petal jerked, surprise flaring in her gaze as she snapped back up to peer at him. "Wait, what?" she asked.

Shadowclaw grinned, suddenly eager. "Let's go flying! Sure! I'll take you out to fly!" He stood up, beckoning the girl with his tail as he turned and started off to the side. His steps were light and bouncing, yet Petal only blinked, confused as she remained motionless. Shadowclaw turned back, glancing back at her. "What's wrong?" he asked. "You said to take you flying…right?"

"Yeah." Petal said, unsure. She blinked and looked around her a few ways. Then back to the other. "…I guess I did."

Shadowclaw beamed. "Well then, come on, slowpoke! You wanna fly, or don't you?"

He turned and looped away.

Petal blinked, watching him go. Still confused.

After a second she blinked, looking down at herself oddly.

Then she brightened, a smile spreading over her face as she rocketed to her feet. And, without wasting another second over the situation, Petal raced after the dragon eagerly.

(~**~) (~**~) (~**~) (~**~)

A/N: I would like to thank everybody that's still reading and stuck with me to the end. I know that recently with what occurred in my family that I haven't been the best author in terms of updates and I apologize. But I really do appreciate those who stuck fast! I started this story in freshman year just wanting to write a story where Toothless meets a female Night Fury, and it just grew into something much more than what I initially thought it would. I love the fact that so many of you enjoyed it, and I hope that this ending, albeit untraditional, will be a satisfying ending throughout to wrap up the entire story.

I've enjoyed writing this for you all, and I've very glad that I didn't abandon it as I tried to do when writing Illusion. Thank you once again if you've read this entire thing, and I hope that _if _I ever decide to do another HTTYD story sometime in the future, then I'll hear from you again :)


End file.
